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ά¸ŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭǳƴŎƘ L ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Ŝŀǎǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ōŜŀŎƘ to the gap and 
around on the outside to the bullrush pool. I did a circuit of it drawing 
dragon flies. I heard a little green heron complaining and saw white guano 
beneath a pine branch. Then I looked up into a dead pine beyond, and saw 
a young heron climb up using feet, wings, and the point of its bill. Then it 
reached a branch and stood -- and stretched and stretched, silhouetted 
against an enormous white cloud. It seemed that with very little it would 
'climb the cloud and take the kingdom of heaven by force -- God knows it 
needs taking. I drew it in ecstasy. It was a concentrated image that nothing 
could take from me. If it was not poetry it was the image asked for by Yeats 
from which poetry is made. I am a painter so this morning I did two 
watercolors of it before I got out of bed. This does not mean that I am 
going to be content with that one image for the rest of my life. It will 
generate power in me for a while, then I need another. One image 
succeeds another with surprising regularity on Horn Island. Whether they 
could be shared is another matter-- people ƴŜŜŘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ 

-- from The Horn Island Logs of Walter Inglis Anderson (Sugg, editor, 1973) 
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PREFACE 
 
In ¢I9 Dw99b .Lw5 Lb !¦D¦{¢ LΩƳ ǎƘŀǊing my views about the warm season in northwest Arkansas, 

mainly April to October. This opens when buntings show up out in the fields, through sunflowers and 

ripe tomatoes, and closes when Blue-winged Teal head south and American Coots take up winter 

residence. There are also side trips to favorite spots, like the pawpaw grove at Lake Atalanta in Rogers 

and maybe looking ahead to some fun winter birding. 

²ƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōƛǊŘ ƛƴ !ǳƎǳǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ speaks for itself. For example, 

Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊe out with binoculars, a few friends, or a bunch from 

Northwest Arkansas Audubon Society and Arkansas Native Plant Society, looking for a Painted Bunting, 

especially a green one and in the process ς say on a trip to Chesney Prairie Natural Area -- stumble on a 

patch of Oklahoma grass pink orchids? hǊ ǘƘŜ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ .ǳǘǘƻƴǎ ŀǘ bƛƴŜǎǘƻƴŜ [ŀƴŘ ¢ǊǳǎǘΚ Or Palafoxia 

callosa blooming on limestone glade remnants above Beaver Lake? Or examining the other worldly 

purple flowers of pawpaws, or a timber rattler under a flowering umbrella magnolia above the Buffalo 

River?  

¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘȅǇƻǘƘŜǎƛǎ 

that it is OK to plant tomatoes when pawpaws have set fruit.  

Many of these essays involve birds, since with brilliant feathers and complex songs, they clearly 

own title to a chunk of our shared universe. But not only birds. Out there in the same warm bunting 

season are ashy sunflowers, prairie kingsnakes and violent thunderstorms. This book is also about how 

winny calls of an Eastern Screech-Owl blends with early morning sounds of the city recycle truck 

collecting on my street at first light. 

I had fun collecting the images paired with essays. I was trying to find the center of my days. I 

credit life, quite evident in the warm months and especially the green bird in August. Credit also goes to 

an inexpensive digital camera that allowed me to record that moment when the unexpected popped up 

to kick-start my spirit. Other credits belong to companions who joined me on many of these trips. In this 

regard, I especially credit Joan Reynolds, whose sharp eyes for  all things great and small, and especially 

flowers and bumblebees, added so muc h to many of these trips. 

These essays appeared in various forms and in various places in 2012 and 2013. Some started 

out on my facebook page others on ARBIRD, the online discussion list for birds and birders in Arkansas. 

Some got started in the middle of the night, when I should have been sleeping.  

The closest brush with profundity may be my thought, expressed here and there, that life is 

about more than just US.ς Joe Neal 
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 WELCOME TO THE NATURAL STATE April 3 

  

American Golden-Plovers are in Arkansas River valley farmlands just east of Van Buren today. 

Flocks of 43, 20, 350+, 85, 625+, 211 equals 1,334, and more went uncounted. My highest 

counts are near the sod farm, corner of Crawford Road and Westville south of Kibler where I 

park in deep mud of a farm road. I see them in their typical plover upright stance, watchful, 

dignified. They walk-stop-look. Then come sudden flushes. Plover flocks are tight, their 

movements synchronous. They sweep low over wet short grass fields, then down again. I think 

this may be one reason why birds fascinate. A big open field without obvious animation one day 

suddenly becomes the center of a spectacular pilgrimage. We in the valley are a middling stop 

on the route from winter in South America to summer northern Alaska and Canada. Midway 

more less, that is, involving thousands of miles and unseen perils, Argentine pampas of golden-

plover winter to their arctic tundra of summer. Welcome to the Natural State.  



[Lb/h[bΩ{ {t!wwh² W¦{¢ t!{{LbD ¢Iwh¦DI. SO ARE WE April 4 

 

 

 
 

[ƛƴŎƻƭƴΩǎ {ǇŀǊǊƻǿ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŜŜŘŜǊ in Fayetteville this week. Unlike the more numerous 

White-ǘƘǊƻŀǘŜŘ {ǇŀǊǊƻǿǎΣ [ƛƴŎƻƭƴΩǎ Ƴŀƛƴƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊŜǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƛƴƎǎΦ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜ ōǊƻǿƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴŜ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ǿŀǎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘǊŜŀƪǎ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

have one of our ǇŀǇŜǊ ŘŜŜŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ Ŏƻǳƴǘȅ ǘŀȄŜǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ 

if they are just passing through; for that matter, so are we. I was a Southern Baptist long 

enough to understand belief. I have never lost the sense that we are greater than the apparent 

sum of our parts. Our get ahead-at-any-cost culture, the one that tries to super size everything 

no matter cost or loss, undermines us. My preferred antidote: birds. If it works for birds, it may 

work for us.  

 



ROARING OIL WELL AS DUCK WHISPERER April 5 

 

[ŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǊƛŎŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ .ƭŀŎƪƭŀƴŘ wƻŀŘΣ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǊǘƘŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ CǊƻƎ .ŀȅƻǳ ²a!Σ ŀǊŜ 

ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀƭΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛƴ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƻƴ .ƭŀŎƪƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ƳǳŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘǎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǇŜriodically, an intriguing cloud of teal rose 

and resettled.  A friendly man driving a tractor said fresh gravel had been added to a well pad 

road that goes right into the middle of the rice field. I was welcome! Ducks took flight as I drove 

toward a working pumpjack and roaring engine, storage tanks. Next to the engine house, scope 

on the window, studying teal, in the shadow of fierce mechanical noise, ducks went about their 

ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘΦ wƻŀǊƛƴƎ ƻƛƭ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ Řuck 

whisperer? Working roaring popping squeaking energy extraction and calm teal. I estimate 

1,400 teal, 70% Blue-winged, the rest Green-winged, plus a few Northern Shovelers and 

Mallards. In addition, there were at least 850 American Golden-Plovers, numbers of Greater 

ŀƴŘ [ŜǎǎŜǊ ¸ŜƭƭƻǿƭŜƎǎΣ Ǉƭǳǎ tŜŎǘƻǊŀƭ ŀƴŘ [Ŝŀǎǘ {ŀƴŘǇƛǇŜǊǎΣ ²ƛƭǎƻƴΩǎ {ƴƛǇŜΣ ŀƴŘ {ŀǾŀƴƴŀƘ 

Sparrows everywhere.  



CRANE STORY April 14 

 

Lƴ !ǳƎǳǎǘ нлмн L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ .Ǌƛŀƴ LƴŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ !Ǌƪŀƴǎŀǎ DŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ CƛǎƘ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ {ŀƴŘƘƛƭƭ 

Crane immediately northeast of Frog Bayou WMA, south of Dyer, in the Arkansas River Valley. I 

found it in an extensive field along Blackland Road on August 20, 2012. Its right wing was 

injured. Now Bill Beall and Jim Nieting have found 3 cranes in the same area, starting on April 8. 

The injured bird is missing a series of flight feathers that leaves the tip of the wing looking like it 

has a big hole bitten from it. Joan Reynolds and I saw the birds flying. The two uninjured birds 

gained altitude faster, with the injured-wing bird slower and lower ς but in flight. At distance, 

we also saw some crane dancing, but were unsure which birds were involved. Sandhill Cranes 

form cohesive family groups, involving parents and off spring, at least in the first year. Was 

what we are seeing out there now a family group interrupted at some point by a wing injury to 

one? If yes, was the group passing through the Arkansas Valley in spring migration, and the 

injured bird only spotted later? 



GODWIT JACKPOT April 18 

 

We hit the spring migration jackpot today, especially with Marbled and Hudsonian Godwits. The 

stage was set when last night and this morning a strong warm front collided with a strong cold 

front. There were big thunders in the night and then as much as 4 inches of rain. Big fields were 

widely turned into bird-filled playas. At Vaughn in the rain, a couple of miles south of 

Centerton, Mike Mlodinow saw Upland Sandpipers (9), then a Marbled Godwit and Willet, 

along with Blue-winged Teals in flooded fields. We headed for the hatchery, but then found 

another Marbled Godwit right along the road. Now the rain was tapering off, air cooling. At the 

ƘŀǘŎƘŜǊȅΣ ƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦƭƻŎƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŦƭƻŎƪ όмллΣ трΣ урΣ мнύ ƻŦ CǊŀƴƪƭƛƴΩǎ DǳƭƭǎΣ ƛƴ ōǊŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǇƭǳƳŀƎŜΦ 

We decided to head over toward Chesney Prairie Natural Area at Siloam Springs. Adjacent 

/ƘŜǎƴŜȅ tǊŀƛǊƛŜ b!Σ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ¦ǇƭŀƴŘ {ŀƴŘǇƛǇŜǊǎ όуύΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ŀ ŦƭƻŎƪ όмрύ ƻŦ .ǊŜǿŜǊΩǎ .ƭŀŎƪōƛǊŘǎΦ ! 

former small pond just southeast of Chesney had become an extensive shallow lake. Included 

along its new shoreline were Willets (3), Hudsonian (2) and Marbled (2) Godwits, American 

Golden-Plovers (85), etc.  Today we had a vision of a migration as it must have been in a distant, 

pre-settlement past. Then, the many tribes of shorebirds, including Eskimo Curlews, hurried 

north through what is now western Arkansas, stopping only when, as today, big fronts collided. 

We tallied 18 shorebird species for the day. 



SOME WITH WELL-DEVELOPED WHITE BORDERS April 24 

 
 

Birding the Arkansas River Valley south of Kibler was fun today, especially IF you like mud 
hogging. The roads were wretched after rain yesterday. I thought we might find a bunch of 
¦ǇƭŀƴŘ {ŀƴŘǇƛǇŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜΦ {ŜǾŜƴ {ǿŀƛƴǎƻƴΩǎ IŀǿƪǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
vicinity of the sod farm at Westville & Crawford Roads, provided compensation, as did two 
juvenile Bald Eagles along East Arnold Road, plus a singing Western Meadowlark. 
 
Later in the afternoon, Joan Reynolds and I spent an hour at Woolsey Wet Prairie in 
Fayetteville. First up, Upland Sandpipers (6), soon followed by White-faced Ibises, some with 
well-ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ōƻǊŘŜǊǎ όрύΣ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ²ƛƭǎƻƴΩǎ tƘŀƭŀǊƻǇŜǎ όтύΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǊŜōƛǊŘ 
species and lots of Savannah Sparrows, with remarkable yellow eyebrows (supercilium). 
 


