We Don’t Need No Stinking Runway…continued
We Don’t Need No Stinking Runway by Dick Bell
On Thanksgiving Day in 1985, a dozen of us including Bob Sehl, Bill
Tucker, Anne O’Leary, Ned Altemus and I were on an incredible month
long bird trip in Argentina that had been organized by Phil Street. It was
right after the Falklands War and signs were everywhere proclaiming

We came to a halt and rather shakily climbed down the ladder to the
ground. It turned out that there actually was sort of a runway. It was made of
stones and gravel and was in terrible shape with ruts, bumps and
vegetation - as in bushes-growing on it. It was one of the scariest flights
(and there have been a few too many in my time) that I have ever

“Las Malvinas son Argentinas” but the Brits had pretty much proven that
wasn’t the case. We were on the tarmac at the airport in Ushuaia at the

experienced. But the birding and the incredible scenery experienced
during the next few days at Argentina’s Glacier National Park made up for it.

southernmost tip of South America looking across the Beagle Channel. It
was one of the most beautiful places I have ever visited. The wind was
blowing over 50 mph as we boarded a twin engine German built plane

Not It! by Dick Bell

with the wing mounted above the fuselage. Despite having a
commercial ticket in hand, the plane was an Argentinian Air Force plane
flown by Argentinian fighter jockeys. We took off in the howling gale and
were immediately treated to a hair-raising flight buffeted by high winds
and encased in dense clouds. As we were being tossed around, we
would catch glimpses out the window of the snow-covered Andes
Mountains on either side of the plane that were much higher than we
were and seemed way too close for comfort. Phil Street, who had flown
planes in World War II, was sitting next to me and said out loud, “I hope
his radar is working!” After a very scary hour, we broke out into the clear
as we crossed over the Straights of Magellan and proceeded an hour
north to the village of Califate near Parque Nacional de Los Glaciares in
the Andes. All of a sudden the plane went into a steep, spiral turn and we
were losing altitude very quickly. Out the window, I could see the small
village of Califate and the ground was rushing toward us at an alarming
rate. I turned to Phil and said, “There’s no runway.” “What do you mean?,
he replied. “There’s no runway”, I repeated. Phil’s response was, “I hope
he straightens this s.o.b. out soon”. Just then, the wings leveled and,
about 15 seconds later, we touched down on the desert floor tearing
through bushes and bouncing like crazy. That explained the wing with
the engines mounted on top of the fuselage. Did I mention that the
pilots were fighter jockeys?

My son, John, was ten years old when Bill Tucker and I embarked in my
pickup truck that was outfitted as a camper on a month long trip to visit as
many western USA national parks as we could. Of course, we went birding
along the way. It was early in the trip and we were in Minnesota where we
happened to run into a well-known, professional, bird guide that we knew.
He had about 20 paying customers in his group and he invited us to join
them at a location in a marsh where we hoped to see a Yellow Rail. With
great anticipation, we met the group at the marsh at midnight. John was
falling asleep so we left him in his bunk in my truck while we all waded into
the marsh. An hour or so later we were in position surrounding a calling
Yellow Rail when a Screech Owl sang from the direction where my truck was
parked. “Screech Owl”, someone noted as everyone mentally ticked the
bird off on their list. Bill and I looked at each other. We knew what the other
was thinking. The next morning, after a successful search for the Yellow Rail,
we confronted John about the Screech Owl. He was non-commital. We
bugged him a few more times about it during the trip to no avail. On our
last day, when we were almost home, I said, “John. It’s important to Uncle
Bill and I that we have an accurate list for our trip. Tell the truth. That night in
the marsh when you were supposed to be sleeping - did you make the
Screech Owl sound?” “Yeah, it was me, he admitted.” He had done a very
good job imitating the Screech Owl and a lot of birders had it on their lists
including the professional bird guide.
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I’m Sorry, Orchard Oriole Isn’t Here Right Now…by Dick Bell

Johnny Miller, Binoculars ALWAYS Optional by Dick Bell

For many years, a group of us would go to the DelMarva Penninsula
on the last weekend in April to go birding. Bob Sehl was about 79

We were somewhere along the Rio Grande River near Solaneno,
Texas birding one morning. A large thicket of vegetation along the

years old at the time and was a member of our group. It was Saturday
and we were standing by the side of the road near Ocean City, MD

river seemed to house a lot of birds. Someone suggested that we
should crawl on our hands and knees through the gnarly brush to

looking at an Orchard Oriole in a tree about ten yards away from us
when an elderly lady drove up and asked us what we were seeing.

get inside the thicket so Bill Tucker, Rick Mellon, Johnny Miller, Alan
Brady, and I did just that. We sat in a small clearing within the thicket

We told her and she started fumbling around with some papers on
the car seat next to her. Then, she turned to Bob and said, “Young

as Johnny Miller began to whistle, pish, and squeak. Soon, we had
birds all around us. They came closer and closer until they were so

man (an address we found hilariously funny given Bob’s age), I’ll have
you know that I’m a member of the Maryland Audubon Society and it

near that our binoculars were useless. At least 15 species came
within arm’s reach as Johnny talked to them as only he could. Thirty

says on this paper that Orchard Orioles are not due here until
Tuesday”. She drove away without even looking at the bird, leaving

minutes later, we crawled out of the thicket and I thanked Johnny for
the seven or eight life birds I had seen so very close with my naked

Bob, who was never at a loss for words, speechless.

eye. I mumbled something about how wonderful the experience
was and how much I appreciated his efforts in making this amazing

It Ain’t Here If I Didn’t See It by Dick Bell
In the Fall of 1974, I was a new member of the DVOC. The club had a
field trip scheduled to Bake Oven Knob for the Fall raptor migration.
About 20 of us were at the lookout early in the morning when a pair
of Goshawks flew by, circled around, and we saw them flying

event happen. “Oh that’s okay”, he said. “I see all my birds like that”.
He was not, in any way, bragging. It was just a statement of fact.
Johnny could talk to the birds, they listened, and he did see most of
his birds like that.
Catch a Calling Grouse and Put It In Your Pocket…by Dick Bell

together from above, below, and at eye level. It was a spectacular
show. Just after the birds flew away, one of the long-standing

One time, while on a trip to the west coast, Alan Brady, Louise and

members of the DVOC arrived. We told the new arrival what he had
missed and spent the rest of the day at the summit. On the following

Bill Kerschner, Harold Jackson, Kate Brethwaite, Jim Meritt, John
LaVia, Bill Tucker, and I were above the tree line in the Olympic

Thursday, at the meeting of the club, the President asked for
someone to give a report of the field trip. Nobody spoke up. Bob

National Park in the state of Washington. We were communing with
a very close and somewhat sleepy Mountain Goat when Johnny

Sehl, who was seated on my immediate right, encouraged me to give
the report: so, I stood up, gave the report, including the account of

Miller walked down the hill to join us. Someone said something
about needing to see a Blue Grouse. At that point, Johnny reached

the pair of Goshawks, and sat down. The gentleman who had arrived
late and had missed the birds happened to be seated immediately to

into the large, side pocket of his jacket and pulled out a Blue Grouse
that he had whistled in and picked up with his bare hands. “Like this

my left. As I sat down, he jumped to his feet, looked down at me, and
said loudly with an air of disdain, “That was NOT confirmed!” and sat

one?”, he said.

down. I looked for Bob, or someone who had been there, to rise to
my defense, but nobody did. They left me hung out to dry. Welcome
to the DVOC.
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A DVOC Youth Birding Scholarship & Celebration by Anita K. Guris
The DVOC Youth Birding Committee worked hard to make the scholarship
award a realty. The DVOC Adam J. Sabatine Memorial Scholarship Award was
established in 2014 as an ongoing scholarship fund. The purpose of the award
is to help encourage, enlighten, and foster ornithological skills in young birders
between the ages of 13-18. At least one scholarship will be awarded each year,
subject to the availability of funds raised by the Youth Birding Committee, in
the amount designated by the DVOC Youth Birding Committee to assist with
the costs associated of attending a program specified by the committee.

A DVOC Youth Birding Scholarship & Celebration… continued
The DVOC is a club devoted to the science of birds. We want the passion
for birds, avian knowledge and all things related to ornithology to spread
like Adam’s inspiration has spread throughout the Delaware and Lehigh
Valley birding communities. We would like to acknowledge Adam’s
contribution to birding with this ongoing award in his name.
The goal of the Youth Birding Committee is to raise enough funds to create
an endowment for the scholarship fund, so it may be perpetual.

Photo by Steve
Kacir
Mr.David Sabatine,
Adam’s father and
first award
recipient James
Familetti

The award is established in the name of Adam J. Sabatine, a passionate young
birder who spread his knowledge of birds and shared the importance of bird

Bill Schmoker, James Familetti and George Armistead meet before leaving
for Camp Avocet the next day! August 9, 2014 Photo by Steve Kacir

conservation with nearly everyone he met. Adam lost his battle with diabetes at
the young age of 26 in April 2012. His enthusiasm for birding was a driving
force in his life and he spread that passion like wildfire throughout the birding
community.
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2015 Adam J. Sabatine Award by Cindy Ahern
A DVOC Youth Birding Scholarship & Celebration… continued
The 2014 Award Ceremony was also a fund raiser to help raise funds to meet
the endowment level goal eventually. The fundraiser raised $479.51.
Through the extreme generosity of Mary Bowler, Fred Susie, and myself,
along with committee members Joe Hudson, Edie Parnum, Sandra Keller, we
were able to make it happen in a big way. The best part of this event was
watching Mary practically chase down bikers selling them water, juice and
bananas! She always does whatever it takes and follows through to the end.
No bikers were harmed in this fundraiser to my knowledge.

Award presented to James Familetti

Our Adam J. Sabatine Memorial Scholarship was recently awarded to 14
year old eighth-grader, Kristen Johnson. Kristen submitted an impressive
scholarship application reflecting her passion for birding, volunteering, and
conservation. Our scholarship team voted unanimously to award Kristen
the 2015 Adam J. Sabatine Memorial Scholarship. Many thanks to Edie
Parnum, Joe Hudson, Mary Bowler, and Sandra Keller for reviewing
applications and selecting our award recipient. Kristen attended the
American Birding Association’s Camp Avocet in August, held at the Virden
Retreat Center in Lewes, Delaware, and shared her experience from Camp
Avocet at the DVOC informal meeting on September 3, 2015 at the
Schuylkill Center. Her brilliant Powerpoint presentation took us day by day
through each location visited during the week-long camp, including
Bombay Hook, Cape Henlopen, Prime Hook, Chincoteague, and Cape May.
Kristen enjoyed visiting a variety of habitats, added numerous species to
her life list, and birded and attended workshops with well-respected
educators and leaders in the field, including some of our very own DVOC
members. Kristen thanked the DVOC for giving her the opportunity to learn
more about birds and wildlife through attending camp.
Sadie Glover Blossom Camp by Cindy Ahern

Anita Guris & Mary Bowler celebrate the conclusion of the award
ceremony August 9, 2014 Photos by Steve Kacir

Barbara Granger helps to celebrate the award and is touched by
David’s words about his son Adam.

DVOC Youth Birding Committee members Cindy Ahern, Sandra Keller, and
Joe Hudson, along with Valley Forge Audubon leader Dan Sullivan, led a
group of children from the Sadie Glover Blossom Camp on a nature walk at
John Heinz National Wildlife Refuge on July 20. This was our fourth year
providing a nature-based program for this group of underserved children
from the Southwark projects in Philadelphia. Campers are hosted by the
Southwark Queen Village Community Gardens, as part of a community
outreach program, and our ongoing partnership with this group was
arranged with garden representatives Janice Chorba and Ed Mitinger, also
DVOC members.Despite the extreme heat, the group of approximately 25
children ranging in age from 6 to 13 enjoyed a walk around the
impoundment of the refuge. Highlights from the walk included meeting a
garter snake, finding a number of Great Egrets and Great Blue Herons,
swallows, Painted Turtles and Red-eared Sliders. The kids loved seeing
viewing the egrets through the scope as they perched in trees and hunted
in the marsh.
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Cindy Lipincott
Sadie Glover Blossom Camp
A garter snake is the star

LaFrance, The Late
Serge LaFrance,
Kate Braithwaite,
Clay Sutton, Anita
Guris, Paul Guris,
Brian Moscatello,
Serge, Clay!

1989 Cape May, NJ
Northern Wheatear

Beloved Tinicum Marsh, it holds many treasures for
young and old
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Sandra L. Sherman (Sandy) Fondly Remembered by Chris Walters

Sandra L. Sherman (Sandy) Fondly Remembered by Chris Walters

May I relate, for our 125th, a few words about a truly special figure in our

Sandy always brought a lively enthusiasm to her birding, and she
loved to share it with others. Club member Tom Reeves, describing

Club's history, and a true friend to a number of us? I refer to Sandy Sherman
(1948-2003), our first and so-far-only DVOC woman President. And one of
our most dedicated members. Sandy died unexpectedly of a sudden illness
at just age 54.
One of the first women to join DVOC in 1983, Sandy was an eager field
birder who became an activist at Club meetings. A professional copy editor,
she took over the Club's Larus and converted it into an outstanding
newsletter full of newsy items about the Club's activities and members. After

her at Tyler Arboretum years ago, simply said: "Sandy's eyes were
dancing" as she picked out the birds along the trails. She became our
leader and will be fondly remembered always in DVOC history.
Photos of Sandy
Sherman by Anita K.
Guris

serving as the Club's President in 1996-1997 after a contested but friendly
election for Club Secretary, she redoubled her contributions to us all,

Birding the
“Handicapped

becoming the editor of Cassinia from 1998 until her death.

Hawkwatch” as Paul
Guris dubbed it

Sandy loved the people she met birding as much as the birds themselves.
She was a joy to spend a day with in the field--laughing frequently--and many

Oct 20, 2002

she met birding whether in the Cape May area or around Philadelphia
became an extended family to her.

As her reputation for excellence in copy editing grew, big names
came calling. Both Houghton Mifflin and Princeton University Press
retained her, and Sandy became the copy editor not only for Cassinia
(and CMBO's The Peregrine Observer) but also for Roger Tory
Peterson's Field Guide to Eastern Birds, 3d edition.
Sandy remained foremost a field person. But hey--you'd never have
foreseen that at the beginning, in the 1980 timeframe. There, when
she was a beginner, I asked her if she wanted to join our group on the
Glenolden Christmas Count (after all, she lived within the count circle).
Sandy's reply: "OK, I'll do it. I'll meet you guys at noon". And she did.
Yikes! Earlier was "too early"! The following year I tried again and this
time she was enticed to join up "at 9". By the third season -fortunately--everything had changed. She was off and running, and
wondering if 4:30 am was early enough for owling.

October 26, 2002
Sandy Sherman during
the program at The
Grand Hotel, Cape May
Weekend with Paul
Guris, Kevin Karlson,
Mike Fritz - who owned
those bottles

39

Birding, It’s All It’s Cracked Up To Be by Dick Bell
Rick Mellon and Barry Saupe organized a great trip to Arizona in the
late 1970s. It was mid-afternoon on a very hot day when we arrived at
the motel in Madera Canyon where we would be staying for a couple
of days. Most of the group had retired to their rooms for a little nap in
the refreshing air-conditioning but Bill Kerschner was not one of them.
Al Kronschnabel was my roomate on this occasion and, through the
window, he noticed Bill behind the lodge, about 25 feet away, on the
ground, behind a large rock. He had his camera with him and he was
sneaking up on the hummingbird feeders that were hanging from the
eave at the back of every room. Why he felt he had to sneak up on the
feeders was a total mystery to Al and me because we had already
determined that one could walk right up to them, stand about 6 feet
away, and the hummers weren’t bothered at all. Never-the-less, there
was Bill creeping slowly on all fours toward the feeders. Al suggested
we treat him to an even rarer sight than the western hummingbirds so
we opened the drapes, dropped our pants, and displayed two
pressed hams against the picture window of our room. Bill saw us and
was convulsed. He fell to the ground laughing so hard that his cover
was blown and he almost wet himself. When he recovered, and we saw
him reach for his camera, we quickly closed the drapes. A sight such as
that should never be allowed to be recorded for posterity - pun
intended.
One for You, Two for Me by Dick Bell

Keep an Eye on Your Calendar by Dick Bell
In April of 1976, twenty of us from the DVOC landed in our
chartered DC-3 aircraft at McAllen, Texas. We picked up our rental
cars and signed in at the motel. It was approaching the dinner hour
but there were still a few hours of daylight left so Bill Tucker, John
LaVia, Harold Jackson, and I climbed into the car with the purpose
of going to nearby Bentson State Park to look for birds. As we were
pulling out of the motel, we spotted an elderly club member from
Salem, NJ. Will Middleton was originally from Georgia and spoke
with a slow, southern drawl. In fact, he was the slowest talking man in
the history of the universe and when he stood at a DVOC meeting to
recite his local field notes, members bailed for the exits to get a
snack, have a smoke, or just to get away because Will could go on
for 20 minutes or more about the birds he had seen in Salem
County. On this occasion, we stopped, told Will where we were
going, and asked him if he would like to tag along. Will rambled on
and on in his slow southern speech, “Thank you kindly. I would love
to go. But, as you are no doubt aware, it’s Sunday and I always have
a warm meal on Sunday so I believe I’ll go have a warm meal., etc.,
etc., etc.” Will went on and on about his warm meal on Sunday and it
took him forever to make that response. Bill Tucker said, “I didn’t
want to be the one to tell him that today is Monday”.
Birds, They’re All the SAME by Dick Bell

A well known character (name withheld) in the club was up in years
and his wife had passed away. He had two lady friends who were
widows and, after a while, he worked out an interesting relationship
with them. He would spend a week with one then move to the home of
the second one alternating every other week. He fixed up their homes,
took them out to dinner, took them on trips, and was very good to
each of them while enjoying their company. The women were jealous
of each other, but were reluctant to complain about the arrangement
because they liked the attention and the gentleman in question was
very good to both of them. My wife, Shelly, suggested that the title of
our friend’s biography should be “Two Broads and a Broad-winged.

At 08:45AM on a Saturday morning in early June, Ron Logan parked
the van in front of the U.S. Forest Service cabin in Mio, Michigan.
Eight of us had left Philadelphia after work the night before and had
driven all night. We had made prior arrangements with the Forest
Service to be met by a ranger who would escort us into the nearby
forest in an attempt to see the rare and endangered Kirtland’s
Warbler. A biology professor from the University of West Virginia
was also there and we were eagerly waiting for the ranger to
appear. Just then, about 20 cars drove up and around 60 people
piled out.
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Birds, They’re All the SAME…continued

Not Weather Channel Material by Dick Bell

They were locals who had lived there in Mio all of their lives and had
gathered to celebrate Grandma and Grandpa’s 50th wedding

It was another one of those weekend trips in Bill Tucker’s van to see a
life bird. This time it was the Greater Prairie Chicken and Bill, Jim

anniversary. Among the group were about 15 children, 3 or 4 dogs, 3
crying babies, and they had chosen that day to see what all the fuss

Meritt, Bob Sehl, John LaVia, Ron Logan, Al Kronschnabel, Alan Brady,
and I had driven all night. It was late March and we were in Newton,

was about concerning “that there bird”. Grandma was wearing her
corsage and there wasn’t a pair of binoculars in the entire group. It

Illinois where we had checked into a motel in the middle of nowhere
about 80 miles east of St. Louis, Missouri. The motel was a tornado

was a worst case scenario. When we all piled into the small cabin to
see the orientation film, Grandpa, who was seated next to Bill Tucker,

magnet that consisted of a half-dozen units made from converted
mobile homes. We were turning in early as we were scheduled to

leaned over and said, “This here bird, Sonny - does it look more like a
parrot or an owl?” Bill, who is very verbal and often rather loud was

meet an Illinois Wildlife Conservation Officer at four o’clock in the
morning at a location where a blind was set up near a lek. The

nonplussed and responded, “ Er, uh, It’s more like a robin.”
Seriously!??! A robin? That’s the best he could do? How about a little

television was on and, as we got ready for bed, a tornado warning
appeared on the screen followed by an explanation of everything we

yellow sparrow-sized bird or something at least a little more
accurately descriptive? After the film, we all drove out into the woods

needed to know in the event of a tornado. The mobile home motel
had no basement or shelter, so plan B was to get into the bathtub and

with the ranger, spent about 3 hours searching, and because of the
crying babies, barking dogs, and noisy children, we saw no birds. We

put a mattress on top. There was no bathtub, and four of us couldn’t
have gotten into it even if there was one, so we were down to plan C.

had driven 600 miles and had been up all night only to find
ourselves in bird-watching Hell. As the group was preparing to leave,

According to the television announcer, Plan C was to get under the
bed. We were to implement the survival strategy if we heard certain

we pleaded with the ranger to let us stay afterward so that we might
look for the bird. He was sympathetic, but only after making us swear

warnings, in particular, a loud noise that sounded like an approaching
freight train. We climbed into bed, turned out the light, and listened

on everything that was holy that we would not leave the dirt road
(Kirtland’s Warblers nest on the ground), he reluctantly agreed that

with some trepidation as rain pelted the roof and the shrieking wind
rattled the metal sides of the mobile home motel. Then it happened -

we could stay. The crowd left, the 20 cars with the barking dogs and
noisy children went over the hill, and the dust had barely settled,

the sound of an approaching train. It was getting closer and we were
very frightened. Al Kronschnabel walked to the door and opened it.

when out came the tape recorder. We played the song once. A male
Kirtland’s Warbler popped up on a branch about 10 feet in front of

“Get away from the door, Al. What are you doing?” John LaVia was
trying to get under one of the beds but he couldn’t fit and we were

us and sat there in the open sunlight for at least 3 minutes. We saw it
well, took photos, and left. Twelve hours later we were home. Mission

starting to fear for our lives. We thought we were about to die. Al
began to laugh hysterically and we feared he had lost his sanity. Then,

accomplished. And, as promised and sworn to, we didn’t leave the
forest service road.

it happened. A loud horn sounded as an actual freight train roared
past on the track that ran immediately behind and within a few feet of
the motel. During the night we experienced driving rain, howling
wind, endless thunder and lightning, and two more trains that
robbed us of any chance to sleep.
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