The Pelican
For wildlife & people since 1923
Volume 67-Number 7. Newsletter of Halifax River Audubon
July, 2021
Comments & Conservation Notes

Calendar & Events

One of the issues we’re watching involves a request to
change the required distance between a borrow pit and natural
water bodies and wetlands. Current Volusia County regulations
require a 150’ setback. Neighboring Seminole County requires
300’. The requested change is for just 50’ with a built in special
option to request just 25’! This issue was to come before the
Planning and Land Development Regulation Commission at
their June 17th meeting. The PLRDC is an advisory committee
mandated by our county charter that advises the Volusia
County Council on development issues.

As we begin the second month of our summer hiatus here
are several items of interest that have come across the
transom.
Identifying Bird Songs With Your Phone
Twenty plus years ago a woman came up to our information
table when we were set up at an event. She asked me if
there was some device she could purchase that would
identify birds by their songs and calls. I told her that I was
sure someone was probably working on such a device but it
was years away from being available. That time has come.

When this issue was discovered on the PLRDC agenda the
Environmental Council of Volusia & Flagler Counties was quick
to recognize this threat to our water supply. A letter was sent to
the PLRDC and the ECVF President, John Baker, attended the
meeting and raised our objection. So the item was removed
from the agenda and sent back to the Growth and Resource
Management Department staff for further review. This isn’t the
last we’ll hear on this issue. Sand is a commodity very much in
demand. And where there’s money to be made those making
the money see no reason why the rules can’t be changed to
allow them to make even more. Stay tuned.
*

*

If you have Merlin installed on your phone, the bird ID app
from Cornell Lab of Ornithology, you can record a bird sound
you hear with the recording app on your phone and Merlin will
identify the bird for you. So, the next time you’re out for a
walk and hear a bird, quickly record the sounds with your
phone and Merlin will give you the answer.
*

*

Last year our board voted to donate funds to a project that
was the brain child of Megan Martin. Back then she was a
student at Daytona State College. Having now moved on to
Stetson University she’s also a board member of our sister
chapter, the West Volusia Audubon Society. Her idea was to
look at birds seen here in Florida and also down in Puerto
Rico. Many species we see here in summer are found in the
Caribbean islands during winter. The film was released in
May and there should have been an article about it in last
month’s Pelican. That oversight has now been corrected.
Click on this link to see the film. Enjoy!

*

*

David Hartgrove

*

*

An Old Friend’s New Venture

*

So many permits have been approved to allow withdrawals
from the Floridan Aquifer that it’s in danger of becoming saline,
Rather than decreasing the number of permits approved the
Suwannee River Water Management District and the St Johns
River WMD have come up with a plan to install a huge pipe
and send water from the Suwannee River into the aquifer. The
monetary cost would be off the charts: $457 million plus $4.4
million a year for operation and maintenance. The real solution
is to stop issuing withdrawal permits. Recently the Water
Management District renewed a permit to a bottling company
to withdraw 940,000 gallons a day. Will we ever learn?

*

Pájaros Sin Fronteras/Borderless Birds

Over in Lake County sand miners were all set to start digging
right next to Green Swamp. Often referred to as, “the liquid
heart of Florida”, the Green Swamp is the headwaters for the
Peace, Withlacoochee, Ocklawaha and Hillsborough Rivers.
Lake County has set aside boundaries to protect this essential
resource. The sand miners wanted to change the boundaries.
Members of Ocklawaha Valley Audubon and others spoke
before the Lake County Board of County Commissioners in
opposition. Apparently the opposition was strong enough on
the BCC that the sand miners have decided against trying
again.
*

*

Back when we were still holding in person meetings chapter
member, Dan Gribbin, was a regular fixture. Dan’s a retired
English professor, guitarist and song writer and photographer.
He has a new website where he sells note cards and photos.
He also writes fiction and a very interesting blog. Check him
out.
*

*

*

From The Quotable Birder
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“Some social birds apparently call to each other for aid; and
as they flit from tree to tree the flock is kept together by chirp
answering chirp.”
Charles Darwin

Melissa Lammers had an adventure back in April and its
account now appears in the Pelican.

Adventures in Accidental Birding and Herding
My attempts to deliberately bird seem to end up as less than
orthodox exercises with the results you'd expect. However, my
accidental birding has yielded some marvelous encounters.
The previous highlight of which was holding a Brown Pelican
while it was being disentangled from fishing line, then
launching it into the air and watching it fly out over the dawn-lit
ocean. I've also rescued an exhausted and freezing Northern
Gannet, holding it close to my body inside my fleece jacket
while walking it two miles down the beach to my home, then
taking it to rehab at the Marine Science Center. When I’ve
been unable to handle a situation on my own, I’ve called on
David Hartgrove. Together we’ve had two adventures:
working with FPL to replace a recently-hatched Fish Crow back
in its nest, high in a cabbage palm and rescuing an injured
Double-crested Cormorant after waiting 36 hours for it to tire
enough to be apprehended. It kept going out to sea when
approached but finally was tired enough for the two of us
seniors to catch it on dry land, using a net. We both got
pecked for our troubles!
For the past many months, I have been unable to take
morning walks because of a foot injury and I've missed out on
these opportunities. Now my foot has improved enough so that
over the past week, I've started two-mile walks again on A1A,
alongside the Atlantic Ocean. (The tide has been wrong for
morning beach walks but in a few more days, that will change).
This morning, when I reached the one-mile point and was
about to turn around, I heard some weird sounds a little farther
up the road. The hollow "clack-clack" reminded me of a
snapping pelican but the raspy calls preceding it, while
somehow familiar, were not conjuring up a specific bird (it's the
darned ear-birding again!) And that much I was sure of -- it
was a bird. I looked up the road and saw no birds but I did see
a dog-walker stop walking, turn around and look west, so I
headed toward the dog-walker and the sounds.
There on the sidewalk, right next to rush-hour traffic on A1A,
was a pair of squawking Sandhill Cranes! I have not seen
them beachside before (which doesn't mean they were never
there but I have spent many, many predawn and dawn hours
on the beach or on A1A next to it, and not seen one.) It was
then that I realized that all the hours I've spent watching
sheepherding contests (doesn't everyone?) were not in vain.
These cranes were hell-bent on walking across A1A in the
middle of rush hour, mindless (probably an apt description) of
the school buses, plumbing trucks, distracted moms taking kids
to school after they’d missed the school bus, landscapers
pulling trailers of heavy-duty, gas-guzzling lawn "care"
equipment and generally, folks in a big hurry to get somewhere
else. I spread my arms and walked calmly around the cranes,
trying to get them to go west down a side street, instead of
east, across A1A. A pair of folks from a balcony yelled down to
"leave them alone!" Another woman started videoing the
scene with her cell phone.
She was from Lakeland and said that the cranes were lovely
but "dumb as rocks" and that she'd never seen one beachside,
either. The cranes were not at all perturbed by my attempts to
get them to walk away from the highway. They continued
further north, rather than west, and I thought they might just
stay in the swale on either side of the sidewalk. "Lakeland"
and I were monitoring the situation when all of a sudden, Crane
A decided to cross A1A and there was no deterring him without
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also risking Crane B crossing at a different point. So, we
stopped the traffic while A made his crossing. “Lakeland” went

with him, making sure no one squashed the bird or her, and I
stayed with Crane B on the west side, keeping her off the
road. Then Crane A started back across A1A, with oncoming
traffic moving toward him fast. “Lakeland” yelled, "What do I
do?". "Rush the bird!”, I answered. She ran at it and it hurried
itself, kinda sorta, across the road ON FOOT, still not
particularly bothered by us humans and certainly not by the
impending collision with several tons of steel!
Now the cranes were a little closer together and I started
herding again, arms outstretched, walking an arc first to one
side and then to the other with the cranes seemingly moving
at my command. Am I a crane whisperer? Crane A (for
Adventurer?) let me get within two feet of him, with no sign
that it bothered him at all. This time, the herding had the
desired effect of moving the cranes down a side street, with
quite a few vacant lots, toward the slightly less trafficked John
Anderson Drive. I decided they were going in the right
direction and that perhaps as the sun began to hit the side
street, they would find plenty of lizards and bugs to keep them
moving west. “Lakeland” said, "You looked like you were
walking your cranes" and showed me a photo on her phone.
She will try to get it to me by Facebook. We'll see. After that, I
began to walk home. Other folks from another balcony, called
down to thank me for moving the cranes to relative safety. I
yelled "Audubon" to them, smiled and limped home. Maybe
they'll join us although I can’t guarantee that this is how we
always bird!
Melissa Lammers

*

*

*

Least Tern feeding chicks, Photo by Lou Newman

Watch Out At The Beach This Summer
Scenes like the one above are playing out daily here on
Volusia County beaches and and islands. When you’re out at
the beach or on a boat stopping by the islands in the
Intracoastal Waterway watch for them. If a flock of them flies
up as you land your boat or as you walk along the shore you
may have found a colony. Their eggs are so well camouflaged
that it’s easy to step into and destroy a colony without
knowing it. Some have been found on FWC surveys and have
been marked with signs. Be sure to observe the signs and
keep dogs and kids from entering the site. These birds flew all
the way from Brazil and Argentina to nest on our beaches and
they need our help.
David Hartgrove

Here’s another plant profile from our resident expert, Leslie

Your stopper can be a single specimen or grown in multiples
to create a hedge. The dwarf variety is suitable for planting
along the foundation of your home. Imagine during the heat of
the summer, sitting in your air-conditioned home, watching
birds snacking on the fruit you grew just for them.

Nixon.

Birds Stop for Simpson’s Stopper
Simpson’s stopper (Myrcianthes fragrans) is another
dependable Florida native that supplies many resources for
birds. It is most commonly a large shrub, growing 5-10’ tall and
4-8’ wide. However, there is a new dwarf variety available
(‘Compacta’) that is much smaller. Both the large and small
stoppers are dense, evergreen shrubs, providing shelter and
nesting sites for songbirds year-round. In the spring the shrub
is covered in fragrant white flowers that attract insects, which
in turn bring in the birds. The flowers are followed in summer
by large, red-orange berries, perfect for mockingbirds and blue
jays.

Stoppers acquired their common name from their use by
Native Americans as a treatment for diarrhea. Please, don’t try
this at home – go to the drugstore for your medicine but plant
a Simpson’s stopper for the birds.
Text and photos by Leslie Nixon

*

*

Some Bird Humor From Funny Times

The fragrant white flowers of Simpson’s stopper
Since it is hardy, long-lived, and wind-resistant, Simpson’s
stopper will be a durable and carefree addition to your
landscape. It thrives in average soil and will withstand drought
but not routine flooding. Stoppers can grow in full or part sun,
but to benefit birds they are best grown in full sun (4-6 hours
per day) which maximizes the production of flowers and
berries.
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Northern Mockingbird feeding on stopper berries

*

*

Time for another in our continuing series “Everyday Birding”
by Ray Scory. This month continues from last month’s article.

this exuberant juvenile hawk experience the blush of
independence and felt good about the future of the Red-tailed
Hawk.

Dear Ms Rt Hawk, If you wish to build your next home in our
neighborhood, I will welcome you back.

Article and photos by Ray Scory

A Nest No More
A nest no more. High in a lone pine tree in a neighborhood of
suburban homes, a lone pine tree still supports a collection of
sticks reminiscent of a time well past. What story does this
moment speak to when we try to make some sense of what we
saw? Or is it enough to just witness the life style of a neighbor
who once built a home, raised a family, played and visited with
each other and then moved on when the neighborhood
changed?
Last year, during one of my many walks to my verdant creek
down the street, I spotted a lone adult female Red-tailed Hawk
sharing early walks with me. I looked forward to these
meetings. Always wondering from which tall pine tree she
would look down upon me next. She liked to perch in one pine
tree along my route that I called my “Bird Tree.” Simply named
because it is a tree that attracts a lot of different bird species
and bird activities, such as resting, sleeping, grooming,
searching, mating, grouping or visiting. All things we all enjoy
but in a different way, not in a tall pine tree. Birds have yet to
reveal all they know or what they see or how they feel about
us. But as we get more friendly, maybe there is a chance they
will let us get to know them better.

Juvenile Red-tailed Hawk at our feeding station. Never
before has such a large bird perched on this feeder. The bird
repeated visiting for about two weeks.

I walked the verdant creek trail every morning to the coming
of a rising sun and expected to see my friend high in that
neighborhood pine tree. One morning a smaller male Redtailed Hawk perched next to her. Both looked down on me.
Now we were three. I felt that she would tell him about me and
we would all become good friends. Within a week they mated.
Thus began my search for nest building in my neighborhood’s
tall pine trees. It happened in a pine tree close by my house.
“Close by” being a key word because the location was just
outside my yard. I watched a home being made with the
female engaged in the construction and the male faithfully
guarding the property. The nest appeared deep and heavily
constructed and I did not witness any construction efforts from
the male. In fact, once the construction was completed I didn’t
see much of the hawks at all . It looked abandoned except for
the day Jane and her three retired friends witnessed the
intrusion of a Northern Mockingbird and a Blue Jay actually
forcing the hawks from their nest site.
Calm and emptiness remained in the tall pine tree. Until one
morning in our backyard a juvenile Red-tailed Hawk appeared
on our bird feeder and opened with a show that I never saw
before. I first spotted it perched on my bird feeder getting
bombed by a Northern Mockingbird. Then clumsily chasing
down yard squirrels numerous times to no avail. Finally a short
broken branch grabbed her attention and she began a whirling
dance with the stick, throwing it in the air, pouncing on it,
rolling on it and covering it with spread wings. I couldn’t tell if it
was playing a fun game with the stick or practicing the capture
of possible prey. Regardless, it was a rollicking, frolicking,,
vivacious, playful, comical and yet serious exercise in grand
drama of the highest order.
The hawk returned to our yard for the next few weeks as if to
remember back to those wonderful teenaged years of absolute
joy and freedom. The last few days she perched upon the bird
feeder in her accustomed matter but now with a greater
display of patience and maturity. She tolerated the repeated
attacks from the marauding mockingbird and departed as if it
was just another day on the job. I watched with fascination-

4

Whether playing with a stick, or practicing skills for the hunt,
or involved in a mysterious routine, you openly expose your
life to us.

Robert Lane, a birder who splits his time between Clearwater,
Florida and Mahoning County, Ohio has been tracking Piping
Plovers. Here he tells the tale of the first Piping Plovers to nest
in Ohio in nearly 80 years. The nest is being incubated now.

A Gulf Coast Connection
During the winter season, Piping Plovers can easily be found
on Florida beaches and mud flats. However they are not
known to nest anywhere in Florida. Mentioned below are some
of the Great Lakes Piping Plovers that we know have a
connection to The Tampa / Clearwater Area. Two are from the
Chicago area at Montrose Beach Dunes Natural Area. They
are, to have a play on words, named “Monty” and “Rose.”
Monty and Rose wintered in separate places over the
2019/2020 winter: Monty at Bolivar Flats Shorebird Sanctuary,
in Texas near the mouth of Galveston Bay and Rose at Anclote
Key, near Clearwater. Amazingly they found their way back to
Montrose Beach Dunes Natural Area to nest in 2020 and
produced 3 chicks, one of which, after being banded, was
named “Nish.” Meanwhile, at Presque Isle, on Lake Erie, in
Pennsylvania, another chick was hatched and banded, “Nellie.”
Nellie was recorded at Honeymoon Island State Park, just a
short distance south of The Anclote Key last winter.
The fact that all of these birds are banded with uniquely
colored bands that allow for identification of individuals means
that I could do some detective work when a Piping Plover nest
was found at Maumee Bay State Park in Lucas County, Ohio in
early June. It was the first Piping Plover nest recorded in the
state since 1942. The bands on the 2 adults identified them as
Nish, from the nest near Chicago, 235 miles to the west, and
Nellie, from Presque Isle, 175 miles to the northeast. And both
birds were seen here in Florida last winter.

After a missing this notice last month we send a welcome our
new members.

We Welcome Our New and Returning Members
We extend a warm welcome to our new and returning
members: Nancy Aguilar, Chet Anthony, Robert Baldanza,
Thomas Blanks, Barbara Bode, Mr & Mrs. J Hyatt Brown,
Arthur Carlson, Patricia Dietrich, James Doumas, Sylvia
Engelbrect, Helen Gettemy, Dr. Ellen Harper, Edith Horner,
Frank Iocco, Krystal Johnson, Peggy Law, Penny Moss, Rick
Seiler, Thomas Silvey, Robert Ullery, Catherine Wharton, and
Pamela Woodworth. We’re in our annual summer hiatus and
hoping that by September we can again have in person
meetings. If the board decides against that for now we’ll
resume our monthly meetings via Zoom. Our field trips will
resume in September and we hope to see you on one.

*

*

*

*

*

*

*
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Piping Plover nest at Maumee Bay State Park, photo by Bob
Lane.
The birds can easily enter and exit the protective wire
enclosure seen above. However dogs, cats, raccoons and 6
year olds chasing balls can’t. The nest was discovered on
June 6th, meaning with an incubation time of 27 to 28 days,
the eggs should hatch around July 4th. That being about the
busiest time of year on an Ohio beach, an effort to protect
these very special long missing visitors must be made, hence
the wire cage. Thus, these two, plus their potential offspring,
will no doubt spend their winters 1100 miles due south on the
Gulf Coast of Florida. We’ll be looking for them.
Robert Lane

Committee Members
Conservation: David Hartgrove
Education: Holly Zwart-Duryea
Field Trips: Peggy Yokubonus
David Hartgrove
Newsletter Editor: David Hartgrove
Welcome: Vacant
Webmaster: Joan Tague
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We wish to thank our sponsors, whose
contributions play a vital part of allowing us to
continue our work: Florida Power & Light, Colonial
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Colony and the Spruce Creek Garden and Nature
Club.

