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Founding of DVOC - Twice is the Charm? Gleaned from DVOC Website/
Cassinia by Anita K. Guris
The DVOC was a great organization from it’s founding in 1890. As our late
club member Ed Fingerhood published in his founder’s report in the
Cassinia No. 66 1994-1995. I would like to point out that while the Nuttall
Ornithological Society is mentioned below as being older than our DVOC, it
was clearly not the same type of organization. It cannot be compared. In my

Founding of DVOC - Twice is the Charm? Gleaned from DVOC
Website/Cassinia …Continued
[In] '89 I was in Europe and in 1890 with J. Hams Reed organized
the Delaware Val. 0. Club. Members: [of the 1884 club] A. Garrett,
Alban Cope, Will Haines, H. Stokes and myself." (Baily II, W.L.,
Acad. Nat Sci Archives, Coll. 14 #3; Notes on Ornithology #1:68)
A comparison of the original "Official Founders" list with the noname club of 1884 follows:

humble opinion there are vast differences between the two organizations.
The DVOC continues to grow, and to lead in disseminating ornithological
knowledge through meetings, field trips, community initiatives, programs
and by being more inclusive and diverse in its membership make-up.
Origins and Founders by Ed FIngehood
It is well known among historians of the DVOC that the first meetings of the
Delaware Valley Ornithological Club were held in January and February
1890. The first constitution was adopted on February 3rd of that year. The
members in attendance seven in all, subsequently were designated
"Founders." (Proc DVOC 1:1)
Thus was launched the now 106-year old organization.
Despite being the second American bird club to be established
[The Nuttall Ornithological Society was founded about 1880], the
D.V.O.C. has outlasted its older relative and is still an active and
thriving organization.
These facts being well established and widely known, it came as an
utter surprise to this writer to discover an even earlier attempt to
organize a bird club centered in Philadelphia some six years
previous. I quote from the Field Notebooks of William L. Baily, dated
May 18, 1897. "During the year 1884 the above names [see
following] formed a club without formal organization and without a
name, but by agreement met at our several houses about once a
month for the comparison of [bird] notes and compiling monthly
sheets. But as there was considerable work attached to my scheme,
the club hardly lived the year out. I had worked very hard for the
past three years [18] '82, '83 & ’84 and did considerable work in 85
& also in '87 & '88 but did not keep very full notes.
[Booklet Editors Note:This statement is incorrect, the Nuttall Ornithological
Society, now called the Nuttall Ornithological Club, was established in 1873
according to their website, and is still a very viable and active organization.]

* Given as a contributor of monthly bird notes in 1884

The comparative list shows that none but William L. Baily of the
1884 crowd was at the organizational meetings of the DVOC. in
1890. None of the earlier no-name bird clubers are noted in the
membership lists or accounts of the meetings of the DVOC. in
the early 1890s. The missing persons from 1884 are inexplicable.
Had all died, moved, become infirm or lost their enthusiasm for
birds in a mere six years? Whatever happened, only the
redoubtable William L. Baily remained to renew the attempt to
found a Delaware Valley bird club, to recall the failed effort in his
notebooks and to try again at a later date. He
was, a "Founder," indeed.

William L.Baily
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A Photo from the Rhoads Collection

Brace Yourselves - the Real DVOC exposed by Anita K. Guris
We’ve now learned much about where we’ve started, and the journey
was quite interesting. Now let’s fast forward to today, okay maybe not
today, but at a time when the club was close to 80 years old or so. We’ll
then transition once more to current day and DVOC initiatives.
You are about to learn what DVOC’s membership was like. Let’s test
your metal, to see if you CAN HANDLE the real DVOC! The stories that
follow may contain adult content, and should be kept away from young
children.
Here we go…
Don Jones Recounts some great experiences with DVOC
Dateline: June 1982 Churchill, Manitoba

Oh if only we could be a bird on the wing during this outing, to hear
what tales were being told, to know what other birds were being heard
and seen. This photo had no caption, but what would it be in your mind?

On a Mellon Nature Tour trip to Manitoba in June 1982 my roommate
was the Honorable Judge William Hart Rufe III. I awoke one dreary, rainy
morning at the Arctic Inn in Churchill facing the wall nearest my bed.
Still groggy from the previous day's hard birding I began to hear faint
moaning and groaning from the vicinity of Hart's bunk. Ooooh, aaahh it
continued. And the oooohing and aaahhing
became louder and louder and faster and faster.
Suddenly it dawned on me, "My God, Hart has an
Inuit in bed with him!" I thought, "I dare not get
up now or even roll over and look that way. I'd be
so embarrassed and the Judge even more so."
After several minutes that seemed an eternity, I
thought, "How long can this go on? Wow! What a
man!" Then after several minutes more I began
to doubt my assumption. What WAS going on
you may ask? Well, the desk clerk had
inadvertently piped a porn movie into every
The Honorable
guest room including ours. It was that simple.
Judge Hart Rufe
Phew!
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Don Jones Recounts some great experiences with DVOC

Don Jones Recounts some great experiences with DVOC
Dateline: May 1983 Kingville, Texas

Dateline: June 6, 2010 Portal, Arizona
One morning on a trip with Michael Dietrich, the Fiabanes, Huangs,
and Harrisons. Michael goes out birding alone near Cave Creek
Ranch and encounters and chats with a local woman, Maya Decker.
Maya has heard of the DVOC, has nothing but praise for the club,
and would love to meet everyone. Michael relates that we have yet
to see a Crissal Thrasher. She insists that the whole group come to
her house that evening to see the thrasher that regularly comes to
her yard. We arrive and are warmly welcomed into her very
beautiful home. She then proceeds to give us exceedingly precise
instructions for the remainder of the evening."If you need to tinkle,
the bathroom is around that corner. Please go now as you will not
be individually permitted to leave the patio once seated. I have
chairs on the patio for four of you but the remainder will have to
carry out your chairs and quietly place them in a single line at the
edge of the patio bordering the house. It is important not to move
your chairs once-placed as this will disturb the birds. Those not
carrying a chair will exit the house first-one at a time. Then those
carrying a chair will go second in single file. I will be the last to exit.
Please no staggering of chairs on the patio and remember not to
move them once placed!

Bob Sehl was one of the originators and trustee of the DVOC Trustee's
Fund. He was a math teacher and so the story goes extremely frugal.
Whenever traveling he kept meticulous track of his expenses to the
penny. Each night he would count his money to make sure his noted
expenditures balanced with the amount of cash he had on him. One
night Bob shared a room with several of us on a Mellon Nature Tour.
Bob threw his change on the bed but made a detour to the toilet
before counting it. We decided to see how Bob would react if his
counting didn't balance with his notes so each of us threw our change
into the pile on Bob's bed. After watching Bob count the change for
the umpteenth time one of the group could no longer hold back the
laughter. Bob knew then what had happened. Bob reacted cheerfully
but never changed this habit to my knowledge.

Bob Sehl - Sorry the photo isn’t great but was taken
from the DVOC Centennial Banquet
November 15, 1990
Photo taken by Cliff Hence
-

And most important you must sit perfectly still on the patio. And
there will be absolutely no talking!” Each one of us followed her
instructions to a tee. Maya took her seat last near the center of the
group and never stopped talking the entire 45 minutes we were on
the patio. We left a gift as a token of our appreciation of her
generosity. It truly was nice that she invited us into her home. By the
way, we missed the thrasher but couldn't have asked for better
entertainment.
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Don Jones Recounts some great experiences with DVOC
Dateline: May 11, 1983

Remote bluff one-quarter mile from the Rio

Grande near the Santa Margarita Ranch, South Texas by Don Jones
I am well known for my mosquito tolerance. They bite but I don't welt or
itch. If you don't believe this ask Bob Mercer who couldn't believe I walked
the Everglade's Snakebite Trail during mosquito season in shorts. A Mellon
Nature Tour originated in Corpus Christi and ended in El Paso. Rick asked if
I would accompany him back to Corpus to return the van after the other
participants were dropped off at the airport in El Paso. I said "Yes". We
dropped the group off around noon in El Paso and began the long (770+
miles) ride back wanting to recheck a Common Black Hawk nest in the
Davis Mountains that had failed to yield a bird on several previous attempts.
To our surprise it did this visit. Late at night we both were very tired and
decided to overnight in the van. We were somewhere near the Santa
Margarita Ranch. We found a remote gravel side road and pulled over for
the night. It was a hot, sultry night. We had brought sleeping bags but it
was too hot to sleep in them so we just slept on them. I should point out

Anita Covington,
now Guris, models
the Junque Tours
Tee shirt she made
with the Starling
Mascot, and holds
Woodstock her
then favorite little
bird, and a
Spacemaster scope
on a gunstock. We
still own the scope
and Woodstock!
June 1988 Bluebell,
PA

that we both intended to sleep in our birthday suits. We had to open the
windows for air. Unfortunately this also allowed hordes of mosquitoes into
the van. There was a constant slap...slap....slap. Shortly Rick decided he was
going to move to the roof in hopes the breeze would keep the mosquitoes
off. My response was I'll stay in the van-mosquitoes don't bother me. But
they did. The hum was so loud it sounded like my ear was against an
amplifier at a symphony. So I joined Rick on the roof and any mosquitoes
were blown off. At daybreak we awoke to the sound of a Least Nighthawk
patrolling a ravine near the van. We were so entranced by the nighthawk we
failed to hear or see an approaching small plane until it was right above us.
It was the Border Patrol. What a sight we must have been! No doubt the
story of the day at the barracks! Rick said we better get dressed in case they
circle back or call in their land comrades. But we never encountered
another Border Patrol agent the whole day even though we spent several
delightful hours atop the bluff watching birds go up and down the river
before heading to Corpus and our flight.

1988 Portal Arizona (trip with Junque Tours) Anita Guris
recounts to Don Jones…
Remember when we were in the Portal Store, and the Research
Center guys were there...one had gotten a snake bite and Myra
was asking him if he had to "Suck it out" and then started Rick's
mom, started telling her story about "Judge Roy Bean and the
Hanging Tree - a lot of men were hung on that tree..." We were
nearly dying from the laughter, and you were trying so hard not
to be rude but couldn't stop your whole body from trembling
from laughing inside - you were red as a beet! It was hysterical.
Also, remember the "subliminal sign" in eating place, that was a
red LED rotating sign, that had 6" letters, with the days specials
on it!! Myra, a supposed writer calling the sign subliminal
advertising, made us all nearly pee our pants!
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Don Jones Recounts some great experiences with DVOC

The Case for Poor Optics by Dick Bell

Dateline: August 2003 Tucson, Arizona

Many years ago, an older member of the club advertised his Questar

A group of us (Tom Bailey, Al Driscoll, Adrian Binns, Frank Windfelder) went
to breakfast at a local restaurant. We sat in a booth across from two elderly
gentlemen at a nearby table who appeared to be regulars as they were on a
first name basis with most of the patrons. We got into an apparently loud
humorous discussion of "adventures with Armas" or faux pas with Focus On
Nature Tours. While waiting in line to pay our bills one of the gentlemen
tapped Adrian on the shoulder and said, "I hope you guys are coming back
tomorrow morning. We've been coming here daily for years and never have
laughed so hard.”

telescope for sale. I had just received a tax refund from the IRS and I was
thrilled to be able to purchase the fine instrument. The following January,
Al Kronschnabel, Harold Jackson, and I were birding at Manahawkin, NJ
at the end of the day when we saw what we were sure was a Roughlegged Hawk. It was extremely far away on the opposite side of the
marsh; so, I set up the Questar only to find that we had mis-identified the
bird. It turned out to be an immature Red-tailed Hawk. Al Kronschnabel
turned to me and said, “That’s what you get for buying a good scope.
You lose a lot of good birds that way.”

Only the First One Counts by Dick Bell
Left: The Late Al Kronschnabel

In the 1970s, Harold Jackson brought a teen-ager to the club who had the
innate ability to irritate people by his peculiar behavior and insensitive
comments. He tagged along on field trips, mooched food and snacks, was
devoid of any sense of humor, and, as we eventually learned, really only
wanted to see life birds. It was March and a huge influx of owls had

Past Presidents at 1990 Centennial Banquet
(standing) Stephen R. Wing, Harry W. Todd,
Harry Franzen, John Lavia, Richard Mellon,
Brian Moscatello (seated) George Reynard,
Lester Thomas, Edward Weyl, Phillips B.
Street, Bob Sehl, Alan Brady

appeared on Amherst Island in Lake Ontario; so, the usual suspects piled
into Al Kronschnabel’s van and drove all night to get there. In the morning,
we caught the first ferry to the island but, when we got there, we found huge
amounts of snow and we couldn’t drive to the owl woods. We had to walk
into the spot through snow that had drifted 3 feet deep. We took turns
breaking trail and, after about an hour of struggling through the deep snow,
reached the prize - a Boreal Owl which was a lifer for all of us. Twenty
minutes later, Alan Brady found a second Boreal Owl in an evergreen tree
about 35 feet away from the first Boreal Owl. Alan turned to the irritating
teen-ager and said, “Gee (name withheld), I guess that’s a lifer for you”. The
teen-ager replied in a humorless, annoying, dead-pan voice, “No, but the
other one was.”

Photo by Cliff Hence III
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Roger Tory Who? by Dick Bell
Johnny Miller, Binoculars Optional by Dick Bell
In April 1976, 20 of us chartered a DC-3 aircraft and flew to Texas for a
week of birding. Toward the end of our trip, we were leaving Big Bend
National Park in our rental cars. It was about eight o’clock in the evening,
light was fading, and we were driving at 65 mph back to the town of
Alpine, TX where we had left the plane for a couple of days. All of a
sudden, Johnny Miller yelled, “Stop! Roadrunner!” None of us riding in the
car with him had seen it. We stopped, backed up about 1/4 mile, and we
still couldn’t see it. Johnny said, “It’s right there - behind that Cholla about
150 feet from the road.” Only when we raised the binoculars to our eyes
could we see the head of the bird sticking out from behind the Cholla.
Johnny had amazing eyesight. When asked how he saw it, he replied, “I
saw the blue patch on the side of the head.” This with his naked eye and at
65 mph.
Johnny Miller, Binoculars STILL Optional by Dick Bell
One February Presidents’ Weekend, eight of us went to New England for
some winter birding. After spending the night at Bill Tucker’s brother’s
cabin, we were headed toward Skowhegan, Maine to a location where a
Great Gray Owl had been reported. The temperature was -16 degrees, the
windows of the van were covered with frost, and we were tooling down
the road at about 50 mph when Johnny Miller, said, “Pine Grosbeaks, 2
males and 3 females”. Bill Tucker stopped the van, turned around, and
drove back to the spot. Sure enough, the birds were there - in an apple

In 1974, a group of us from the DVOC piled into a van and drove to Crane
Creek (now called Magee Marsh) east of Toledo, Ohio to enjoy the
spectacular fall-out of Spring migrants. Crane Creek was not developed at
all in those days and was rather unknown as a prime birding location in
1974. Back then, most birders made the much longer trek to Point Pelee,
Ontario on the north shore of Lake Erie opposite Crane Creek. At Crane
Creek, we had a wonderful time for three days and, upon arriving home, I
wrote an account of our experience which was published in the DVOC
newsletter. About 20 years later, a group of us, including my wife Shelly,
went there again. While there, we encountered a very nice couple from
Reading, PA. They were somewhat inexperienced birders and we pointed
out many birds to them during the time we were there. As we were leaving
on our last day, we saw the couple from Reading and said goodbye. It was
then that the couple learned that we were from the Philadelphia area. “Oh”
she said, “maybe you know this person” and she pulled out a copy of the
article I had written twenty years before. I have no idea how she obtained it
but there it was and with my name on it. I admitted that I did indeed know
that person and introduced myself by name then introduced Shelly, Buffalo
Bob Anderson, Al Kronschnabel, Bill Tucker, Harold Jackson, and the others
mentioned in the article. The woman fairly swooned as she stammered
something about being in the presence of the man who had written the
article. You would have thought she had just met Roger Tory Peterson or
something. I was extremely embarrassed and Shelly thought that her
reaction and my embarrassment were hilarious.

tree with about 2 dozen frozen apples still on the tree. Johnny had seen
them at 50 mph through the frosted side window, with his naked eye, and
there were 2 males and 3 females amongst the frozen apples. Amazing!
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