Dear Birdos4Eric,
What better place to visit at the height of spring than the woods of the East Coast? But before
hitting Acadia National Park in Maine, we stopped first to visit old friends Paula Harrington and
John Currie in Portland, Maine. I had been reading about another ABA rarity that seemed to be
hanging out in the area and when I told John about it, it was serendipity—John had decided to
take a Friday morning off from work so that he could go birding and the place he wanted to visit
was Gilsland Farm Audubon Center where he had taken his boys when they were small. This
was the same spot where the rare Little Egret had been seen for the last month or so.
John and I spent a splendid morning birding at Gilsland—he hadn’t been birding before so it was
all new to him and he took to it like a duck to a minnow farm. We got lots of different species at
Gilsland, including some colorful ones: Blue Jay (a new species for me), Eastern Bluebird,
Northern Cardinal, Cedar Waxwing, Gray Catbird, and Yellow Warbler (John’s favorite.)

Northern Cardinal

Gray Catbird

Cedar Waxwing

We also saw seven Ospreys, (yes, you read that correctly and we didn’t miscount—at one point
we could see all of them at once!) We were later told that there was an Alewife run at the
mouth of the river where we saw all of the birds (the Alewife is a herring species.)

Osprey with Alewife
But the real search that day was for a white bird—the Little Egret. This was the ABA rarity that I was
hoping to see—a bird with a widespread range (Europe, Asia, Africa, and Australia) that on rare
occasions puts in an appearance on the East Coast. I told John what to look for—a bird that closely
resembled a Snowy Egret but had two long plumes sprouting from its head and draped down its neck.
He was a quick learner. We ended up spotting six Snowy Egrets so he got in some practice. With each
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new one, we examined the head closely for any sight of plumes. When we’d seen four of them, three
egrets flew in together and landed on a little island not far from us. As I swiveled my scope to check
each of them out, John started jumping up and down, yelling, “It’s got plumes!” I focused on the last
bird and wanted to laugh—the plumes were so obvious you could see them without using any optics!

Get a look at those plumes! Three views of the Little Egret

I think John liked birding enough that I wouldn’t be surprised to find him at it again sometime.
But I’ve got to say that a few days later when I was reading my daily ABA Rarities alert on eBird,
I was a little bit disappointed to see my entry as follows:
Thank you for subscribing to the <daily> ABA Rarities. This alert is for observations of rare birds (ABA code 3 and above) in the
ABA Area. View or unsubscribe to this alert at https://ebird.org/alert/summary?sid=SN10489
NOTE: all sightings are UNCONFIRMED unless indicated

...
Little Egret (Egretta garzetta) (1)
- Reported May 31, 2019 08:30 by Eric Schroeder
- Gilsland Farm Audubon Center, Cumberland, Maine
- Map: http://maps.google.com/?ie=UTF8&t=p&z=13&q=43.7066997,-70.2417581&ll=43.7066997,-70.2417581
- Checklist: https://ebird.org/view/checklist/S57093497
- Media: 1 Photo
- Comments: "Watched the bird come in and land. Got an excellent look at the two long plumes on his head. See photo below."

It’s nice to get my name in the national records, but since I had submitted a photo (in which you can
clearly see the plumes!) how come my sighting wasn’t confirmed?? (The entry should say
“CONFIRMED” in the line containing the bird’s name.) Maybe I should have submitted MORE photos?
Our main stop in Maine (did you see what I did there?) was Acadia National Park, a place that
Susan and I had each wanted to visit for years. We had rented a place in Bar Harbor that proved
to be a seven-minute drive to the park and Jesup Path which became my early morning
pilgrimage each day I was there (and a couple of evenings, too). One of the things that appealed
to me about Acadia was that I could take up where I left off at those hotspots on South Padre
Island, TX, where I had seen all of those warblers dropping in. By now many of those same
warblers would be at home in the Northeast woods! But the birds in Acadia proved to be
tougher to see since the woods were so lush. (As my friend Jared was to say a week later when I
visited him in SW Connecticut, “You should have come in April when the birds were first
showing up and the leaves hadn’t arrived yet.” Nonetheless, with a bit of work I didn’t do too
badly with the warblers, seeing American Redstart, Black-throated Blue Warbler (a new bird

2

and a real beauty!), Black-throated Green Warbler, Common Yellowthroat, Northern Parula,
Yellow Warbler, and Yellow-rumped Warbler. And on Jesup Path I also encountered several
target species—a Winter Wren (the last of my North American wrens for my big year), an Alder
Flycatcher (a new species), a pair of Eastern Phoebes on a nest (a new species), a pair of Barred
Owls with fledglings in their nest (another new species).

Old and new friends: Common Yellowthroat, Barred Owl, and Black-throated Blue Warbler

Do you detect the month’s theme here? Not only were the birds paired up, but many of the
pairs were either on nests or already had fledglings. Thus one morning I wasn’t surprised to see
a Hairy Woodpecker disappear into a nearby tree hole.

Hairy Woodpecker
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One of the biggest thrills of our stay came on the day Susan and I were walking one of the old
carriage roads near the park’s stable. We were nearly back to the parking lot and were getting
ready to check out the nest site of a Hairy Woodpecker that we had noticed at the start of our
walk. But just before we got there, another woodpecker went screaming past us. Despite its
speed, we both knew what we had just seen—a Pileated Woodpecker (for you non-birders, just
think Woody Woodpecker—the Pileated is the oversized woodpecker with the giant flame
coming out of his head.) It’s a bird that’s much more common on the East Coast than the West,
but one I hadn’t seen anywhere this year. What a thrill!
Leaving Bar Harbor, I had a couple of regrets. Had I been better organized, I might have signed up
for the Acadia Birding Festival that was taking place while I was there. It’s a good one—my friend
Dawn Lemoine was there for it and she regaled us one evening over a lobster dinner with some
highlights— birding with some expert guides, getting to see a Spruce Grouse, and a wonderful
pelagic trip complete with a number of North Atlantic species. Which brings me to my second
regret—the pelagic trip I had scheduled three months early was canceled; it was a beautiful day
that morning, but apparently there was a big fogbank off the coast. The best-laid plans, eh?

On the road in Maine: a Common Loon (in that breeding plumage there’s nothing common about it!)

We hadn’t planned for the day we left Bar Harbor. We decided the previous day that we would
break our journey to SW Connecticut at about the halfway point. Some quick research turned
up Vermont’s White Mountains as being midway, and a little more research turned up the Mt.
Washington Toll Road—one of America’s oldest, most famous, and most costly toll roads.
Reading their website, I noticed a specialty tour—during the first two weeks of June, the tollroad company offers an early-morning tour every other day to look for one of the rarest birds
in North America, Bicknell’s Thrush. There was space left on tomorrow’s trip. I signed up
instantly.
I left Susan asleep when I set out the next morning at 5:30 AM. Six of us had signed up and
our guide Sue explained on the way up the mountain (elev. 6,145 ft.) that the thrush was
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generally found at about 4,200 ft. That turned out to be a good thing since the road past that
point was closed due to heavy fog. As we drove up the mountain the landscape underwent a
complete transformation from lush Eastern hardwood forest, to spruce-fir forest, and finally
to the subalpine zone, characterized by dwarf spruce and fir trees that hug the ground to
escape the constant wind. Luckily the weather was OK and mostly clear, which is unusual for
Mt. Washington. We spent about 90 minutes wandering around, looking for the bird. Like
several other elusive species this year (think Colima Warbler), I heard it several times but we
never saw it. (We did see a few birds, including the Blackpoll Warbler, the Yellow-bellied
Flycatcher, and a handful of White-throated Sparrows—that bird I tried so hard to see in the
Bay Area last winter and finally saw with the help of my friend Sandy Steinman, who pointed
out the resident bird in his backyard.)
There was a perk for not seeing the bird—each of us was given a free pass to drive our own
car back up the mountain. I went back to the hotel and told Susan she had to see the
mountain—the flora was amazing and more amazing was the fact that it was a clear morning.
The woman at the toll gate had an interesting observation about nature tourism: “People are
always asking me if they are going to see a moose. I try to be positive. ‘Probably not,’ I tell
them.” The same might be said about Bicknell’s Thrush.

Mount Washington on a clear day—note the lack of the Bicknell’s Thrush
Our last stop on the trip was in Cornwall Bridge, CT, to visit old friends Jared Haynes and Gail
Newton at their farmhouse that dates back to 1740. Before I left home, I had contacted a
local Audubon property, and its director, Eileen Fielding, had set me up with a couple of local
birders who had agreed to take me around the property, promising, “We’ll find you some
lifers.” Jared and I met Marie Kennedy and Ray Belding at Sharon Audubon Center and the
four of us had a great walk on the property with me getting a glimpse at my first Veery. But
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Marie and Ray weren’t done yet—they suggested a visit to another nearby property, the
Miles Wildlife Sanctuary where they snagged me another lifer, the Chestnut-sided Warbler.
By now I had told them about how the world of warblers had really opened up to me this
year, and they insisted on going to another birding hotspot, Mohawk State Forest. They were
determined to find me the Blackburnian Warbler which they sensed was something of an
obsession of mine (they were right about that). No Blackburnian, alas, but we saw several
other warblers, including an Ovenbird (I had had a poor look at one in South Texas and this
was a very good look), the second Black-throated Blue Warbler of my eastern trip, and a Pine
Warbler (another lifer.) Six hours after setting out, Jared and I begged off, citing wives and
hunger. Jared and I went to get lunch while Marie and Ray resumed birding. Those two have
real stamina!
The next day Jared took me for a final walk in the woods—this time behind his house. We
walked to a small pond on his property, a lovely setting. The woods were wonderful with lots of
bird life. Jared had hoped to get me a better look at a Veery and not only did he succeed in this,
but we also came across another one of his residents, a pair of Wood Thrushes (the bird I had
missed when I was with my pal Tony in South Texas.) Seeing these birds I felt like I had taken
care of some unfinished business.
When I got home, I had only a few days off before another planned trip. Last year I signed
up for the GGAS class “Sierra Birds” that was taught by my friends and mentors Eddie
Bartley, Noreen Weeden, and Bob Lewis. When the class was offered again this year, I
thought, “Of course—there will be lots of birds to add to my year list in the mountains.”
Last year the group recorded 95 species (I was doing my own record-keeping and had seen
84, despite the fact that the last day was canceled due to thunderstorms.) Of the species I
saw, 15 of them were life birds for me. The trip looked auspicious for adding birds to my
year count.
But a week or so before the trip’s start, I looked at the math and realized that I had already
seen 13 of last year’s 15 lifers thus far in 2019 (that Sage Grouse trip in March had produced
many of the species unique to the mountains.) Moreover, of the two birds I hadn’t seen
yet—the Evening Grosbeak and the Northern Goshawk, Bob and Eddie were unanimous:
“The grosbeak will be easy but that goshawk was a real one-off. Don’t expect it.”
Nonetheless, last year I had found Sierra Valley to be a magical place, and I set off
enthusiastically for the mountains, armed with a tip from Bob Lewis about where to look for
Clarke’s Nutcracker, a new species for me.
Well, I spent about 90 minutes looking for the Nutcracker at Kyburz Pass on my way to our
rendezvous point. No luck. But the birding was excellent at the spots I had first visited the
previous year: Yuba Pass, Carman Valley Meadows, Madora Lake, Plumas Eureka State Park,
and the various location in Sierra Valley itself. Moreover, on the last morning I got to visit the
places I had missed last year: Bassetts Station (where I was able to get my first Calliope
Hummingbird of the year—hurray!) and Sardine Lake.

6

Sierra Valley is a wonder. During our days (and evenings) there we saw a wide range of species
in the water—ducks, grebes, waders; on land—blackbirds, sparrows, and flycatchers; and
overhead—pelicans, swallows, and raptors.

Sierra Valley regulars: Yellow-headed Blackbird, Killdeer (note the camouflage!), and Sage Thrasher

It’s a good place to get close looks at species and to work on IDs, especially sparrows!

These birds were perched within a couple of feet of each other:
Which is the Savannah Sparrow and which is the Brewer’s Sparrow? (Answer on page 14)

And continuing on with the theme of the month we saw lots of birds on nests (some with
youngsters evident) and lots of juvenile birds, learning to fend for themselves, usually with a
watchful parent nearby.
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Brewer’s Blackbird bringing home dinner

Tree Swallows at home

But for me, the stars of the week were clearly the woodpeckers. The more common ones
included Hairy Woodpeckers and Northern Flickers. Once again we got good looks at the
Lewis’s Woodpecker (which can be a tough one to see). We had several White-headed
Woodpecker sightings and Red-breasted Sapsuckers seemed to be everywhere (for those of
you with long memories, February’s “Bird of the Month.”)

Red-breasted Sapsucker

White-headed Woodpecker: at home & away

The trip ended on a great note—we began our walk in the parking lot at Sardine Lake where we
were hearing a distant Mountain Quail (this is a bird I heard in May in the Southern Sierra, but
didn’t manage to see.) Several of up began scanning the hillside for it, and Steve Hunter picked
it out, perched atop a rock, singing loudly. I got a great look at it through my scope. Not only a
year bird but a lifer as well!
The walk to Upper Sardine Lake was lovely and we saw a wonderful variety of birds on the way.
At one point, I separated from the group when I saw a female Calliope Hummingbird working
the flowers near me. I spent some quality time with her, getting good pictures of her in action.
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Female Calliope Hummingbird

But the show wasn’t over yet—Steve Hunter strikes again! We had just taken the group photo and
were preparing to return to our cars when Steve spotted an American Dipper in the rushing water
below the dam where we stood. This bird has always been a favorite of mine (and John Muir’s, too—
he called it alternately the “Water Thrush” or “Ouzel” since it reminded him of the Ring Ouzel (Turdus
torquatus) that he knew from his boyhood in Scotland). It was the perfect bird with which to finish.

American Dipper
Turns out I wasn’t quite finished—I had mentioned to Bob Lewis that I tried on my trip in for the Clarke’s
Nutcracker with no luck, and he encouraged me to return to Kyburz Pass on my way home. This time he was
sending me after a new species—Williamson’s Sapsucker, another mountain woodpecker. His direction (as
usual) were precise: “Drive to the restroom at the first fork; turn left; go about a mile (but watch out for the
first big dip in the road—it might be hard on your Volvo!); watch for the old Basque shepherd’s homestead;
look for the bathtub; the bird is in a gnarly tree near the tub.” Well, of course it was! And having been so
lucky with the Williamson’s, I had another look for the nutcracker. I shouldn’t have pressed my luck.

Much of this month in Berkeley has been spent chasing onesies. I go onto eBird, find out if there’s
anything in a 10-mile radius that I haven’t seen yet, and the next morning set out to see whether
it’s still hanging around. This can be frustrating since most of the time I come up blank. But one of
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the lessons I’m trying to learn is not to be overly focused on making my numbers. For instance, I set
out one morning to look for a Bell’s Sparrow that was reported a few days earlier at a nearby
park—Upper Canyon Park Trail—a place, I didn’t know. That experience—the gift of finding a new
neighborhood park not far from where I live—has itself provided much of my big year’s enjoyment.
That particular morning I had Maggie the bird dog with me. As we started down a steep, narrow
path I noticed several birds ahead. First, a pair of Dark-eyed Juncos. Usual suspects. Next, a pair
of California Towhees. The same. But then a small bird flew quickly into the tree over my head. I
didn’t think it was my target bird, the Bell’s Sparrow (the head didn’t fit), but what was it? I
wasn’t sure, but I concluded it was a juvenile bird of some sort.
When I got to the bottom of the trail, more serendipity. I had wondered why the eBird list I had seen
online had coots and cormorants on it. There was a tiny stream running through the steep canyon (as
there are in many places in the East Bay hills), but the equally tiny wetlands at the bottom of the
descent was totally unexpected. There were no water birds there but just seeing the wetlands was a
treat. Then I noticed bird movement nearby and went to investigate. I found a family of Dark-eyed
Juncos. Suddenly I knew the mystery bird’s identity—a recently fledged junco. Here were three birds
that looked just like it, along with two adult juncos. Birdwise, June is a family affair.
Later that morning I visited another local park (Live Oak, one that I knew but had never birded.) I had
read a report of a Willow Flycatcher there, which, like the Bell’s Sparrow, would have been a lifer.
Again, lots of familiar birds, but no Willow Flycatcher. Then I noticed something odd on a leafshrouded branch. My first thought was a squirrel but that that wasn’t right. I got closer for a better
look. Four juvenile bushtits still had some of their fledgling fluff and were perched up against each
other for warmth. When I reached for my camera they began to disperse. I didn’t manage the world’s
cutest picture, but I do have that wonderful image of them etched in my memory. Sometimes the
lesson isn’t what you missed (the Willow Flycatcher), it’s what you might have missed.

Q: How many Bushtits in this photo? A: At least four.
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One Saturday, my search for onesies took me a little further afield. I started in the South Bay at
Coyote Hills Regional Park where I went looking for a Ring-necked Pheasant. This is one of the best
places in the East Bay to see a pheasant but no luck this day. Next, heading north, I stopped at
Hayward Regional Shoreline where a couple of unusual terns—the Black and the Sandwich—had
been reported. I saw a couple hundred Forster’s Terns and about a hundred Least Terns (an
endangered species doing well locally), but neither of the others. Additionally, I saw lots of juvenile
American Avocets and Black-necked Stilts and was able to do a close-up study of Egret bills.

Great Egret

Snowy Egret

For my last stop, I headed 25 miles east to Sycamore Grove Park, where a Blue Gray Tanager (a
South American species) had been reported. In keeping with the theme of the month, I saw lots
of avian families—a juvenile American Robin, a recently fledged Oak Titmouse with its parent, a
Black Phoebe on a nest. Best of all were six Acorn Woodpeckers bringing food into a nest in a
tree cavity. These birds are “cooperative breeders”: several male birds will mate with several
female birds who will deposit their eggs in the same cavity; mothers, fathers, and other nonbreeding group members will all look after the fledglings.) I could make out one downy-covered
juvenile in the cavity, and I counted six adults that seemed to be bringing home takeout. Missing
the tanager had been strike three for the day, but seeing these woodpeckers made up for it.

Acorn Woodpecker checking on fledgling

Pair of Acorn Woodpeckers at the nest’s side door

Another highlight of the month was an invitation to see more nesting birds. My friends Mari
Jennings and her husband Michael “Mikey” Havens had invited me to visit Vine Village in Napa
to see nesting Great Blue Herons and Great Egrets. Michael Kerson, the director of Vine Village,
told us that we had missed peak breeding—there had been over 60 Great Blue Herons earlier
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but now the Great Blues were dispersing and their places were being taken by Great Egrets. I
counted 8 herons and 30 egrets, most of which were on nests, high overhead in the eucalyptus
trees. An amazing sight. But my favorite bird that day was a Violet-green Swallow, perched on a
wire near its birdhouse. I had never had such a close look at this bird.

Great Egrets on their nest

Violet-green Swallow

Toward the end of the month I had a big day of sorts. A real Big Day is kind of like a Big Year in
miniature—you see how many species you can see in 24 hours. (A local East Bay Regional Park
District ranger, Dave Riensche—affectionately known as “Doc Quack”— does one of these on
occasion and has been known to get as many as 146 species in a 15-hour day.) For my big day,
however, I was going for quality, not quantity—two lifers. Birds I was absolutely sure I would
see. I was determined to break the bad luck streak of the previous week. On the road at 4:30
AM, I picked up my birding pal Dawn Lemoine, and two and a half hours later we were at
Pinnacles National Park, looking for California Condors.
Pinnacles is a great birding destination—not only did we see a variety of species, but we also
saw big numbers of individual species, double figures of California Quail, Black Phoebe,
California Scrub Jay, Acorn Woodpecker, Spotted Towhee, and Turkey Vultures. There were lots
of juvenile birds and perhaps others soon to be—we witnessed a pair of Ash-throated
Flycatchers copulating in flight.
But where were the condors? After a couple of hours we returned to the visitor center where
we talked to a ranger. He said that where we were standing was a good place to see them—
either roosting in the pine trees on the hill to our left or flying overhead. I scanned the hillside
with my scope and found a large black lump in a tree. Condor? Perhaps. Then Dawn and I saw
another large bird in the distance, flying away from us. I thought I detected a white leadingedge on the wing (a good field mark for the condor.) At few moments later, Dawn went into the
Visitor Center to get her National Parks passport stamped, and, of course, a condor flew over—
much closer than the previous one. Looking closely at Sibley Birds West we determined that the
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bird in the tree (which had flown off without us noticing!) had indeed been a condor. We left
shortly thereafter, with Dawn saying that she’d make a notation in her field guide, “NBL”—her
shorthand for “need better look.”
Our next stop was 65 miles away—Seacliff State Beach, south of Santa Cruz, where another lost
bird from the ABA Rarities list had been reported—the Red-footed Booby. (Its closest range to
Northern California is off the tip of Baja.) The end of the Seacliff pier is unsafe (there’s a huge,
broken up ship just off it) and so the pier’s last 30 yards are off limit, enclosed behind a chain-link
fence. We peered through the fence, examining the birds there. Most were Western Gulls which
were being overseen by a pair of Brown Pelicans. No booby. Striking up conversations with the
locals, we learned that the bird had been seen earlier that day. We were told it was often around in
the late afternoon. We had arrived at 2 PM and it was now an hour later. At 3:30 we were talking to
another local when he casually remarked, “There it is.” Sure enough, the bird had landed on a
bench at the end of the pier (what another local had identified as “the booby’s bench”) and had
begun preening.
Emboldened by our good luck, we decided to go for the rarities’ trifecta and drive home on
Highway 1 so that we could stop at Devils Slide and look for the Northern Gannet that was
sometimes reported there. When we reached our destination, we were awed by the sheer
numbers of nesting seabirds—over 200 Brandt’s Cormorants, 300 Western Gulls, and 2,000
Common Murres (yes, you read that number correctly!) June in all of its glory! We also saw
Rock Wrens and a Peregrine Falcon family—two adults and three juveniles.
As we scanned the murre colony on Egg Rock looking for the gannet, we noticed a woman
coming down the path from a lookout up the cliff. The locals had been helpful at Seacliff, so
Dawn approached her and asked about the gannet. It turned out the woman was a
researcher who was monitoring the murre colony and so she knew all about the gannet. She
hadn’t seen it since June 7. But we had had a great day of birding and both of us were still
buzzing from it when I dropped Dawn at her home in Alameda, 15 ½ hours after we had set
out.
The next day I spent some time entering all of our sightings into eBird. And the day after that,
when I received my daily ABA Rarities notice, I was delighted to see that I had finally made the
CONFIRM category—and I didn’t even submit a photo this time! Go figure.
Thank you for subscribing to the <daily> ABA Rarities. This alert is for observations of rare birds (ABA code 3 and
above) in the ABA Area. View or unsubscribe to this alert at https://ebird.org/alert/summary?sid=SN10489
NOTE: all sightings are UNCONFIRMED unless indicated

…
Red-footed Booby (Sula sula) (1) CONFIRMED
- Reported Jun 26, 2019 14:00 by Eric Schroeder
- Seacliff SB, Santa Cruz, California
- Map: http://maps.google.com/?ie=UTF8&t=p&z=13&q=36.9709125,-121.9131804&ll=36.9709125,-121.9131804
- Checklist: https://ebird.org/view/checklist/S57738098
- Comments: "Continuing bird. Long bluish bill. Pinkish feet, shading to red. Larger than the Western Gulls around it."
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Finding myself again on the eBird ABA Rarities update was a nice way to end the month. I had
anticipated that my East Coast trip would produce a lot of birds, but I didn’t see as many as I
had hoped: 84 species. But the silver lining was that of these birds, 32 were big year species and
22 were life species. And my birding back home proved to be better than I had hoped—my total
species for the month was 190, including seven more year-birds and four lifers. So as I near the
halfway point of the year, I’m almost halfway to my goal of seeing 1,000 species—I’ve got 472
thus far. I expect July will be quiet, though, since I’m not leaving the state (remember the
asymptotic curve?) But who know what will drop in? Maybe I’ll see a penguin.
Bird of the Month. Once again, some great candidates. I just loved seeing the Violet-green Swallow
up close. It’s a Bay Area beauty! Both the White-headed and the Acorn Woodpeckers lobbied hard
for the honor. But I’m going with a relative of theirs, the Williamson’s Sapsucker. (Do you think I’m
soft on woodpeckers? After all, one sapsucker has already been named Bird of the Month.) But the
Williamson’s is a gorgeous bird—and a rare one, too. The males and females look completely
different (the one below is a male; I got a fleeting look at the female but no photo.) And just look at
that good-looking dad—he (and his hole) are outstanding representatives of this month’s theme,
breeding birds and their homes. Thank you, Bob Lewis, for those impeccable directions!

Williamson’s Sapsucker

And thank you, my readers, for your indulgence once again. I had thought that the June issue
was going to be shorter than May (after all, I was only out of state for about a week!) Rest
assured July will be brief.
For the first time, I have no new GGAS donors to thank. What happened? The last newsletter not up to
scratch? A friend recently said she had donated several months ago but wondered if she could donate
again. “Great idea,” I answered. Same goes to anyone else with that question. So whether you are a
new subscriber or not, you can pledge a donation for every bird I see (email me at
ejschroeder@ucdavis.edu and I’ll bill you at year’s end) or you can make a one-time donation at
https://goldengateaudubon.z2systems.com/np/clients/goldengateaudubon/donation.jsp?campaign=449.

Answer to the sparrow quiz: the Brewer’s is on the left and the Savannah on the right.
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