


P

¥

PICTURE OF THE MONTH

SEGTRTRS
S

-
o

.




Game~Fish

A MONTHLY MAGAZINE DE-
VOTED TO THE PROTECTION
AND CONSERVATION OF
OUR NATIVE GAME AND
FISH; AND TO THE IMPROVE-
MENT OF HUNTING AND
FISHING IN TEXAS.

x

TEXAS GAME AND FISH is pub-
lished monthly by the Texas Game,
Fish and Oyster Commission. Subscrip-
tion price $1.00 per year. Single copies
10 cents each.

TEXAS GAME AND FISH regrets
that it connot continue subsecriptions
beyond date of expiration. Checks and
money orders should be made payable
to STATE GAME, FISH and OYSTER
COMMISSION. Editorial and Advertis-
ing offices, Walton Building, Austin,
Texas. Entered as second-class matter
May 19, 1943, at the postoffice at
Austin, Texas, under the Act of
March 3, 1879.

Postmaster: If undeliverable, please
notify TEXAS GAME AND FISH on
form 3578-P at the Walton Building,
Austin, Texas.

Members of the Game, Fish and Oys-
ter Commission: W. Scott Schreiner,
Kerrville, Chatrman; Gene Howe,
Amarillo; Dr. Will E. Watt, Austin;
A. T. McDannald, Houston; V. F. Neu-
haus, Mission; Walter Lechner, Fort
Worth; H. D. Dodgen, Executive Secre-
tary; H. E. Faubion, Assistant Execu-
tive Secretary.

Directors of Divisions: F. M. Cow-
sert, Austin, Law Enforcement; Marion
Toole, Austin, Inland Fisheries; W. C.
Glazener, Austin, Wildlife Restoration;
Robert G. Mauermann, Austin, Depart-
mental Publications; Joe Marks, Aus-
tin, Hatcheries and Engineering; W. J.
Cutbirth, Austin, Chief Clerk; J. L.
Baughman, Marine Biologist.

Manuscripts should be addressed to
Editor, TEXAS GAME AND FISH,
Walton Building, Austin, Texas. All
manuscripts should be accompanied by
photographs. TEXAS GAME AND
FISH always is interested in pictures
of game and fish catches, unusual hunt-
ing and fishing scenes, bird dogs, and
in group pictures of hunting and fishing
organizations. Photographs used in
TEXAS GAME AND FISH will be re-
turned after publication.

*

COVER—BYy Orville O. Rice

JULY, 1950

July 1950 - Vol 8 No. 8

The Story of tRNEGE. - /o« 1 il c il s

Fresh hope came to the entire field of wildlife management because of the
simple hatching of an egg.
Weed Cutters Deluxe

Picture story covering the release of thirty nutria in Lake Austin.

Sand, Shell and Gravel
By H. E. FAUBION
A discussion of the regulations governing the taking of sand, shell and
gravel from public waters of the State.
Adventures With Two Naturalists
By FRED D. THOMPSON
Second in the series of articles on bird hunting with binoculars.
Fishes of Texas
By MARION TOOLE
Fifth in the series about fishes of Texas.
Texas Sports Shows
Picture story of the sports shows held in Houston, San Antonio, Fort Worth
and Dallas.
Let's Consider Chiggers
By RALPH POGUE
Now that it is summertime, chiggers are lying in wait among blackberry
bushes, on lawns, and in tall grass — they are on the march again!
Texas Wardens Are College Trained
By WILLIAM H. JULIAN
While regular students at Texas A. & M. college carry seventeen to twenty-
one semester hours, prospective game wardens carry the equivalent of
twenty-three.
Bob-tailed Kittens

The story of the two pet bobcats belonging to Gay Young of Brownsville.
The Marine Fishes of Texas

24

By J. L. BAUGHMAN

Third in the series about the marine fishes of Texas.
Practice of Fish Culture ... ...

26

By J. G. BURR

The building of hatcheries rather than the building up of production in the
hultcheries already established holds first place in the minds of the
culturists,

Why Game Law Violations?

28

By FRED WESTON
This answers the question why an otherwise law-abiding citizen will violate
a game law without its straining his conscience.

Baoks . . ool i

.30

The Cover

This month’s cover is an exciting action
picture of another favorite salt water
game fish of the Texas Coast, the weak-
fish, or as it is more commonly known
to Texas fishermen, the speckled trout.
Fisheries authorities at a recent confer-
ence, after comparing all the common
names by which this species is known,
decided to adopt spotted squeteague as
the official name. So fishermen your
speckled trout are no longer speckled
trout but squeteagues. Try that one on
your old fishing partner.




THE STORY OF AN E6G

The simple hatching of &n egg in a
Texas coastal marsh has brought fresh
hope to the entire field of wildlife
management. The birth ¢f the first
Whooping Crane ever observed by man
is history, but the excitement lingers
endlessly for wildlife biologists. The
fact that Rusty, the Whooper that
hatched, disappeared mysteriously a
few days later detracts mighty little
from the momentous conquest which
electrified scientists as well as the
proud residents of the Lone Star
State.

What happened to Rusty in the end
is something for Nature to reveal if
it will. Meanwhile, scientists seize the
hatching as substantial new hope in
the grim struggle to restore at least a
segment of once abundant animal
species. Rusty’s untimely end, if any-
thing, helps magnify the perils of
progress and to attract fresh support
for the program ahead.

The persistence of game manage-
ment authorities leadinz up to this
successful incubation typifies the te-
nacity with which scientists have clung
to their objective and certainly justi-
fies the effort and the expense in-
volved. The results inspire wildlife
biologists everywhere, particularly in
Texas, and thus will have a far-reach-
ing effect on the re-
lentless drive forward
in the vital program
of wildlife restoration.

The fact that bring-
ing back what man
permitted to disappear
from the fields and
forests and marshes
is a long and costly
undertaking has prov-
ed no deterrent to the
scientists assigned to
this work. The rally
by the Whooping
Cranes is an example.
These giant birds were
thought to be extinct
back in 1894. They
had disappeared from

their haunts primarily
because no provision
had been made at that
time to offset the de-
struction of their
breeding areas and the
devastating shotgun
blasts of waterfcwl
hunters who bagged
the majestic Whoopars
both for food and for

trophies. For example, Robert P.
Allen, research associate of the Na-
tional Audubon Society, in tracing the
near-demise of the great birds, has
compiled records of 400 actual killings
of Whooping Cranes, mainly from old
time hunters.

The first glow of hope for the
Whooping Cranes came in 1936 when
fourteen of them were seen on the
Blackjack Peninsula on the Texas
Gulf coast. The Department of the
Interior, acting on the advice of the
nation’s wildlife specialists, later
acquired the peninsula. This 47,000
acre tract now is known as the
Aransas Federal Wildlife Refuge. It
has been established and maintained
for the benefit of both native and
migratory species but for the primary
benefit of the Whooping Cranes. Au-
thorities consider it not an extravagant
project since techniques are expected
to be developed that will have a vital
bearing on the entire wildlife manage-
ment program.

Many mysteries incident to the life
of the Whooping Cranes, as well as to
the other precious species, remain un-
solved. But the tireless field men al-
ready are capitalizing on the fresh in-
ispiration and momentum obtained
from the successful hatching in the

“’Mac,” the sole surviving member of a Lovisiana colony
of the rare Whooping Cranes, is shown in his burlap
bag “straight-jacket’” which was used to transport him
fo the Aransas National Wildlife Refuge near Austwell,
Texas. (U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service Photo.)

quiet Texas marsh. Furthermore, it
will mean tremendous spearheads to
clear the way for even more substan-
tial gains. Countless thousands who
may see these graceful giants of the
sky fly to and from their summer nest-
ing grounds presumed to be in north-
ern Canada will be alterted. The author-
ities, by the relentless research already
made and by the widespread contacts
established, feel hopeful. For example,
the painstaking survey of the Nebraska
river areas where the Whoopers have
been known to halt on their trips to
and from the northland is counted on
to avert recurrence of the tragedies
in that area. There was acquired most
of the data about the case histories
of the 400 individual cranes known to
have been shot by hunters around the
turn of the century when the Whoop-
ers were almost wiped out.

Now, the heartened scouts have
figured it down to a fine margin.
Robert Allen, of the Audubon Society,
says the latest study shows the
Whooping Cranes are losing at the
rate of 3.6 a year against a gain
of 4.2 per cent, on the basis of the
current 37 Whoopers. Four young
birds came to the Aransas Refuge
wintering grounds last fall. Allen ex-
pects that at least four and maybe
five will return this
fall.

The exact starting
point in their intrigu-
ing flight to the south-
land has never been
known. Allen says the
northbound birds simp-
ly disappear after stop-
ping over briefly in
Nebraska. It is believ-
ed they nest in north-
central Alberta, Sas-
katchewan and Manito-
ba. Before civilization
began changing the
landscape and destroy-
ing wildlife habitats,
Whooping Cranes for-
merly nested in the
northern interior of

the United States
from northwestern Ii-
linois, northern Iowa,
southern and western
Minnesota, the Dakotas
and eastern and north-
ern Montana and on
into the far north.
The last authentic rec-
ord of their breed-
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These are two of the stars in the historic Aransas Wildlife Refuge drama. The mother, Jo, begins collecting ma-
terial to build up o nest, preparatory to setting on what apparently wes the first Whooping Crane egg ever

hatched in captivity. (U. S.

ing in the United States was obtained
in Iowa in 1894. The last reliable
record of its breeding in Canada was
in Saskatchewan in 1922. The migrat-
ing route southward is believed to in-
clude central North and South Dakota,
Nebraska, Kansas, Oklahoma and
eastern Texas. This tracing is based
mainly on the regularity of visits in
the spring and fall at the “Big Bend”
of the River Platte in Central Nebras-
ka. No information about sighting the
birds in Kansas and Oklahoma has
been reported in the last thirty years.

About 125 years ago, the giant birds
existed in tremendous numbers in the
interior of North America. One
authority who saw a Whooping Crane
migration along the Mississippi river
in 1811, wrote: “The whole continent
seemed as if giving up its quota of the
species to swell the mighty host. The
clamor of these numerous legions pass-
ing along high in the air seemed al-
most deafening . .. and as the vocal
call continued nearly throughout the
whole night without intermission, some
idea may be formed of the immensity
of the numbers now assembled on their
annual journey to the regions of the
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Fish and Wildlife Service Photo.)

South.”

The Whooping Crane stands owver
four feet tall and has a wingspread
of approximately seven feet. The adclt
is pure white except for the blzek
wingtips, black legs end black feet.
It has a yellow bill ana a red feazhe--
less head, chiefly the crown and cheeks.
The plumage of the immature birc :s
whitish, blotched sometimes quite
heavily, with rust color. The Whoop-
ing Crane flies with its neck stretehez
straight forward as all cranes do, bat
it cannot be confused with the Sani-
hill Crane because the species has no
white in its plumage. When seen high
in the air, or on the ground at greas
distances, the Whoopinz Crane may
resemble certain other large white
birds. Furthermore, the shape of the
Whooping Crane when standing and
flying is similar to that of the Ameri-
can Egret. The Whooping Crane,
which is so named becauvse of its dis-
tinetive calls, has an extremely lcrg
tracea, or wind-pipe, which is partly
coiled up and encased in the breast
bone and which if stretched out :s
nearly as long as the bird itself. The
call notes arise within the lung-end

of the tracea. As they pass through
the long mneck by way of the tracea,
they are tremendously araplifed by
resonance. The powerful cries can be
heard three miles off on windless days
when sound carries well.

The dance of the Whoopirz Crane
is as distinctive as is tkeir roted call.
One description, by Lois Felcer in the
Corpus Christi Caller Times, of the
first courtship dance staged by Crip
and Jo, father and mother of the
Whooper born at the Aranses Refuge,
was: “As they came close, Crip made
the first movement of the dance—a
hopping motion to the r:ght with one
wing half-raised. Jo touched the
water’s surface. Crip respord:zd with
bouncing, bobbing movements of his
long legs. First one leg and then
the other took his weight and he ap-
peared to move his feet in much the
same maneuvers as in a waltz. Now
Jo, still half facing him, began to
turn with her wing moving i1 a slow
fan and her legs matching Ler part-
ner’'s maneuvers. As she corpleted
ker turn away from him, both wings
went up and she gave a slight bow.

® Continved on Page 27
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Weed Cutters Deluxe

In an experimental project, the Game,
Fish and Oyster Commission released
thirty nutria in Lake Austin. The small,
fur-bearing animals are known for their
vegetarian diet which reportedly qualifies
them as weed cutters deluxe. The nutria
which originated in South America have
been extensively used in Louisiana from
where the Texas shipment came. Game
Department biologists will keep a close
check on the animals to determine whether
it is desirable to permit their development
on a state-wide scale.

Willie Parker, of the Game Depart-
ment staff, who trucked the nutria from
Louisiana to Austin, is shown at the left,
placing one of the animals in a sack held
hy Game Warden Ben Gaddy of Austin.
Below, Parker releases the animal, along
with the others several miles north of
Robinson’s place.
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Game Warden Ben Gaddy tleft above) and Willie Farker, of the Commission staff, handled the routine when 30
nutria were placed in Lake Austin. Parier, (left belaw! is shown handing one in a burlap sack to Gaddy.
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SANID, SHIEILIL, ANID
GIRAVIEIL

Texas is one of the richest states
in the nation in natural resources, and
we have just scratched the surface.
The sand, shell and gravel business is
not entirely in its infancy, but over a
period of years, after a long and hard
pull, the industry has moved up along-
side some of the major industries of
the state.

Texans are unaware of the regula-
tions governing the taking of sand,
shell, and gravel from public waters.
Some do not yet realize that all the
islands, reefs, bars, lakes and bays are
under the jurisdiction of the state
within tidewater limits from the most
interior point seaward, co-extensive
with state jurisdiction (three marine
leagues or ten and one-half miles).

Within the interior of the state, such
of the fresh water :slands, lakes,
rivers, creeks, and baycus as are not
embraced in any surv2y of private
land are under the jurisdiction and
control of the state, insofar as the re-

By H. E. FAUBION

Assistant Executive Secretary

moval of the sand and gravel is
concerned.

All marl and sand of commercial
value, and all shell, mudshell and sand
deposited in the areas mentioned
above, are under the management and
control of the Game, Fish and Oyster
Commission.

The law further provides that the
Commission has full power and author-
ity over the sale of sand, shell, and
gravel taken from the areas described
above under such rules and regulations
as may be promulgated by the Com-
mission,

Provision is made by law for the
Commission to make refunds to the
State Highway Department, counties,
and municipalities on all sand, shell
and gravel used on state highways,
public roads and streets.

Sand, shell, and gravel may not be
removed from the public waters of the
state for any purpose by any person,
firm or corporation until an applica-

tion has been filed with the Game,
Fish and Oyster Commission and a
permit has been issued authorizing
the applicant to operate in said waters.
A bond must be filed with each per-
mit. The amount of the bond is deter-
mined by the total number of yards of
sand, shell, or gravel to be removed
monthly by the permit holder. The
sale price, as authorized by the Com-
mission, is seven cents per cubic yard
for sand and mudshell and eight cents
per cubic yard for gravel.

Monthly reports must be made to
the Commission and a remittance must
accompany each report to cover any
removals made during the previous
month. All sales must be made on a
production basis as removals are made
monthly from bay bottoms and river
beds.

There is some confusion as to the
definition of a public stream. The law
provides that “all streams so far as
they retain an average width of thirty
feet from the mouth up shall be con-
sidered navigable streams within the
meaning hereof, and they shall not be
crossed by the lines of any survey.”

If a riparian owner refuses to per-
mit the holder of a sand, shell and
gravel permit ingress and egress
privileges to excavate sand, shell or
gravel, condemnation proceedings may
be instituted in the name of the state
by the county attorney. These matters,
however, are usually worked out on an
equitable basis by the land owner and
the permit holder.

Failure of a permit holder to com-
ply with regulations set out in his
permit issued by the Game, Fish and
Oyster Commission is grounds for
the cancellation of the permit. It is
a violation of law for any person,

firm, or corporation to remove any

Gravel operations on the Colorado
River near Austin, Texas, in Travis
County.
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sand or gravel from the public streams
of the state or to remove any shell
from the bays without lirst having
secured a permit to operate from the
Game, Fish and Oyster Commission

Following are the navigable fresh
waters of the State: Angelina River,
Aransas Creek, Atascosa River, Ayish
Bayou, Bastrop Bayou, Brazos River,
Buffalo Bayou, Canadian River, Cedar
Lake Bayou, Cibola Creek, Clear Fork,
Colita Creek, Colorado River, Cypress
Creek, Devil’s River, Dove Creek, Frio
River, Guadalupe River, Hellabrandt
Bayou, Lavaca River, Leon River,
Leona River, Little River, Llano River,
Medina River, Middle Concho River,
Mission River, Navasota River, Navi-
dad River, Neches River, North Con-
cho River, Nueces River, Peach Creek,
Pease River, Pecan Bayou, Pecos
River, Pedernales River, Pine Island
Bayou, Red River, Rio Grande River,
Sabine River, San Bernard River, San
Jacinto River, San Marcos River, San
Saba River, South Concho River,
Spring Creek, Sulphur River, Taylor’s
Bayou, Trinity River, Village Creek,
West Fork and Wichita River.

The Commission has no control over
sand and gravel removed from upland
pits on private property. This is quite
an industry within itself in some parts
of the state and in many cases a
source of revenue to the land owner.

In order to give furthew protection
to oysters and public oyster heds and
fish, the regulations promulgated by
the Commission, among other restric-
tions, provide that no shell may be
dredged in the bays within a radius
of 1,500 feet of a commercial oyster
reef. Mud and silt from power dredges
in close proximity to an oyster reef
or fish inhabiting areas may destroy
the oysters and cause the fish to mi-
grate. Proposed dredging locations are
inspected by representatives of the
department and after permits are
issued for a given area, they are
patrolled by coastal wardens.

The continued increase in the volume
of sand, shell and gravel sales from
year to year by the Commission is an
indieation that building is keeping pace
with a growing population and with
rapidly expanding industrial develop-
ment. Texas sand goes into the man-
ufacture of glass, sewer pipes, ete., as
well as into the building of roads,
streets and buildings, and mudshell
into the manufacture of cement and
many other useful commodities in
daily use by industry.

The above right photo shows
gravel stored along the river in
preparation for shipment. The
equipment shown in the lower
right photo is used in loading
gravel for shipment.
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Game Birds Have Varied

Records recently compiled by the
United States Fish and Wildlife Serv-
1ce show that two game birds, bagged
in Texas last fall, had varying life
spans after they were banded.

A drake gadwall duck shot 20 miles
west of Roma in Starr County on
November 5 had been banded at
Whitewater Lake, Manitoba, and re-
leased in Turtle Mountains, Manitoba,
August 15, 1949.

Life Spans After Banding

A whitewing dove killed earlier in
the season was banded south of Mis-
sion by Dr. George Saunders of the
Fish and Wildlife Survey in July of
1940. Thus the bird had withstood
the fire of gunners for nine years.

The data on these two extreme
cases was supplied the game depart-
ment by Charles G. Jones, Game
?Narden Supervisor stationed at Wes-
aco.




ROY BEDICHEK

HILE observing a small creature,
probably a warbler, early in the
afternoon last April 25, I had my bi-
noculars focused on a small bush when
suddenly there alighted upon it three
other birds—a male and female Painted
Bunting and a male Blue Grosbeak.
All were in brilliant mating plumage
—the male bunting indigo-blue and
golden-green above with fiery red
breast and underparts, its mate drab
in comparison but still attractive in
olive-green to greenish-yellow attire,
and the Grosbeak all blue except for
its chestnut-colored wingbars. After
a long look I gave the binoculars to
my wife. Nature provides few such
striking pictures, and they should be
shared.
We returned home more satisfied
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Adventures With

than ever in our roles of greenhorn
naturalists. We have been birding for
two years and can identify only about
sixty of the hundreds of birds that
live around us. Can you do as well?
If you can’t but would like to, then
join us as we tell about getting started
at this fascinating pastime.

In these pages last month we ad-
vised beginning birders to first do
two things—talk birds with a per-
son who knows but doesn’t claim to
be an expert; and then buy a pair of
good binoculars.

Assuming you have bored all your
birding and non-birding friends with
plans of what you are up to, and as-
suming that with your binoculars you
have learned to distinguish between a
flying Sparrow Hawk and a C-54 of
the United States Air Force, the time
has come for your first field trip with
an experienced birder.

How to arrange a field trip?
is how we do it:

Many times, during the summer of
1948, we met Dr. Thomas P. Har-
rison, Jr. and Roy Bedichek after
work hours at Barton Springs, our
favorite swimming hole west of
Austin, and talked birds. But we did
not have the nerve to ask to be taken
afield. So the year passed and so did
half of 1949 before either invited us
to join him on a bird walk—and the
first to ask us was Dr. Harrison.

Dr. Harrison, a member of the Eng-
lish faculty of the University of Texas,
and Mr. Bedichek, noted author of
“Adventures With a Texas Natural-
ist,” are men of different types—the
first a restrained, kindly scholar of the
old school, the second free as the
wind in his far-ranging, stimulating
conversation.

It was 6 a. m. on June 16, 1949,
that we faced the test. During break-
fast at Dr. Harrison’s we attempted
a little bird conversation, but after
the second cup of coffee the good pro-
fessor rescued us from our floundering
by announcing it was time to go. We
headed for Taylor’s slough, a spot on
Lake Austin known as a pretty good
hole for white bass.

You ought to keep a list of every
bird you see on every trip. No matter
how commonplace the bird may be to
you, write down its name the minute
you see it. At the top of the list give
the date, the place or places visited,
and the hour the trip started and
ended. (The experts include other in-
formation, such as wind direction and
other weather data). File the lists.
They will be useful in later years as
a source of pleasure if not for scien-
tific information. Dr. Harrison put us

This

on to the value of records, with the
result that what otherwise would have
been scattered and meaningless obser-
vations have gradually taken on at
least the form of a system. But back
to our trip.

I had never seen a Painted Bunting
at that time and was eager to spot
one. My wife had seen one on the
coast earlier. If you are dead set on
seeing a certain bird practically every-
thing on wings will seem to you to
be that particular creature. Others,
therefore, are warned to do what I
did not do—verify with your brains
as well as your eyes. A bird fluttered
above the trees as we neared the
slough and to me it was a Painted
Bunting. My more realistic com-
panions, however, ruled that it was a
male Summer Tanager.

My notes show that our next con-

tributions to ornithological science
were positive identifications of the
Bluejays, Mockingbirds, Cardinals,

English Sparrows, Mourning Doves, a
Kingfisher, a Sparrow Hawk, a Turkey
Vulture, and a male Red-wing Black-
bird. Meanwhile Dr. Harrison was
spotting both with his binoculars and
his ears a multitude of species that
to us were total strangers—the Yel-
low-billed Cuckoo, Carolina Chickadee,
White-eyed Vireo, Canyon Wren, Be-
wick’s Wren, Killdeer, Carolina Wren
and Yellow-breasted Chat.

As he named off the strangers one
by one our conversation diminished
from cries of enthusiasm to a series of
sounds best described in the singular
as “Uh-huh.” How could any one man
know so many birds? We were whip-
ped, and upon returning home gave
considerable thought to junking the
whole bird business in favor of
canasta.

Six days later, however, we heard
at Barton Springs a bird song that
seemed familiar. We put our binocu-
lars on the bird and identified it from
our guide book as a Yellow-billed
Cuckoo. We had heard the song with-
out being able to see the singer in the
thick trees while out with Dr. Harri-
son. So we had learned something on
the trip, after all. Our enthusiasm for
birding returned. And we never had
really bought that canasta set any-
way.
Being at least one bird further
along, we now started looking forward
in earnest to a bird walk with that
grand man of the plains, prairies, and
mountains, Roy Bedichek. But “Beddi”
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Iwo Naturalists

was busy writing his second book,
“The Karankaway Country.” Daily he
arose at 5:30 a. m., started agonizing
over sentences at 6, knocked off at
noon for lunch and a nap and then
fled to Barton’s in mid-afternoon to
escape Austin’s summer heat. He
birded only on Sunday mornings, gen-
erally with a companion. That much
could be said with certainty. What
wasn’'t certain was whether we could
be considered fit birding companions.
It wasn’t that Mr. Bedichek was anti-
social, for he isn’t. But he is discrim-
inating, and like all naturalists seems
to hold with the cowboy philosopher
Andy Adams, who after years of sur-
veying the jackasseries of mankind
concluded that “Horses make good
company.” However that may be,
the invitation was extended on a Sat-
urday afternoon late last summer. He
said he would meet me at my home at
5:30 the next morning. This was said
by the shaggy-browed sage in a tone
that meant he would not be there at
5:29 a. m. or at 5:31 a. m. but pre-
cisely at 5:30 a. m.—and at that pre-
cise moment he knocked on my door.

A bird walk with Roy Bedichek is
a spiritual adventure anchored to
reason by a strong sense of humor.
He can start talking about a bird, a
tree, or a wild flower with the pro-
fundity of a cathedral organ and wind
up with an anecdote that would have
made Mark Train snicker. A bird
walk with Mr. Bedichek also is a
thing that makes young men old. I
was a vigorous youngster of 43 on the
day of our trip. When it ended shortly
after noon we had loped over six
miles of rolling mesquite country in

the edge of Bastrop County. My ankles -

were swollen, my legs felt as heavy
as oak logs, and I was puffing. On
the contrary, Mr. Bedichek, who at 72
is neither young nor old but ageless,
came in with clear eyes, breathing
steadily and maintaining the long,
even strides of a buck sergeant long-
ing for promotion.

We had chosen the Bastrop County
area in the hope of seeing a Verdin,
a small elusive gray and white bird
with a bright yellow head. He had
seen it often in this locality. But it
was a dull, mostly cloudy day and we
saw no Verdins and only a few other
species—a Crow, Mourning Dove,
Carolina Chickadee, Spotted Sandpiper,
Killdeer, Phoebe, Cardinal, Black Vul-
ture, Carolina Wren, and finally a
large white bird we spotted in a stock

AN AL A AR AL R AL AL AR LA R R R R RR R RS

Second in the series on the study
of songbirds with binoculars.
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tank and which Mr. Bedichek identified
as a Little Blue Heron. 1 wanted to
know why it was white and not blue
as its name indicated it should be. The
explanation: the bird was in an im-
mature stage of development; later
its feathers would become slaty-blue.
Of course there were exceptions: some
Little Blue Herons remain white
throughout their lives.

They tell me after fifteen or twenty
years, birding gets pretty simple.

We had been in the habit of walk-
ing as noiselessly as possible in tennis
shoes or waders, hoping we wouldn’t
scare the birds away. That’s how the
books say to do it. There is a time
for that kind of sleuthing, but Mr.
Bedichek proved this was not it. He
stormed into the woods in leather
shoes and heavy leggins, kicking at
rocks like a small boy, rattling limbs
of dead trees and bushes, talking in
a normal voice instead of whispering,
and seeming to dare a bird to show
itself or be heard. But this clatter
paid off. The birds began to fly as
we approached, usually alighting near-
by. When they did settle down we
closed in silently for a binocular Kkill.

If birding was dull that day, Nature
had other attractions free to those
who knew how to enjoy them. There
were wild flowers. But Mr. Bedichek
doesn’t call them that. To him they are
flowers, and the qualifying “wild” is
a word applied by man in his arrogant
assumption that what is grown in the
hothouse is superior to that provided
by Nature. A “Wild Verbena” to him
simply does not exist. It is a Verbena.

Every birder takes with him into
field a guide book to facilitate iden-
tification. Mr. Bedichek in addition
takes along a guide book to the flow-
ers. The book, incidentally, bears »a
title the silvery-haired naturalist must
consider pointless if not downright
irreverent—“Texas Wild Flowers,” by
Ellen D. Shulz. As he walks along
in search of birds his eyes are also
busy elsewhere, and if he sees a plant
unfamiliar to him he takes time off
to “run the key” until it is identified.
If he can’t figure it out in the field
he takes the flower home for further
study. Sometimes after a bird walk
his jacket pockets are stuffed with
plants.

“Running the key” was a new phrase
to me, as I didn’t study botany in
college and had done no reading on the
subject. It is a means of identifying
any plant by going down a list of
characteristics that can be eliminated
or applied one by one until you know
exactly what you are looking at. Like

birding, it is difficult at first. But the
study of birds and flowers go so well
together it should be taken up by all
bird students. If nothing else it is a
satisfying way to kill time when the
birds are not flying. As curiosity de-
velops, some birders will want to dig
deeper into the broad relationship of
trees, shrubs, and flowers to the bird
life around them.

The trips with Dr. Harrison and
Mr. Bedichek proved what we knew
all along but had lost sight of in the
whir of wings—that people who know
birds, like all other big people, don't
grow horns. With their help, the help
of others and a lot of prowling in the
woods, my wife and I could now iden-
tify, for sure, a total of twenty-nine
species of birds of the Austin region.
That’s not many but we felt pretty
good about it. Then in April of this
year we vigited Mrs. Connie Hagar.

Her story is such a rich one it de-
serves full treatment, and it will ap-
pear in an early issue of this maga-
zine. She lives at Rockport where she
presides over one of the most amazing
bird festivals in the world, one that
she herself discovered fiften years ago
because she had eyes to see and a
mind that appreciated the meaning of
wave after wave of strange birds
traveling to and from the far corners
of the earth, stopping off at Rockport
to rest and feed, to occasionally be
shot at, and to be seen and studied
by the more civilized. Yecs, we went
to wvisit Mrs. Hagar, feeling pretty
good about knowing twenty - nine

species of birds.

She showed us over 100 species and
subspecies, all
afternoon.