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Date of Next Meeting: September 11, 2013 
Location: Community Center at Lumberton Leas, 180 Woodside Drive, Lumberton 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Presentations for the 2013/2014 Club Year 
September: “Moths and Mothing” by Elena Tartaglia (Rutgers University)  
October: “Bee Keeping” by Pete Leighton (Blueberry Wood Apiary)   
November: “Flora and Fauna of the Pine Barrens” by Stephanie Monahan (NJ Conservation 
Foundation)  
December: “Project Puffin” by Patty Rehn  
January: Members Night 
February: “A Galapagos Travelogue” by Peter and Joyce DeBarger  
March: “Reptiles and Amphibians of the Lower Delaware Valley” by Ned Gilmore (ANSP)  
April: “Unexpected Wildlife, Past, Present and Future” by Sara Summerville (Unexpected 
Refuge)  
May: “Dragonflies” by John Black  
The Club does not meet during June, July and August. 
 
All members are encouraged to suggest topics for presentation and to be presenters themselves if they 
are so inclined. Our January Members Night is a good opportunity to try your hand at giving a fireside 
chat on your particular interest.  
 

₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪ 
₪    Reminder: September is Dues month.  Club dues remains at $15.00.                                           ₪ 

₪    Please pay at the door September 11, 2013 or send a check payable to BCNSC                                 ₪ 

₪    mailing address:  4 Carter Drive, Southampton, NJ 08088-9526                                                             ₪ 

₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪ 

September Program: Moths and Mothing 
Presented by:  Elena Tartaglia 
 
Come join us as we learn the How, Where, When and Why of “Mothing”. 
Did you know? 
 There are more species of moths than butterflies 
 Not all moths fly at night 
 Moths are a major food source for some people 
 Serving as a volunteer moth observer, you will help to build a better understanding of 
 backyard wildlife and of our environment in general.  



 
CHIPS AND CHIRPS 

by Joe Costanza 
 

CATBIRD CONVERSATIONS 
meeoow                                                 meeoow 

 
 

 Birders get a lot of questions from non-birders. Like, “What’s the attraction?” or “Doesn’t it get 
boring after a while?” I sometimes get the impression they see birding as a sort of neurosis, and that I 
would be much better off on a shrink's couch than out in the field. And then they pop the inevitable 
question, “What’s your favorite bird?”  I grope for the right answer and usually come up lamely with, 
“Well, they are all my favorites.” Birders are enchanted with birds in general, so how can there be a 
clear favorite? 
 But if I really sit down and think about my “favorite” bird, the one species that usually pops up is the 
Gray Catbird. I always look forward to their inquisitiveness and their amazing vocalizations. Walking 
along a wooded path a catbird sometimes accompanies me, occasionally chattering as it flies from one 
branch to the next. It always brings a smile. But what does that unique vocalization mean? Is it trying to 
communicate something to me? All birders are scolded by birds now and then, and at that time the 
bird’s intentions are quite clear. But how about other times, when the sounds are calmer and more 
mellow? 
 In her book, Corvus, Esther Woolfson relates how she made an orphaned baby rook a member of 
her household. Corvids are purported to be among the most intelligent of birds. Eventually, as the rook 
matured, it was able to respond to her voice commands and reacted visibly to the emotions of its "foster 
mother." Once, when entering her home she heard what sounded like someone on the telephone. Turns 
out it was the rook, which had accurately memorized and vocalized Woolfson’s complete telephone 
conversation of the previous day. I have to confess that Woolfson’s book encouraged me to chat with 
birds now and then. 
 For example, earlier this year while strolling on one of the wooded boardwalks at Boundary Creek 
Park I was accosted by a pair of Gray Catbirds. I must have 
intruded somehow so they came out to scold me, one on a 
branch to my left and about twelve feet away and the other 
in front of me on a wood fence rail at about the same 
distance. It was quite obvious that I was the object of their 
attention since both directed their gaze and sounds at me 
and me alone. So what was I to do but to talk back to them, 
in both English and catbirdese. After all, I had to reassure 
them that I was a friend and not a predator. Our discussion 
went on for a few minutes until they tired of my inarticulate 
gibberish and flew off. 
 Afterwards I thought about that experience, and came 
to the realization that catbird sounds are rather unique 
among birds. Catbirds are mimics, like mockingbirds and 
thrashers, but there vocalizations are markedly different and 
extremely variable. Mockingbirds and thrashers repeat their 
phrases a few times, but catbirds, except for an occasional "meow", seldom do. Compared to other 
birdsong, the catbird song seems to lack pattern and structure. A song sparrow and a field sparrow sing 
their same melodious songs every time, with perhaps a few variations now and then, and so do yellow 



warblers, wood thrushes, and most other birds. So how does the jumbled song of a catbird 
communicate with other catbirds? I did some research.  
   A catbird’s repertoire consists of approximately 180 sounds or groups of sounds. Studies1 show 
that catbirds of the same region shared many of the same syllables, and that the structural aspects of 
the syllables and syllable patterns are important.  Listening to recorded catbird songs from different 
regions seems to confirm this. In other words, the frequency and pattern of normally occurring syllables 
was significant in species recognition. Researchers, attempting to discover how catbirds communicate 
with members of their own species, recorded catbird songs and rearranged the syllables in various 
patterns by playing them backwards, splicing them into random groups, altering the lengths of syllables, 
and shifting the bandwidth and  tonal qualities. They then played back the rearranged "song" to catbirds 
in the field. Ultimately they concluded that the naturally occurring song of the catbird is highly variable, 
but catbirds responded best to a normal playback of their recorded song. Well what would you expect?  
 Much has been written about why certain birds mimic the sounds of other species, including 
humans. Ornithologists disdain the word "copy" when describing why mimics do what they do. They 
prefer to describe the phenomenon as "vocal appropriation", the bird's motive being to enhance and 
enlarge its repertoire as a means of attracting a mate---a bigger repertoire shows that the singer has 
been around. Some believe that mimics imitate other birds as a means of excluding them from the 
mimic's breeding territory. Most of the time the appropriated songs do not fool anyone since the singer 
imparts its unique tonal quality to the vocalization. However, during our World Series of Birding foray in 
May we were fooled for a while by catbird with an amazing ability to imitate several songbirds. It had us 
counting a White-eyed Vireo until we realized what was singing.  
 Most of us are aware of birds' amazing eyesight, but little is known about their hearing and their 
ability to distinguish sounds. First of all, except for a few species, birds’ ears are not visible. They lack the 
outer ear, or pinna, common to mammals (like you and me) and their ears are covered with special 
feathers, ear coverts, designed to minimize air noise while flying. Their middle ears have only one bone, 
like reptiles, whereas we have three. But the biggest difference is in their inner ear where the cochlea, 
instead of being coiled like ours is slightly curved like a banana, and the tiny hair cells that transmit 
sound impulses to the brain are replaceable if damaged or worn (unlike you and me). Larger birds with 
larger heads have longer cochlea, and the longer the cochlea the better the bird is able to distinguish 
lower frequency sounds. This may explain why smaller songbirds respond better to the higher pitched 
songs of their own species, rather than, say, the lower pitched croaking of a Great Blue Heron. It is also 
believed that a bird’s hearing is affected seasonably so that in the spring its hearing is sharper, enabling 
it to distinguish the songs of its own species against the background of the dawn chorus.  
 So when I had my discussion with the two catbirds what were they telling me, and what did they 
hear and how did they interpret it? Each species has its own repertoire of chips, chirps, and songs that 
they use to communicate with their own. But how about when they are trying to communicate with 
other beings, like a predator or us poor humans? Would the catbirds have reacted to me differently if I 
had harshly scolded them, rather than try to allay their concerns with soothing words? Or did their short 
cochlea filter out my low frequency salutations and they heard little or nothing at all? Another birding 
mystery, but that’s what keeps us birders coming back. 
 

Reference 1:  “Some Parameters of Song Recognition in Conspecific Recognition of Gray Catbirds” by 
Fletcher and Smith. 
 
Thanks, Joe, for this interesting and educational perspective on avian communication. Do you think birds 
also have a ‘body language’ that goes along with the vocalization?  
 

₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪₪ 



 

 
 

A Tribute to Augie 
[August Sexauer  born December 24, 1923  died June 1, 2013] 

 
The following are memories from a few of the members who shared many a time 
in the field with Augie. These memories were provided for our Newsletter y, Nels 
Anderson.  
Thank you, Nels. 

 
 Today the Prothonotary Nest Box trails remain much 
the same as when Augie began and maintained them through 
many years. As current nest box "caretakers" (along with Nels 
A. and Emily K.), my husband, Pat, and I are often struck at 
how beautiful - almost poetic - the locations are that Augie 
often chose to establish each nest box and the care in how he 
placed and afforded protection: baffled and facing east to 
capture morning warmth and protect from afternoon rising 
heat. The results of these placements have proved to be both 
popular and successful throughout the 18 years of their 
existence. From the first 4 boxes and 9 fledglings in '96, to 15 
boxes and 44 fledglings in '98, to a high of 21 boxes and 47-51 fledglings in 2008, the latest season had a 
16-box total of 57-59 fledglings for 2013! 10 of the 16 boxes were used for actual nesting (a 63% 
occupancy rate) and "false" or "starter" nests were in 4 of the other 6 boxes. This is an amazing legacy, 
wouldn't you agree?  Thank you Augie -  Pat and Margaret 

 
 I was privileged to work closely with Augie, during the Bear Swamp acquisition of the Foote 
property in the mid 1990s. What a patient and kind man, a true gentleman! Augie expertly guided 
Audubon Wildlife Society, as their generous assistance with the Ingersoll Fund was absolutely crucial. 
And all the while, Augie kept his eye on the prize – the expansion of preserved habitat for the 
Prothonotary nest box trail! To me, Bear Swamp at Red Lion will always be “Augie’s Swamp.” His quiet, 
steadfast spirit will be there every spring, when the ringing song of his golden birds bursts from the 
thickets of sweet pepperbush and swamp azalea. –Dr. Emile DeVito 

 
 There are not many ways to describe Augie that do not include birds and nature. He would 
willingly withstand whatever the elements would throw his way including wet, wind, cold, hot, snow 
with an extensive hike through the same, always looking for the special bird or unusual view of nature. 
In the past twenty five years I have walked many miles with Augie and saw many interesting things. One 
year the first creature we saw on the Christmas Bird Count was an otter.  In 1996 Augie called and asked 
if I would watch over his Bluebird Trail for the summer as he was going on a trip to Alaska with Sally in 
their camper. I experienced a steep learning curve minding the nest boxes that summer. Interesting 
though, he never took back the reins of that twenty box trail which has grown substantially over the 
years. He wanted to focus on his Prothonotary  trail in Bear Swamp. I would sometimes help him there 
to spruce up and relocate nest boxes. One spring morning we were in the swamp fussing with a nest box 
when we heard a male Prothonotary singing.  We were trying to spot it through the leaves when 
suddenly a flash of yellow appeared and perched not a dozen feet away. That male sat displaying 
himself in his brilliant golden splendor and looked us over. I'd like to think it was his way of saying, " 



Thanks Augie."  We participated in the Pinelands CBC for many years. I recall one count with rain and 
then snow with all our stuff so fogged up we were lucky to see the road when Augie's admission, " I 
think I have had enough" was welcome to me although I did sense this was more than the end of a day 
for him. He was in his early 80's then. He has opened many doors for me and at times the "feelings" are 
so elusive it is difficult to put them into words. He is still out there roaming around but we won't see him 
with his heavy coat, hat, gloves and favorite bins. We will see him in the sunrise, wind pushing through 
the pines, ripples on the water's surface and so forth.  He is gone but not forgotten. I would like to think 
his spirit and love of nature continue on somewhere, somehow; Perhaps within so many of us that knew 
him well, each in a special way.   Nels Anderson 

 
 My favorite recollections of Augie were during a study of Prothonotary Warblers or Golden 
Swamp Warblers as Augie referred to them. These studies were carried out in April through July from 
1998-2002 at Augie's nest box trail off Hawkins Road. One object of the study was to determine if 
individual Prothonotary Warblers could be identified by song. To do this each individual male had to be 
captured, color-banded, and its song recorded and analyzed. Only about 37% of the males return in 
successive years, the remainder likely perishing on their long journeys or during their winters in the 
tropics. A favorite visual image of Augie was of him holding a Golden Swamp Warbler in his hand. He 
was always mesmerized by the wonder of the bird and its journeys whether it was his first time in 1998 
or his last time in 2002. He described the experience best in a report he wrote titled Big World-Little 
Creek: "We all know about migration but to actually stand on the bank of Little Creek and witness first 
hand the arrival of this individual back to this tiny spot on a vast planet; well, that is something else 
again! I cannot describe the feeling I experienced at that moment except to say, welcome back old 
friend!" Augie was the ultimate witness to nature. All of us who were privileged to share in his passion 
are poorer for his passing.  Don Jones 

 
The singular, zweet, zweet, zweet, sound from a male Prothonotary 
Warbler was like a beautiful dream come true. I owe that first 
introduction to this brilliant yellow bird and Bear Swamp to Augie. He 
taught me to slow down and sharpen my senses between navigating over 
the waist high fallen logs in our hip waders. He tuned my ears to the 
subtle nuances of life thriving in the deep shadows. And as much as I 
looked forward to the occasional staring contest with the resident Barred 
Owl, it was Augie who held my attention as he described the language of 
Bear Swamp that only a keen observer of this environment can decipher. 
Augie was philosophical about his skills as a naturalist. It was through a 
series of ideas and understandings that could only be gotten out of 
experiencing the natural world first hand. He showed me the visible 
design of the invisible that we call Nature. Thank you Augie.  Steve Greer 

 
 It was a winter day in the mid 80’s and we recently moved to Shamong.  While driving along our 
road toward home one day we saw a gentleman standing in the roadway.  He was wearing a cap that 
included flaps to cover the ears and his eyeglasses were spotted with water and speckled with debris.  
He was dressed warmly in winter garb.  We stopped to see if he needed assistance.  “No”, he said. After 
introducing himself as Augie, he asked us directly whether we could hear the call of a particular bird and 
he immediately imitated the sound.  The bird call was an evening grosbeak.  Not knowing this sound, we 
informed him we had several grosbeaks on our property.  Augie’s face lighted up and he requested that 
he be able to come see for himself.  When he did, he was thrilled to see the many grosbeaks at the 
feeders.  After that, Augie was a regular visitor to Bear Pond. We often watched from the window to see 



Augie and Nels drive up the driveway on a weekend day.  Armed with binoculars and bird guide (to help 
us learn about the birds we saw) he spent time on his weekend route identifying birds and water fowl. 
He invited us to ask questions and he helped us to identify various birds.  We did not become experts, 
nor are we today.  However, Augie was instrumental in making us aware of the Earth’s creatures and the 
beauty they can add to one’s life.  I’m sure his birder friends, on seeing or hearing a particular bird, think 
that Augie has “sent” something special to them that day.  Nancy Tinucci 
 
 
 My favorite memory of Augie, my guide and mentor in Bear Swamp where he shared his 
Prothonotary trail with me, took place one April morning on Hawkins Bridge Road. Augie arrived at the 
bridge early and while waiting for me witnessed a pair of Louisiana Waterthrush mating. He was 
bursting with pleasure at this unexpected early morning treat, excitedly saying that he would have to 
write this up for the Burlington County Science Club which he did. My treat was to witness and share in 
his excitement that morning and many other mornings walking with him in Bear Swamp. I remember the 
morning when he spotted the Black and White Warbler pluck a tuft of deer hair from the trail and head 
for its nest site, when he spotted the Hooded's nest in a low shrub, or a tiny pile of lichen on a branch 
which turned out to be a Blue Gray Gnatcatcher nest under construction. Augie, a lifelong birder, 
retained the enthusiasm of a novice birder as he shared with others his favorite spots for Woodcock 
courting, Nighthawk booming or Whip-poor-wills calling. These forays are among my very best 
memories in the world. Thank you Augie.  Emily Kingsbury 

 
 
 I met Augie on June 3, 2000. He sat in on Unexpected Wildlife Refuge’s Board of Trustees 
meeting that convened for my initial interview. He was quiet and thoughtful and asked if I liked to go 
birding. And although I am more an administrator than a birder, we formed a friendship that lasted a 
decade. When Augie came down to the Refuge, we always got into something. He would ask what I was 
up to and then he would find himself in the thick of it. On a warm spring Saturday, he was mere minutes 
ahead of a group of children that, unbeknownst to him, would be his class out in the woods. They 
gathered around him and listened to him explain nature, one piece at a time. One day we were standing 
in the barn, and the next thing you know we were turning and old door into a workbench (which is still 
there today).  On days we couldn’t go out and get into something, we would sit on the porch and watch 
the pond. He always kept a running list of the birds he saw. He usually wrote them down, but sometimes 
he would just say the name out loud. But he counted other things too, like otters and beavers and 
snakes, collecting them as memories of our time on the porch out of the rain.  When I told him that I 
would be moving into the old Miller House and taking up residence, he told me he used to have a 
painting company. You don’t say! The next thing you know, Augie offered up his services to paint with all 
enthusiasm and sincerity. When we walked through the old dump, his shoulders slumped and I could 
see that he was so very sorry for making the offer, even if he did not say it.  As we ambled through the 
debris and trash strewn about the rooms, he would quietly note the patch, repair or limitless sanding 
and spackling that would be necessary before we even opened a can of paint. I put my hand on his 
shoulder and explained that time was of the essence, and all we were going to do was paint – the rest 
could wait until another day. His smile reappeared, and once again, Augie was in the thick of it.  Sara 
Summerville 
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 The purpose of the monthly Newsletter is to provide a forum for members to share their  
 experiences and interests with other members. We welcome articles from all members  
 about any place visited and/or any subject you find interesting.  If you found it interesting, 
 it is likely that other members will also find it interesting. 
 
 
 
BCNS Club Officers 2012/2013 
President - Steve Mattan, stevemattan@comcast.net 
Vice-President:  Michael Keating, keatingm@verizon.net 
Secretary:  Barbara Jones, wildbyrd@comcast.net or 609 268 0940 
Treasurer:  Luanne Weekes, sassydoodlezoo@aol.com or 609 859 0424 
Newsletter Editor:  Mike Keating  
 
BCNS Club Website:  www.bcnsc.org     
 

Please contact Luanne with any change in address, e-mail, etc. 

http://www.bcnsc.org/

