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

A hearty welcome to the hundreds of 
migrating bird species who’ve made the 
exhausting trek along the Atlantic Flyway this 
spring and have stopped off here for awhile.

Some of you flying over New York City 
recently might have been puzzled by a forest 
of dead (!) trees that cropped up overnight in 
Madison Square Park. Turns out it’s an art 
exhibit called “Ghost Forest”, created by 
human artist Maya Lin, to show people how 
trees are being killed by climate change. It 
always warms my heart when humans are

looking out for our homes. Maya is clearly on 
Team Birds.

Also in the news this spring: crunchy cicadas! 
Every 17 years, a brood of cicadas emerges 
from where they’ve been nesting 
underground. As soon as the soil gets to a 
certain temperature, they’ll pop out, under 
the cover of darkness. Unfortunately there 
aren’t as many popping out in NY as there 
used to be — probably because humans have 
been building so many buildings. So if you’re 
looking for a cicada feast, you might have to 
fly to another state.

As always, send your letters and questions to 
the editor at: robin@brooklynbirdbugle.com. 
And now for the top news…

Editor-in-Chief



by Juno Scarletfeather-Clawfoot
Foreign Correspondent in Sligo, Ireland

At the end of last week, flocks of sparrows on 
a green hillside on the west coast of Ireland 
were gossiping about a grey, white, and 
emerald “homing pigeon” or possible “racing 
pigeon” that had lost her way and wound up 
in a part of the Irish countryside known to 
local birds as Lil’ Brooklyn. The gossip was 
made more salacious by the knowledge that 
Lil’ Brooklyn was the lair of not one, but two, 
well-known murderous cats. Of course, 
your humble journalist flew right over 
to investigate.

Immediately on the scene I saw the sign of 
claw scratches on the gatepost that tells those 
in the know that a cat lives nearby. I watched 
my back and began to sniff out some local 
fauna. The first bird I came across was Tommy 
Wagtail, a dapper little gent. He remembered 
the day well.

“I saw the pigeon come walking into the yard 
like she owned the place,” Tommy recalled. 
“White and so clean, I remember! With grey 
striping and small patches of emerald feathers 
around her throat. I stood there with my beak 
agape! I mean, walking in here like that! Did 
she not know about the cat?”

Tommy wagged his tail up and down.

“And then what did she do? She walked 
straight in the open door of the human house! 
Like, did she not know that a cat also lives in 
there as well!”

It turns out the white bird was a lost homing 
pigeon or racing pigeon that likely got blown 
off course in some recent hailstorms and 
ended up hundreds of miles from home.

“Some homing pigeon,” Tommy commented 
wryly, spitting out a seed husk. 

The humans of the house resolved the 
situation by involving other humans and in the 
end the pigeon was transported to her cosy 
roost in Galway in a cardboard box in the rear 
of a human-driven automobile. Tommy 
Wagtail reported that this news caused such a 
degree of mirth among the local small-bird 
population that one of them accidentally laid 
an egg.

The pigeon was returned by means of a 
communication code that had been affixed to 
her leg because she was of exceedingly high 
value, estimated at around €100 ($120).

Tommy opined that she would have still 
tasted the same to a cat.

Lil’ Brooklyn was named after a human 
connection to Brooklyn, NY, led to a number 
of “I     Brooklyn” t-shirts drying on the 
clothes line where young chaffinchs like to 
hang out and poop.

The local area is patrolled by two cats, the 
fearsome Lawntiger and the aged matriarch 
known to the local birds as Cyclops, a true 
terror in her day.



Pigeon Bertha Greyfeather, who can 
understand human writing, informed The 
Brooklyn Bugle about a sign she’d seen the 
other day on a telephone pole advertising a 
get-together of the “birding community”. 
We’d like to take this opportunity to clarify for 
everyone the difference between the “bird 
community” and the “birding community”. 
While the “bird community” is all of us birds, 
the “birding community” is a group of humans 
who like to hang around and watch us, often 
through “binoculars” (devices meant to give 
the humans the visual strength of an eagle). 
Why these humans like to watch us is unclear. 
There is evidence that humans once lived in 
trees like we do, so it may be possible that 
they are trying to take over the trees again. 
(Some humans have already been spotted 
building smaller houses in backyard trees 
behind their houses, which is alarming).

Clarence Redtuft, a cardinal who accidentally 
attended one of these human get-togethers 
last spring, claims there is no danger in them. 
In fact, she says, the humans treated her as a 
guest of honor and spoke in “soft whispery 
tones” around her. But we advise you to avoid 
these gatherings unless you’re interested in 
being unceremoniously gawked-at.

Humans engaging in a ritual while dressed up as a snowy egret 
and a penguin.

With patience and keen observation this 
spring, you may be able to spot a pair of 
humans engaging in an unusual ritual in the 
park. You might observe one of them wearing 
a garment that resembles a snowy egret while 
the other is dressed like a penguin. Sometimes 
they’re both dressed like snowy egrets. 
Sometimes they’re both dressed like penguins.

This behavior has been observed in several 
kinds of humans, of all different sizes, but its 
purpose is not fully understood. It’s believed to 
be related to courtship; however, it does not 
seem standard, as many humans choose not to 
engage in this ritual at all. 

What we do know is that when it occurs there 
are often tasty cake morsels left scattered on 
the ground nearby for any passing birds.



One of the things I often ask myself as a Brooklyn foodie is: how can I eat more sustainably? One 
way you can have a fresh and flavorful meal while also helping the environment is to get more 
invasive insects into your diet. You know what I’m talking about: those pesky species that take over 
our trees, eating leaves and boring holes in tree trunks until the trees get weak and sick. By 
chowing down on these pests, we can have a good meal AND help our beloved trees. Here’s a 
guide to help you identify some of these tasty dishes:

These little pests can kill 30% of our trees! Who do they think 
they are? Luckily for us birds, they’re also juicy and crunchy. 
Best suited for all you woodpeckers out there.

The larvae of these tree-killers like to eat the inside of tree 
bark and cut off a tree’s nutrients. They were spotted in 
Prospect Park a few years ago—some nerve they have. 
They might be hard to find because their shiny metallic 
coloring makes them blend in well. But look out for their 
tell-tale “D” shaped exit holes in the bark of Ash trees.

Gypsy moths have been rising in parts of New York state 
the last couple years. So they might eventually be chewing 
through the leaves on our favorite trees. You bigger birds 
who don’t mind tiny hairs in your throat can eat them while 
they’re in their tasty and squishy caterpillar stage. For the 
smaller chickadees who find them too hairy: give their 
eggs a try.

By Alan Bluefeather, Food Reporter



Our Health and Safety Reporter, Marco 
Greyback, would like to warn everyone that 
this time of year there is usually a rise in bird 
injuries due to collisions with mirrors and 
windows.

This is particularly common with male 
cardinals who frequently mistake their own 
reflections for rival birds. In springtime, when 
male birds are staking claim to their territory, 
even the appearance of their own mirror 
images can feel like a threat.

Tony Redplume knows this only too well. He’s 
nursing a sore beak after a recent encounter 
with a car mirror. “I was thinking, who’s this 
tough guy comin’ at me?” he recounted.
“Before I knew it, I was smashing headfirst 
into my own reflection.”

Tony says he thought it was strange at first 
that the bird wasn’t saying anything back to 
him. “A Brooklyn cardinal that doesn’t talk 
back?” he says, “I shoulda known.”

Tony Redplume is now more wary of his own reflection.

A new series by guest writer Bill Quill 
(nom de plume) 

Not many birds can read human written 
words. However, human words would not have 
been written so easily if it was not for us birds! 
You see, in the past, long ago, I mean nearly 
two thousand years ago, there were no 
convenient pencils or pens until humans 
discovered they could use a bird feather (a 
quill) to write on paper. These were called quill 
pens (yes, same as my name!). The best 
feathers for quill pens were from large birds 
such as geese. Their feathers were big enough 
to use in a human hand, and had a thick rib 
that could hold a good amount of ink.

Humans usually found the quill feathers just 
laying on the ground after the molting season 
when our feathers fall out and new ones grow 
in. The inside of over half the feather is hollow, 
so it is a like a very skinny tube and can hold 
some liquid ink. Humans would cut the fat tip 
of the feather on an angle and slightly split the 
cut lip, to make a writing nib or tip. Then they 
would dip the nib into an ink well, a small bowl 
that looked a bit like an egg-cup and the ink 
would go slightly up the inside of the quill. 
The humans would then wipe off any extra ink 
drops and hold the quill like a pen, and start 
to write or draw. The inside of the quill did not 
hold much ink, so they could only write a few 
words and then had to dip the quill in the ink 
again to get more ink. The quill did not last 
very long, so humans would have to find more 
feathers to make new quills. Feathers were a 
popular item to collect and use. Then, about 
200 years ago, humans invented mechanical 
pens and no longer needed our feathers.



FOUND: big, yellow, lifeless rubber chicken. I 
assume it belonged to a human. It’s grotesque. 
I mean, what’s that about?? I’ve left it by the 
Fourth Spicebush south of Lookout Hill. Please, 
someone, just take it away.

FREE GIVEAWAY: found a small compass. I 
don’t need it. Don’t know who would.

NEST-MAKING WORKSHOP—The best 
compliment you can get on your nest is: “it’s 
so YOU.” But not all of us have the resources 
to make our nest feel like a cozy home. Join 
this nest-making workshop and learn simple 
tips to make the most of what you have. Our 
motto is “collect the things you love”. That 
shiny candy wrapper might serve no purpose 
in your nest, but you just REALLY love it, so 
go for it! You’ll also learn tips for “bringing 
the outside in” using decorative elements 
found in nature (this isn’t hard to do). We’ll 
also teach you how to use up all the available 
space in your tiny abode. Feed your kids in 
the same place that you laid your eggs. No 
one’s judging. This Sunday in the south part 
of the Rose Garden at noon. Cost: 8 seeds.

BIRTH ANNOUNCEMENT—Loretta “Hot 
Dog” Flamefeather, of Dutchess County, 
announces the arrival of a brood of new baby 
chickens: Eggy, Dusty, Tangy, and quite a few 
others whose names she’s forgotten. Rooster 
Chipstar RedComb reports that he is 
“thrilled” to be a father. The chicks will be 
raised with the help of doting Aunt Amber. 
They will live in the coop by the field, next to 
the memorial dedicated to previous chicks 
Wooly Mammoth and Sugar Rush.

TRACE YOUR ANCESTRY—Do you think of 
yourself as a chill, mellow bird? Think again! 
Come learn about your SAVAGE dinosaur 
ancestry! Volunteer geneologists will help you 
find your branch of the bird family tree. Meet at 
noon on Sunday on the roof of the Picnic 
House. You’ll be amazed by the stories. ROAR! 



COMMUNAL LIVING NEST—Monk Parrot 
here. Are you resourceful, easy to get along 
with, and don’t mind doing your part? Are 
you tired of the rat race trying to scrape by 
every month just to live in some drafty, flimsy 
nest? Are you good at weaving and making 
basic mortar from your saliva? Then come talk 
to us about joining our commune. Our nest is 
located at the top of the gothic spire at the 
main entrance gate to Greenwood Cemetery. 
You can’t miss it. Stop by anytime and ask for 
Leaf Greenback and I’ll show you around. 
Everyone’s welcome.

SEEKING ATTIC SPACE—QUIET, 
RESPONSIBLE YOUNG BAT seeking small 
space to sleep in. I love pre-war buildings 
with character and a cozy, dark overhang, but 
I’m open to anything. Maybe you’re a bird 
who has some space in an attic that you’re 
willing to share with me? I’m generally out all 
night and I sleep all day, but I’m no party 
animal. Ideally you have opposite sleeping 
hours and we could share some space. I don’t 
need a lot of room and if you’re not freaked 
out by upside-down sleeping then I’m sure 
we’ll get along. I have references if you need.

TOUR AVAILABLE—EAST RIVER 
WATERFRONT. Local seagull here. Nobody 
knows Brooklyn like I do. I’ll show you the 
best spots that even locals have trouble 
finding. We’ll fly from Brooklyn Bridge Park to 
Red Hook, stopping at a secret watering hole 
along the way where you can sample my 
hidden stash of fish heads. At Red Hook I’ll 
take you to an unmarked dump behind a 
restaurant where you can pick at crab shells 
to your hearts content. Meet this Friday at 
high noon at the Northernmost Chokeberry 
Bush south of the Brooklyn Bridge. Cost: 1 
potato chip, the greasier the better.
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WANTED—SURVEY RESPONDENTS. Local 
pigeons needed: The Committee for Pigeon 
Peace is conducting a survey to find out the 
top reasons why local pigeons squabble with 
other pigeons. Tell us what you think. The 
results will be published in an upcoming 
newspaper. Fill out our survey at:
www.brooklynbirdbugle.com/pigeon-survey


