MARcH - APRIL 1996

VoLuME 24, NUMBER 4

A ST. NicHoLas Day GIFT

or some reason, long since

forgotten, I told Bonnie Ott,

“You owe me BIG!” “What
do you want,” she asked.
Unhesitatingly 1 responded ... “A
SAW-WHET OWL in Howard
County.” She laughed at that, but I
thought ... “if anyone can find me one,
she can!’ She had already produced a
Long-eared Owl, but that did not quite
fit the bill.

So (not too mysteriously) every
Christmas there appeared Northern
Saw-whet Owls of almost every ilk.
Sometimes I found. them on the
windshield of my car parked at
Centennial Park. Other times the letter
carrier delivered them with no return
address. Of course, I knew from
whence they came. Each time I
received a card or a figurine I would
tell Bonnie, “they have to be REAL!”

So it continued for many years
until December 6, 1995. That
particular day found me resolutely
ensconced on my heating pad to soothe
the pain of a recent fall. NOTHING, |
thought to myself, could persuade me
to move. I was wrong.

The telephone rang and a very
excited voice, Bonnie’s, announced
that Hank Stanton had found a
Northern Saw-whet Owl in back of his
house. Forgetting the pain I quickly
dressed and hurried down to Hank
Stanton’s house. Now you would
imagine that an owl in back of Hank’s
house meant a little way beyond his
backyard. WRONG!!! We slithered
down a very steep hill, crawled under
a barbed-wire fence, literally waded
through a stream (but what are wet feet
when there’s a saw-whet owl in the

BY CONNIE BOCKSTIE

asleep in a rather sparse
solitary pine tree, sat our first
Howard County Northern Saw-
whet Owl.”

offing). 1 laboriously attempted to
keep up with Bonnie who by now was
a block ahead of me. We trudged
about a quarter mile into the woods
and finally we were there! Just a few
feet before us, half asleep in a rather
sparse solitary pine tree, sat our first
Howard County Northern Saw-whet
Owl.

“Just a few feet before us, half

There is no other word to describe
a saw-whet except adorable. He
seemed more tiny than I remembered
and he stared at us with half-slecpy
eyes. Murphy’s law reared its ugly
head as my battery died while trying to
take pictures. I could hardly be so
blasé as to say “well ... no matter ...
next time.” Will there be a next time
‘and if so, how long from now?

The saw-whet arrived on
December 6, St. Nicholas Day. We
observe the custom of opening one gift
on this day and as I opened my
daughter Sue’s gift to me ... you
guessed it ... it contained the book
“How to Spot an Owl.” Coincidence,
you say. Well, maybe.

Anyway, Bonnie is finally off the
hook. Let’s see now, what can I hit her
up for next time?
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WINTER SEED SALE

A Success
BY EILEEN CLEGG

hearty thank you to those
people who volunteered for
the winter seed sale. The success of the
sale is a direct result of the generous
donation of your time. I am, as always,
grateful for your support. Volunteer

loaders were: Bill Blum, Connie Bockstie,
John Clegg, Mike Courbron, Jane Farrell,
Tina Glorioso, Mark Kratz, Dave Kubitsky,
Dennis Luck, Bob and Jo Solem, Don
Trovinger, and Marla Wilder. Robyn
Evans, Kim Jubinski, Bea Newkirk and
Carol Newman provided baked goods.
Pamela Etnhe and Jeffrey Friedhoffer
staffed the bookstore, Zelda Simon and
Helen Zeichner worked the desk, and
Shiras Gujon lended her support as

treasurer.













