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Hello, my fellow feathered (and beaked) 
readers and welcome to the summer issue of 
The Brooklyn Bird Bugle, written BY birds 
FOR birds. 

In alarming news this season, there have been 
reports across the nation of birds becoming 
mysteriously very sick. Some human scientists 
have speculated that this is caused by a 
fungus that was on the cicada brood that 
many of us feasted on when the insects 
hatched in spring. Or it’s possible that the 
disease is being spread through shared 
birdfeeders. We have a special report in this 
issue to help you stay healthy and safe when 
visiting birdfeeders.

We have an exciting guest columnist this 
issue: the honorable Grand Old Owl, Cornelia 
Greytuft — Chief Justice of Bird Court. As 
many of you already know, the Grand Old 
Owl (also known as “The GOO”) presided 
over last year’s famed court case: Crow v. 
Bluejay, which determined ownership of The 
Shiny Object. For this issue, she’ll be covering 
human laws that affect birds.

We also have our very first interview with a 
human! Thanks to the National Audubon 
Society for speaking with us in this issue.

Be sure to read our special longer piece from 
newbie Hal Heron, our travelling reporter 
along the Atlantic Flyway. And Captain Jan 
will be chiming in with the fishing report.

Now for the top news…

Editor-in-Chief



Last Sunday, Isadora Finch led a summer 
workshop on “Thermoregulation” (which is 
basically just a fancy way of saying she was 
teaching techniques for how we can all stay 
cool in the summer). The workshop was held 
under a shady tree west of the Prospect Park 
baseball diamonds. It was well attended by a 
wide variety of birds, including Buzz Bigwings, 
a large turkey vulture who was passing 
through the NYC area.

Finch began the workshop by demonstrating 
the well-known “Feathers A-Flutter” 
technique, which involves holding your wings 
out and fluttering your feathers in a way that 
lets cooler air circulate around your hot skin. 

She also recommended periodically “opening 
your beak and panting, like a dog”, to which a 
passing beagle on a leash muttered “what’s 
that supposed to mean?” before he was 
yanked away. According to Finch the panting 
helps heat escape our bodies. The wider you 
open your beak, the more you will cool down. 

A peregrine falcon who was attending 
suggested her own technique of flying up to a
higher height where the air is a bit cooler. The 
falcon then invited one of the smaller sparrows 
up with her to try it out but the sparrow 
declined, warily.

Buzz Bigwings then chimed in to say that  
when he gets too hot he just pees on his own 
legs. A few of the birds were aghast at this 
and accused the vulture of making it up. Some 
background research by The Brooklyn Bird   

Bugle uncovered that this is in fact true and it 
is called “urohydrosis”. Only some birds 
species actually do it, and it does indeed help 
cool down their legs. 

Overall the workshop was a big success and 
participants left with new techniques to try. 
However a few of the birds complained that it 
seems like lately we’ve all been having to do 
more and more work every year just to stay 
cool in the summer and warm in the winter. 

“It’s not like it used to be,” grumbled Tony 
Redplume. “If this hot summer weather keeps 
getting worse I’m just going to have to start 
flying further and further north.”

Buzz Bigwings, a visiting turkey vulture.



When you’re really hungry, sometimes you just 
don’t care WHERE or WHAT you eat. But did 
you know that some birdfeeders can actually 
make you really sick? Especially in the 
summertime when warm rains can make seeds 
so wet that they start growing mold. And with 
hundreds of birds sharing the same feeder, it’s 
the perfect breeding ground for spreading 
diseases. Who can forget the House Finch Eye 
Disease that wiped out hundreds of thousands 
of our finch friends in the 1990s!

The best thing to do is probably just to avoid 
birdfeeders completely at this time. But if you 
can’t do that, here are some tips:

     Look for birdfeeders that have mesh walls 
that let a lot of air flow through them. That will 
help dry out any seeds that might have gotten 
wet. Even better if the birdfeeder has drainage 
holes on the bottom to let the water out. 

     If you see a birdfeeder that’s packed to the 
brim with seeds, you might think “it’s my
lucky day!” But think again. A feeder that’s 
full of seeds will take longer to dry out if it  

A joint story by Alan Bluefeather, Food Reporter, and  
Marco Greyback, Health and Safety Reporter

gets wet. Mold alert! And don’t eat seeds that 
have a bad smell or are so clumped together 
that you can’t even get them out of that pesky 
little hole. It’s hard enough getting them out 
when they’re not wet and clumpy.

      Make sure the humans are cleaning the 
birdfeeder regularly. It should be spotless!

      A good birdfeeder will be under a 
covering that protects it from rain, like a tree 
branch or a roof overhang. If there are thorny 
bushes around the feeder, even better. The 
thorns will help keep away sneaky cats.

And remember, if you’re showing signs of this 
illness that’s been going around (weakness, 
shaking, crusty eyes) get yourself to the Wild 
Bird Fund rehabilitation center in the Upper 
West Side. Local cat Scrappy Sharpfangs has 
(generously?) offered to help take any sick 
birds to the center. I leave it up to you 
whether you’d like to partake of that offer.

In any case, stay safe out there, birdies.



Bertha Greyfeather has taken up painting after being inspired by the Audubon Mural Project.

Some of you newer visitors to the city have 
asked about the 5 foot tall birds you’ve been 
seeing on buildings here. Don’t be alarmed: 
they’re just paintings! They’re part of the 
Audubon Mural Project, a public art project 
that was started by some bird-friendly humans: 
the National Audubon Society and Gitler 
&_____ Gallery. These humans are clearly on 
“Team Birds”, as we like to say.

Jennifer Bogo, from the National Audubon 
Society, was nice enough to chat with us 
about the murals:

Hi Jenny. We’re flattered that humans 
wanted to make big portraits of us 
everywhere. You make us blush! Can I ask: 
why did you highlight those particular 
birds?

We at Audubon love all birds! But with the 
Audubon Mural Project, we wanted to call 
special attention to birds that may be 
threatened with extinction from climate 
change. As I’m sure you know, there are lots of 
things that pose a risk to birds: cats(!), 
pollution, giant glass buildings. But our 

scientists have decided that climate change 
poses the biggest threat of all.

Could you give a quick explanation of what 
extinction is in a way that our bird brains 
can understand? 

Unfortunately, Robin, that means you may no 
longer be able to find the food and habitat 
you need to survive. Flowers and insects 
might not emerge when you need to eat. Or 
maybe it will become too hot for your babies. 
Or rising seas will wash away your lovely 
beachfront home. Maybe giant storms will 
flood your nest. Sorry! Extinction is very bad.

We love hearing about things humans are 
doing to help us birds. Can you name one 
or two small things that humans can do to 
help fight bird extinction?

There’s lots that humans can do, but the 
important thing is to start somewhere – and 
then build on that. In fact, we created a handy 
guide to help people take action on climate 
change in their homes, communities, and on 
even bigger scales. Please tell all your human 
friends to check it out at audubon.org/
climate-action-guide. And good luck! We’re 
rooting for you.



It’s a common saying that “a bird rarely sees 
beyond its own beak” and these days one 
must often keep one’s eyes focused 
downwards, always searching for one’s next 
meal. But if that bird was to raise its head and 
look up as the season turns to autumn it would 
witness the skies over its head become one of 
the greatest superhighways of avian passage 
on the planet. As the summer ends the mighty 
Atlantic Flyway is gearing up to host the Great 
Migration South!

The southern migration starts far North with 
the waterfowl. After a summer of frolics and 
fun — eating watercress sandwiches on rocky 
northern beaches — hundreds of thousands of 
northern waterfowl (or Wetsuits, as I like to call 
them) are turning their winter thoughts towards 
Florida. Flotillas of geese, swans and ducks 
vacate their summer lake homes with a 

Recently I’ve been learning about my distant 
cousins who fly north in the summer when it 
gets hot and south in the winter when it gets 
cold. These migrating birds just seem to know 
how to find the right direction to fly. I am sure 
they use their eyes to see landmarks, such as 
city parks and mountains. But it also seems 
that they can somehow sense which way is 
north or south. Humans find directions by 
looking at a magnetic compass needle which is 
moved by Earth’s magnetism and always 
points to the north and south magnetic poles. 
But a migrating bird doesn’t carry a compass.

Well, some curious human scientists think they 
have discovered how my migrating cousins 
know which way is which. It seems the birds 
have a unique molecule in their eyes that is 
sensitive to the Earth’s invisible magnetism (a 
molecule is a very very small part of 
something). Scientists think that birds can just 
look ahead and tell which way is north (or 
south) and fly in that direction.

Do you ever notice how humans sometimes 
wear sunglasses that are dark at the top of the 
lens but get slowly lighter towards the bottom 
of the lens? It probably helps humans safely 
look at where they are stepping on the 
ground. The human scientists have found that 
this may be similar to how my migrating 
cousins “see” north. The molecule in their 
eyes, which is affected by the Earth’s 
magnetism, may make their eyes see parts of 
the world lighter and other parts darker, like 
those sunglasses, which helps guide them to 
the north or south!

By Bill Quill
History and Science Reporter

By Hal Heron
Reporter for Migration Events and Other News 
from the Atlantic Flyway



up for the development of human flocks, 
forcing many birds to share valuable space and  
resources. Even harder hit, says Bjorn, are the 
shorebirds who need coastline for food supply 
and nesting sites. In some places the coastline 
is being covered by the sea at an alarming rate 
and our brothers and sisters like the Plovers 
and Oystercatchers are really suffering. Plus, as 
we all know, the climate is getting hotter and 
the autumn storms more severe, making the 
journey even more dangerous.

Every class of migratory bird is worried about 
these developments and all watch closely to 
see what other animals, especially the humans, 
will do to correct this trend and protect our 
incredible journey. In the meantime this great 
peregrination will persist as it always has, 
helping with plant pollination, pest control, 
and most importantly, displaying for all the 
world the power, mystery, and ancestral rites 
of birds.

It is difficult for most city birds to see this 
ancient flight of fancy because the caravan 
passes by mostly at nighttime. So this autumn 
if you hear ancient bird cries high above you as 
you lie cosy in your nest, or sense the distant 
thrum of wingbeats pulling on your soul — 
spare a thought for the hundreds of thousands 
toiling high above in the Atlantic Flyway as 
they persist on their ancient odyssey and all 
the rewards and dangers it contains. And on 
moonlit nights don’t forget to look up beyond 
your own beak. You might even catch a 
passing glimpse of this mighty avian armada 
silhouetted against the universe.

splattering of clownish webbed feet on water. 
Trumpeting and honking like a herd of clumsy 
elephants these goofy seaplanes somehow 
duckwalk themselves into the atmosphere. Up 
there they miraculously transform into one of 
the most graceful sights to behold: thousands 
of mighty bird echelons darkening the skies. 
Each individual bird maintains her position in 
formation, flying shoulder to shoulder with her 
sisters, honking support, and digging in 
together for the long task ahead: a flight of 
thousands of miles through all kinds of weather 
towards warm Southern resting grounds. It is 
the most extraordinary displacement of avian 
life between here and the Mississippi River.

The journey is long and hazardous. As the 
birds migrate thousands of miles from the 
bottom of the Arctic to Florida and beyond 
(some Wetsuits won’t stop til they reach Brazil) 
they face perils such as bad weather, wildlife 
attacks (including by some birds — you know 
who you are), and other mysterious dangers 
such as the Exploding Places, where individual 
flyers seem to explode in a sudden 
thunderclap, burst into a cloud of feathers, and 
fall spiralling to the ground. No one 
understands why this happens but humans are 
suspected. Certainly there is a link between 
the Exploding Places and the wooden bird 
mannequins humans keep near their floating 
houses. (And we know with humans there is 
often thunder.)

Still other perils await upon arrival. The 
Wetsuits encounter drought, scarcity of 
essential food supplies, and even entire 
southern wetlands that are simply 
disappearing. My good friend Bjorn is an Arctic 
Tern and in his younger days he used to travel 
tens of thousands of miles a year. He says that 
lately winter grounds and wetlands have been 
disappearing at an incredible rate. Often 
wetlands empty for many years are now built 



By The Grand Old Owl, Cornelia Greytuft
(Chief Justice of Bird Court)

Birds and balloons. It’s a tricky mix. On the 
one hand balloons can be a welcome sign 
that a human picnic party is taking place, 
which usually means an after-party feast of 
crumbs for us birds. But the trouble starts 
when humans release balloons into the air. 
Balloons are made of latex or foil, which can 
last a long time. They can cause injuries and 
even death for us (not to mention the sea fish 
and turtles in our nearby waterways). Just ask 
Renata Fluffback whose poor little chick ate a 
piece of balloon after mistaking the colorful 
fleck of latex for food. The wire or plastic tied 
to the balloon can also be a problem. We all 
remember how Frankie Greyfeather lost his 
left foot as a result of such entanglement. 

This summer, the nearby states of Maine, 
Maryland, and Virginia joined several other 
states in passing laws about the Release of 
Balloons. What these laws say is, if humans let 
balloons fly away on purpose, they will have 
to pay some money as a fine. This is good 
news for us and for our parks. I, for one, am 
hopeful that more states will recognize the 
wisdom of such legal action to help keep our 
birds and wildlife safe. As a beloved human 
compatriot once said: “Real change, enduring 
change, happens one step at a time.”



In other news, I’ve been invited by a group of 
Manhattan Double Crested Cormorants for a 
spot of fishing and “turtle riding” — whatever 
that is — at Turtle Pond in Central Park. I’ll let 
you know how that goes. I wouldn’t normally 
get to hang with cormorants and I’m looking 
forward to it. Their feathers aren’t waterproof 
which I find odd and must be a disadvantage 
for the waders, but they are pretty good at 
fishing nonetheless. 

I spent last Saturday exploring some old 
haunts around Staten Island and as I was 
doing my statue thing near some human 
boats I saw something remarkable. The 
humans had technology that could show on a 
screen where the fish were underwater. Has 
anyone else seen that? If we waterbirds could 
somehow figure out how to operate such a 
device it would save all that time we spend 
swimming aimlessly or standing around 
motionless until a fish happens by. But it’s 
probably not as meditative, and I’m an old 
school gal anyway!

Thanks for all your letters and questions 
about fishing, and keep ‘em coming! Today’s 
question comes from Tim, a Glossy Ibis 
currently fishing the harbor but wanting to 
get in on the city scene. Tim wants to know 
“if the fish taste good out of the Gowanus”. 
The short answer, Tim, is NO and that is why 
hardly any birds fish there, as no doubt you 
noticed. The humans fouled up the Gowanus 
Canal pretty bad and while they’re making 
good progress cleaning it up, that news 
hasn’t spread to the fish yet. Either that or 
they have developed their manky flavour as 
an evolutionary advantage. If so, it worked. 
But keep looking, Tim. You will carve out your 
own fishing hole in the city with time. 

Till then, keep spearing those fish and I’ll see 
y’all on the water!

By Captain Janice Longshank, Great Egret

Hey there Fisherbirds, Captain Jan here with 
tips on Fishing in New York! First, the good 
news is: I’ve found another excellent fishing 
hole in Prospect Park that hardly any bird 
knows about! The water is sweet, the area 
nicely shaded, and it’s full of tender, lithe, little 
fish, just perfect in size and wonderfully 
delicious. I have spent the last few mornings 
dining at this fine spot and it has not been 
found wanting. Best of all, no birders!

Now the bad news... I’m not going to tell you 
where it is, haha! The last time I revealed my 
secret spot at the Upper Pond it was promptly 
inundated with local fisherbirds as well as 
professional waders from out of state, 
including two black-crowned night herons 
from Jersey. This many waders of course 
attracted the human paparazzi and, while I 
have no problem showing off my fancy 
plumage for the camera, the crews were 
scaring off all the fish. Plus the increase in 
swimming dogs that came with them gave the 
fish an offputting flavor, IMO.

So nope, not gonna tell ya about this new 
spot, but if you’re serious you’ll find it. It’s a 
perfect set up for us wading birds and likely as 
not you’ll find me there. I’ll give y’all a clue 
though. The fish taste slightly of magnolia. 
Hmmmmm... ;-)



LOOKING FOR KIN—I come from MedellÍn, 
Colombia. My name is Dulce. I am Antioquia 
Brushfinch bird. I no know more birds like me in 
Colombia. No more. I go all over world to find 
another bird like me. Is it you? If so, please 
contact me. If I no find another bird like me, I 
fear I go extincto.

COLD BIRDBATH—Red-winged Blackbird 
here. It’s been MAD hot out here this summer. 
I’m calling first dibs on that big stone birdbath 
in the backyard a block north of Betsy Head 
Park. You know it: it’s the one that the human 
owners put cold ice cubes in every afternoon. 
If you want to use it too, bring me some bird 
seed and I’ll let you splash in it. 5 seeds gets 
you 5 minutes.

HUGE THANK YOU—to all the kind birds who 
showed such great concern for the well-being 
of my little sparrow baby who got painfully 
stuck in the big blackberry bush west of Tivoli 
town. I wanted to let everyone know that she 
was rescued by a couple of caring human 
children and though she is recovering well 
from the traumatizing incident, she protests 
that she will “NEVER, EVER eat another 
blackberry EVER AGAIN” — we suspect that 
she’ll soon get over that! The humans named 
her “Blackberry” as a result of the incident 
(humans can be so literal, sometimes!). But we 
have since renamed her Petunia.

DUCK SAFETY COMMITTEE—Duck here. I 
don’t know if it’s because of the pandemic 
and all these humans adopting dogs or what, 
but the amount of dogs down at the Dog 
Beach this summer is just totally out of 
control. I know there’s a fence there to keep 
them from swimming out to us, but the other 
day there was a jumpy retriever named Ginger 
that swam around it and came right up to my 
family. She said she was just playing, but still. 
Are you as concerned as I am about all this? 
Then join the Duck Safety Committee, 
meeting this Friday at noon at Fallkill Bridge.
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BAT-HUMAN AND SPIDER-HUMAN: I saw a 
human child reading picture books in the park 
the other day. One book had drawings of a 
man who was half human, half bat. The other 
had a human who was half spider. I am 
thinking this must be the beginning of another 
of those human cloning experiments. I 
snatched one of the books as evidence. I have 
it with me in the second Oak east of the 
Ravine, if you want to come take a look and 
discuss it. It’s alarming, to say the least.

LOST SPIDER—answers to “Frankie”.
Please don’t eat him. Gotten kinda fond of him.

DOG LOOKING FOR BIRDS—Hiya, just a 
friendly young dog here (well, young at heart, 
ha ha). I guess you could call me a retriever 
but I don’t actually “retrieve” anything. I just 
like to chase things! Any birds out there that 
will let me chase them? You can find me at 
the Dog Beach (like, basically ALL the time, 
ha ha). Ginger.

MEMORIAL SERVICE FOR “BARRY” THE 
OWL—our beloved friend “Barry” was hit by 
a vehicle while flying low the other day in 
Central Park. Come share your memories of 
her funny (and sometimes off-color) stories, 
and her quick wit. Meet at noon on Sunday at 
her favorite tree by the boathouse.

NEED BIRD WITH SHARP BEAK—Piping 
Plover here. So, out of nowhere this human 
grabs me yesterday on the beach and snaps 
a cheap plastic bracelet thingy around one of 
my legs. Apparently it means I’m being 
tracked! (Doesn’t anyone respect privacy 
anymore?) I need to get this thing off ASAP 
as I’m about to head south and I really don’t 
like the idea of being watched, but I can’t 
seem to just peck it off. Looking for a smart 
bird with a sharp beak and a dextrous nature 
to help me get it off. I’m looking at you, crows! 
Can pay in seeds. I’ll be on the Rockaway 
beach shoreline tomorrow at noon, hacking 
away at this thing.




