
DVOC MEMORIES by Harry Armistead 

Not Weather Channel Material…continued 

At 04:00, we met the person in charge, went to the blind, sat there 
for 5 hours in the cold, wet, raw weather, and had great looks at the 
Greater Prairie Chickens as they strutted and sorted out the pecking 
order. After the long drive home, we staggered into work on 
Monday morning. Sleep had been sacrificed for a life bird. It was a 
trade-off with which this group of hard-core DVOC birders had much 
experience. 

Common is a Relative Term by Dick Bell 

In the Fall of 1990, a Wood Sandpiper showed up in Rye, NY. Bill 
Tucker worked for the United States Air Force and happened to be 
on duty in Washington, D.C. so, on Friday night after work, he left 
D.C. and drove to our house. The next morning, Harold Jackson 
joined my wife Shelly, our eight year old daughter Katie, Bill, and me 
as we drove to Rye, NY to look for the bird. It was mid-morning when 
we arrived and, as we were walking down the path to the edge of 
the marsh where the bird had been seen, we passed a half dozen of 
the biggest names in birding including Stuart Keith of the American 
Museum of Natural History in New York City, Allen Keith of the ABA, 
and Roger Tory Peterson. They had seen the bird and were leaving. 
When we got to the actual location, the bird had walked behind 
some vegetation and was out of sight so we had to wait a while for it 
to reappear. While we were waiting, a young reporter from the New 
York Times arrived. She knew nothing about birds or birding and she 
didn’t really understand what was going on so she started to ask us a 
lot of questions which we answered while she took notes. After an 
hour or so, the bird showed up and we all had a great look at it 
including the reporter as she peered through my Questar telescope. 
Then, she turned to Bill Tucker and asked, “Have you seen that bird?” 
Bill, who had been on military duty in England for a few weeks where 
he had seen many Wood Sandpipers, had just recently returned to 
Washington so he replied, “Not this week.” 

Common is a Relative Term…continued 

The next morning, a three column article, including a photo, 
appeared on the front page of the Sunday New York Times. The 
young reporter had done a very credible job of explaining all about 
the rare bird and the birders who had come to see it. She quoted 
Bill (”Not this week.”) and mentioned all of us by name. Had she 
arrived 10 minutes sooner, she could have had quotes from Roger 
Tory Peterson and the other big guns of the birding world but, alas, 
she had us instead. Twenty-five years ago, upon the occasion of the 
100th anniversary of the DVOC, a cocktail reception and gala 
banquet was held at the Academy of Natural Sciences. Shelly and I 
had donned our formal clothes and were preparing to leave for 
center city. We had arranged for our eight year old daughter, Katie, 
to spend the afternoon and night with the family that lived next 
door and we would see her in the morning to get her ready to go 
to school. Katie was very curious about our plans for the evening 
and, when she found out where we were going, she protested 
mightily saying that she also wanted to go to the banquet. “I’m a 
birder too”, she protested. “I’ve seen both turkeys - the Wild Turkey 
and the Turkey Vulture.” To further support her case, she brought 
out the heavy artillery and added that she had also seen the Wood 
Sandpiper. I had to admit that she had a point. She was just eight 
years old but she had seen a Wood Sandpiper a couple of weeks 
before and that was a bird that most of the adult birders who would 
be in attendance at the DVOC gala could only wish that they had 
on their North American life list. 
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They Have My Vote! by Harry Armistead  

When the vote on admitting women first came up George Reynard 
said: “If women are admitted to this club I will never come to 
another meeting.”  As far as I could see he later came to every 
meeting.  Resistance to women joining I believe was because 
some members who loved the club didn’t want it to change in any 
way.  They weren’t misogynists in my opinion.  The first vote 
women were voted down 2:1.  The second vote they won 
2:1.  Later a woman became President of the DVOC: Sandy 
Sherman. 

Chris Walters, the late Sandy Sherman, the late Ed Fingerhood, 
Erica Brendel, Keith Russell , “The B team” for World Series of 
Birding 1988-1991. 

 


Over the years DVOC member F. Arthur McMorris has brought us valuable 
information on the success story of the Peregrine falcons recovery program.

After being completely extirpated from North America east of the Rockies 
and south of the Arctic, Peregrine Falcons are making a remarkable 
comeback. Art McMorris will talk about the work he is doing with the 
Pennsylvania Game Commission to re-establish a self-sustaining and secure 
population of Peregrine Falcons in Pennsylvania. He will talk about the 
natural history of Peregrine Falcons, the population history in North America, 
the reasons for the population crash in the mid 20th century, and the re-
introduction and management efforts that have led to one of the most 
remarkable recoveries of any endangered species anywhere. Come and 
hear about these magnificent birds, the fastest animals on earth. 

Art fell in love with the natural world practically from the moment he was 
able to stand up and walk. After a childhood of hiking, fishing, collecting 
insects and tadpoles and studying the stars and planets, he moved on to a 
B.A. and Ph.D. in biology and then spent his first career, ironically, studying 
molecules indoors. Now retired from molecular neuroscience research, he 
has moved back outdoors where he coordinates the Peregrine Falcon 
Recovery and Management Program for the Pennsylvania Game 
Commission and participates in a variety of other bird studies and 
conservation projects. He is a past president of DVOC and works with a 
number of other bird and conservation organizations.

Photo by 

Barry Ashby

Peregrine Falcons Recovery Program
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Abraham Lincoln Delivers Address to DVOC  

by F. Arthur McMorris 

At the May 6, 2010 DVOC meeting, Andy Wilson presented a program 
entitled “Results of the Second Pennsylvania Breeding Bird Atlas - a Sneak 
Preview.”  The Second Pennsylvania Breeding Bird Atlas consisted of 5 
years of field work, from 2004 to 2009, followed by several years of data 
analysis and culminating in a fine volume, published in 2012, giving a 
detailed picture of Pennsylvania’s breeding avifauna. The atlas effort 
consisted of, among many other things, over 105,000 field hours and 
34,000 administrative hours contributed by 1,900 volunteers, who 
reported over 850,000 bird records to the atlas. DVOC Vice President Art 
McMorris invited Andy to give DVOC members a sneak preview of the 
results of the second atlas which, even in the early stages of data analysis, 
were showing some very significant changes in Pennsylvania’s birdlife since 
the first atlas, which had been conduced some 20 years earlier.  Art 
introduced Andy by describing Andy’s role as the chief data analyst and 
lead editor of the forthcoming volume, and enumerating his various 
affiliations, which included, in addition to the atlas: the British Trust for 
Ornithology, Carnegie Museum of Natural History, Pennsylvania State 
University, the USGS Patuxent Wildlife Research Center, and Gettysburg 
College. 

What happened 
next is best 
described by a 
member who 
witnessed it. 

Photo by Bert 
Filemyr

Abraham Lincoln Delivers Address to DVOC 

“At the mention of Gettysburg, Art disappeared behind a curtain. I mean, 
really disappeared – we didn’t see him again. But just a moment later, who 
stepped our from behind the curtain, but Abraham Lincoln himself! We 
were dumbfounded! President Lincoln solemnly surveyed the gathered 
crowd, and began to orate…” 

The Second Pennsylvania Breeding Bird Atlas Address 

One score and six years ago our fathers and mothers brought forth, upon 
this continent, a First Pennsylvania Breeding Bird Atlas, conceived in Citizen 

Science, and dedicated to the proposition that all breeding birds are 
created equal. 

Now we are engaged in a great Second Pennsylvania Breeding Bird Atlas, 
testing whether those atlas findings, or any findings so conceived, and so 
documented, can long endure. We are met here during the great number-
crunching of that data. We have come to preview a portion of it as a first 

peek at the findings of those who here gave their weekends that that atlas 
might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. But in a 

larger sense we can not speculate - we can not annotate - we can not 
validate these data. The brave men and women who birded here, have 

generated it far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little 
note, nor long remember, what we see here, but can never forget what they 

found here. It is for us, the DVOC, rather to be dedicated here to the 
unfinished work which they have, thus far, so nobly carried on. It is rather for 

us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us - that from 
these honored birders we take increased devotion to that cause for which 

they here gave the last full measure of devotion - that we here highly 
resolve that these data shall not have been collected in vain; that 

knowledge of our avifauna shall have a new birth; and that this Atlas of the 
people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from Pennsylvania. 
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Baily, Reed and Me, what we share might surprise you!  

by Anita K. Guris 

There was a presentation made to DVOC on January 12, 2012 by Bert 
Filemyr.  The presentation walked us through the history of DVOC and how 
two of our founding fathers, William L. Baily, and J. Harris Reed were both 
draughtsmen.  They worked for an architectural firm named Cole & 
Stewardson based in Philadelphia.   It was then that I realized I had more in 
common with two of our founding fathers than I had would have ever 
guessed.  I went to college for Interior Design and Architectural Drafting.  I 
also graduated with a degree from a technical school for Mechanical 
Drafting once I received my college degree, when I  felt that needed to 
learn more about drafting every object, not just the structures and interiors 
of homes.  I was once called a Draftsman - yes, before it was considered 
politically incorrect to call women Draftsmen.  Once upon a time a person 
that was proficient at technical drawings, and drawing, even skilled at 
drawing anything not just mechanical items, was called a Draughtsmen.  I 
thought this was an amazing coincidence.  My first internship was in 
Philadelphia, although I didn’t work for an architectural firm, I worked in the 
design industry, and only lasted a month in Philadelphia, as the city was not 
where I wanted to be.  I worked as a Draftsperson for 5 years before moving 
on to a more integral position within the Engineering department when I 
met a hardware engineer, that would assist me in meeting the love of my 
life, Paul Guris, the man that would introduce me to birds and to the most 
passionate hobby I would ever have outside of interior design - BIRDING!  
Also as my older siblings will attest,  I loved to visit the Duck Pond when we 
lived in Fort Dix.  There was a great pond, where the ducks would gather 
and there were stepping stones you could cross the pond on.  My parents 
(mostly my father) would insist that they escort me to the duck pond at all 
hours of the day or yes even night!  I wanted to see the ducks sleeping.  I 
fed them, quacked with them at the age of about 4 up to 6 years old.  I was a 
birder before I met Paul, I just didn’t know it.  

Missed that Bird…before I was a 
birder by Anita K. Guris 

Many of you probably remember 
the Eurasian Kestrel chase that Paul 
Guris, Bill Stocku,  Naomi & Bill 
Murphy, and Serge and Cindy 
LaFrance made back in 1988.  I 
had only been birding a short 
while, before that chase, and 

although Paul and I were very 
seriously dating, he left me to chase a bird.  Apparently, there wasn’t 
enough room in the van, although as I think back now, I was quite thin 
back then, and didn’t take up much space at all.  I also doubt I had a 
current passport! It was just not meant to be.  

Only later would I realize that I still need that bird for my ABA list!  I wasn’t 
privy to such chases back then.  I barely knew what a Falcon was, let alone 
discern the differences between American & Eurasian Kestrels at that 
stage.    Although, American Kestrel was my “spark” bird, the bird that got 
me hooked on birding.  Paul introduced me properly to birding, which is 
why I am still passionate about birds today. 

When Paul returned from that trip, he didn’t talk a lot of his adventure to 
New Brunswick Canada, but he did tell me saw the bird, and it was 
awesome.  To this day I wish I had been a more advanced birder,  had 
kept my passport current, and that I could have gone to see that amazing 
falcon.  I did manage to see several Eurasian Kestrels later in 2002 when 
we spent 4 months birding every weekend in Switzerland and France.  As 
fate would have it another showed up in 2002 on Cape Cod, 
Massachusetts but we were in Europe! So, I guess I have forgiven them, 
although my ABA list is still lacking Eurasian Kestrel!  

Photo use with permission by  Josh 
Vandermeulen Ontario Birds & Herps 
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DVOC Makes A Difference by Brian Quindlen (BQ) 

Birding has been the highlight of my life. I’ve been wrapped up by the sheer 
beauty of birds for most of my existence, but the only thing more stunning 
than their beauty and abundance is the amazing community that surrounds 
these fine feathered things. I began birding at the same time that the Upper 
Main Line YMCA’s birding program got off the ground, and if not for DVOC, 
the YMCA program would not be a fraction of what it has become. DVOC got 
us involved with our very first Christmas Bird Count once I hit my teens. I’ll 
never forget that cold, dark morning in the Nature Center at the Y as the small 
group of us devoted students gathered with our mentor, Brian Raicich, and 
DVOC members Denis Brennan and Chris Walters. Denis and Chris’s visit to 
the Y was a turning point for both our organization and myself. Not long after, 
we held our first birding field trips in addition to participating in the 
Glenholden Christmas Bird Count on top of the Valley Forge Audubon 
Christmas Bird Count. We were hooked.   

During my time as student in the Upper Main Line YMCA birding program, I 
participated in eight Christmas Bird Counts (many of which alongside DVOC 
members), four Barnegat Inlet field trips with Chris Walters and Frank 
Windfelder, and four World Series of Birding competitions. Once we linked up 
with DVOC, we became more committed to birds than we had ever 
anticipated. The countless hours of World Series of Birding scouting in 
northern New Jersey provided lifers for my friends and I time and time again 
which only grew our insatiable thirst to see more. It sharpened our 
identification skills, exponentially grew our knowledge, and caused the 
Lagerhead Shrikes to become larger than life legends to us - How did they 
know where to find all of these birds? How did they travel so fast across New 
Jersey? Are all those stories really true? Why were they so kind to us when 
they didn’t have to be? Not only were they experts in their field, but they were 
stand-up citizens and role models for our students.  

DVOC’s generosity with their time and patience allowed our program to grow 
into what it is today. DVOC took us from the confines of our YMCA campus to 
locations all over Pennsylvania, New Jersey, and Delaware to see and 
experience birds that most people only read about in magazines. I am forever 
grateful for the organization of DVOC, it’s incredibly kind and knowledgeable 
people, and all the amazing birds it has shown us over the years. Here’s to 125 
more years! 

Chris Walters, Frank Windfelder, and Brian Quindlen with the UMLY 
kids - 2010 Barnegat Inlet Field Trip 

Upper Main Line Y kids WSB team at the 2007 Northern Swap meet, 
gathering and sharing is how WSB worked best - Paul Guris, setup the 
swap meets in North Jersey. 
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Our Strategies for Winning WSB by Paul Guris 

As of this writing, the Nikon/DVOC Lagerhead Shrikes World Series of 
Birding team took 1st prize in the event more often than any other team.  
Although the members of the team shifted over time, the team always 
worked hard and functioned like a well oiled machine on game day.  Here 
are a few things we learned along with how they worked out.  

Details Matter:  It was after dark and the team was on the tower that used to 
stand at the end of Jake's Landing Road.  We were hoping for Black Rail 
before the imminent front hit.  Mike Fritz knew exactly where the salt hay had 
been harvested and directed us all to listen in exactly that direction.  Bill 
Stocku was wearing hearing aids specifically tuned for birding at the time.  
To "up his game", he turned one off in the ear pointed away and the other 
way up in the ear pointed towards the mowed area.  Distant, but 
unmistakable, we heard a Black Rail call 3 times, but I'm pretty sure Bill heard 
it louder than the rest of us.  The Cornell team who was literally standing 
next to us but not concentrating on just the right 10 degrees of sound 
missed it. 

Play the 95% Rule:  The rule is that 95% of all species must be 
independently identified by every person on the team.  With that bit of 
leeway, you can afford to not waste time chasing birds that were missed by 
one or more team members.  One year there were 5 of us on the team and 
we were looking for a staked out Marbled Godwit.  Mike Fritz saw it pop its 
head up after which it immediately disappeared behind the grass.  Since a 
bird doesn't count if only one person sees it, he set both scopes to the exact 
spot he had seen the bird and we put Adrian Binns and Bill Stocku on the 
scopes.  Precious minutes went by before the bird finally popped up for 
another quick look.  Next up were me and Rick Mellon.  Rick looked at me 
and said "do you need to see this bird?"  "Nope!" was my reply and we were 
off to chase the next species.  Now that's how you play the 95% Rule.  

Our Strategies for Winning WSB…comtinued 

Every Second Counts:  An Eastern Screech-Owl was reliable in Great Swamp 
NWR within just a few hundred feet of the place we wanted to start listening 
for rails.  For a number of our last years, we would start whistling up the bird 
at 11:59, which is not against any rule.  At midnight my alarm would go off, 
we'd shut up, and we'd often be darting back up the road within seconds.  
The best was the Screech-Owl giving its trill call as my alarm went off.  Chalk 
one up in a matter of milliseconds! 

There's Scouting, and Then There's Scouting:  We put a lot of time into 
scouting, but Bert Filemyr took things to a whole new level.  One year we 
were getting near the Pennsylvania Turnpike Bridge where we hoped to find 
one of the nesting Peregrine Falcons.  Bert pulled a photo out of his magic 
file with a picture of the bridge taken from where we'd be viewing it.  It was 
labeled with numbers 1 through 4, each denoting the popularity of the 
perches used by one of the birds. Studying this for several minutes, we 
pulled up and instantly dismissed site #1 but saw the unmistakable form of a 
Peregrine perched at #2.  Total time?  Whatever it took to slow down to 20 
mph and get the van back up to 40. 

Play Through the Pain:  Sure, you expect the pain of sleep deprivation on an 
event like this, but sometimes the pain is a bit more.  One year we bailed 
past an old fence leading to a Delaware Bay beach to find Parasitic Jaeger.  
Mission accomplished but there was something wrong with Bill Stocku's 
trigger (a.k.a. focus) finger.  Initial questions drew a few mumbles but he 
eventually admitted he caught his finger on the rusty wired fencing and it 
was bleeding pretty freely.  A quick stop at South Jersey First Aid Center 
(a.k.a. Wawa), some in the field patch-up, and we were off to once again 
claim victory! 

Declaimer - if you win using this information you must disclose that your win 
was thanks in part to DVOC.  - Just Kidding, Anita
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I hate that BIRD! by Anita K. Guris 

I’m sure you all have a bird that you’ve chased and missed.  Paul and I chased 
one bird, 2 times and failed on both occasions.  What bird is it that we 
missed you ask?  GREATER ANTILLEAN PEWEE (Contopus caribaeus) now 
named Cuban Peewee: it was being seen in Spanish River Park (Palm Beach) 
March 11-17 and April 1-4 , (B. Hope et al., videotape to F.O.S.R.C.) was the 
first verified North American record.  The year was 1995, and we first drove 
down to Florida with Al Driscoll, hoping to make it down and back for Paul to 
go to work on Monday, and not miss any time from work.   So we left right 
after he finished work on Friday night, and put the petal to the metal.  Al and 
Paul talked nearly the entire 20+ hours to Florida.  We stopped only for 
necessary pit stops - gas & food, and bathroom breaks.  Our trip was 
unsuccessful, even though the bird had been seen earlier that day.  
Unfortunately, we didn’t have the time to stay and search more than a few 
hours.  So, being extremely disappointed, we returned home, only to hear 
that the bird was still being reported.  The following weekend we decided to 
fly to Florida on Spirit Air, with Bill Stocku which was a huge mistake!  Not 
flying with Bill, of course, flying on Spirit Air.   It was spring break, and the 
plane was full of parents and children headed to Disney World.  Our 
particular flight was blessed with 8-10 families.  We knew it was going to be a 
long flight when we saw the a group of 6 parents all board with 6 packs of 
domestic beer, and started drinking them right away.  Their children were so 
unruly that we needed to verbally express our displeasure. The parents were 
so drunk they didn’t even realize that they were ruining the flight for 
everyone onboard nor did they care.  There is only so much one can take 
when a child keeps kicking the back of your seat.  Paul finally turned around, 
and reprimanded the child directly.  The child stopped.  The mother never 
even flinched and was so drunk she didn’t even care that a stranger was 
teaching her child manners. Once we arrived in Palm Beach, and started 
searching for the Peewee in Spanish River Park, we found other birders that 
said they hadn’t seen the Peewee, but that we should continue to look.  So 
look and search we did.  Four hours, and we still didn’t turn up the Peewee.  
We just didn’t think we could possibly miss this bird twice in a row!  

I hate that Bird by Anita K. Guris 

When dusk drew near, we ended our search and decided that we had 
better head to a motel to get some shut eye.  The next morning we 
headed out once more to look for this elusive first North American 
Record.  We once again, were unsuccessful.  So, we headed home with 
our binoculars between our legs, and heads hung low.  How can we 
possibly have missed it again? 

In conclusion - we spent over $1,300 for 2 attempts at one small 
nondescript little son-of-a -bleep bird! Okay I’ll admit it, if I saw it, I’m 
sure I would have had the reaction that most people that know me 
would expect  me to have - “Aw, it’s so cute”, but it remains on my poop-
list to this day, and I have no desire to see it. 

Missed on 2 chases, the First North American Record of Cuban Peewee, 
in Palm Beach, Florida. 1995 

Anita Guris on Erica Brendel’s Blueberry Tarts 

One fine day in June we had a picnic, the DVOC birder’s picnic.  We 
decided the theme would be Flamingos, anything tropical but mostly 
Pink Flamingos.  I made a killer punch, that everyone seemed to love, 
and everyone brought food, lots and lots of food.  Erica Brendal had 
made two fresh blueberry tarts.  I watched as the tarts disappeared slice 
by slice, until the very last one was still  there - and I pounced on it. It 
was delightful.  Erica even shared the recipe = although I still haven’t 
made it. It wouldn’t have had the Erica Brendel touch!  So why 
bother?
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The DVOC Mafia Takes Attu by Paul Guris 

Bill Stocku, Serge LaFrance, and I decided we were going to go to Attu on the 
spring 1987 trip.  In a wonderful case of peer pressure, Brian Moscatello soon 
decided that he couldn’t stand to be left behind, so the four of us represented 
the DVOC that year.  Attours, the company that ran those trips, didn’t 
sugarcoat the conditions we’d be living in, the weather expected, or the rigors 
of birding in the tundra and on muddy roads with our only means of 
transportation being our own two feet and old, beat up, one speed bicycles.  
When we arrived, we were as ready as could be expected.  Since the four of 
us birded together at all times, former ABA big year record holder Benton 
Basham dubbed us the “DVOC Mafia”. 

When we arrived, we were informed that this was the most people they had 
ever brought out and that we would be sleeping in an old World War II era 
quonset hut.  We walled up two thirds of the hut so we didn’t have to heat as 
much area.  Luckily we did have heat, in the form of a 55-gallon oil drum (also 
WWII era) that Al Driscoll managed to turn into a coal stove (with the coal also 
being from WWII).  Each evening Serge would split old boards with a half-
handled shovel and fire up the stove until it glowed.  Although we smelled 
like coal smoke for 3 weeks, we and our other roommates may have been the 
only birders on the trip to always have dry clothes. 

If you saw the movie “The Big Year”, I should tell you that there were 
depictions of Attu that were not particularly accurate.  The scene at night in 
the bunkroom where two rats are busily and noisily attempting to create a 
new family of little rats is quite accurate, and was a fairly common serenade as 
we went to sleep.  Nature was not, however, content merely to provide a 
sound track to put us to sleep.  No, it also managed to supply a male Snow 
Bunting that decided the old metal chimney pipe at the back of our barracks 
was the perfect soundstage. Each morning, bright and early, our feathered 
alarm clock would sing at the top of the pipe, which carried sound very 
effectively into a largely empty metal building.  We quickly learned what a 48 
pound Snow Bunting would sound like.  

The DVOC Mafia Takes Attu by Paul Guris 

As with any large group of people, there are always a few characters and 
for once it wasn’t us!  In a fantastic illustration of rarity induced insanity, we 
watched a participant charge down the beach directly at the group’s first 
Lesser Sand-Plover.  In a turn of events that should shock no one, the bird 
bolted like a bird out of hell.  I guess this outcome was obliterated from his 
mind in a bad case of twitch fever.  Another was a devout pessimist who 
we dubbed the “Brown Thrasher” for his seemingly always doubled 
prognostications of doom and chase failure.  “We’re going to miss it.  
We’re going to miss it.”  “The bird’s gonna’ be gone. The bird’s gonna’ be 
gone.”  “It’s not going to be there.  It’s not going to be there.”  He seemed 
to have an endless supply of ways to say we were going to fail.  And finally 
there was Mr. “What’s That!!!???”   

Lapland Longspurs were dubbed the Attu House Sparrow and we would 
see dozens upon dozens every day.  Now identification of a female 
Lapland Longspur is not trivial, particularly in a situation where Asian 
vagrants you won’t know well or at all may show up at any time, but after 2-
½ weeks living with them you’d thing a person would learn to identify at 
least some of them.  Nope, not this guy.  Through the entire trip any walk 
with him along would be punctuated with the cries of “What’s that!!!???” as 
yet another female Lapland Longspur popped up. 
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