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To EVERYONE who participated….  THANK YOU!  

               NEWSLETTER Volume 5,  Issue 2 – Summer / Fall 2014 

Well Done! 
What a wet, wet year it was! 

          C. Artuso 

Despite the seemingly endless rains and widespread 

flooding, you did so much in 2014 to complete your 

squares and help us reach our goals and we are deeply 

indebted! Please don’t forget to mark November 7th on 

your calendar for our celebration dinner (p2) where you 

can share the moment with other extraordinary volunteers 

like yourself.   
 

And also please be sure to email us to tell us your stories 

and your experiences with the atlas. We’d like to hear your 

thoughts. We may be able to use these in a future 

newsletter, perhaps this winter when we  will discuss life 

after the Atlas! 

Phase one is complete - five years of outstanding 

effort! Manitoba atlassers have amassed over 40,000 

hours of survey effort and 300,00 records! The map 

below gives you a sense of what we have achieved… 

with many more data still to come!  

 

Mississippi Kite by Michael Loyd (see p 14) 
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Hurry – seating is limited! 

Greater White-fronted Geese in extreme northeastern 

Manitoba, by Christian Artuso. What these geese were 

doing there in the middle of June is still a mystery – could 

they have been  

breeding in  

MB?  

Atlas Celebration Dinner 
November 7th 2014, 6 pm, Caboto Centre  

1055 Wilkes Ave, Winnipeg, MB  R3P 2L7  

 
TICKETS:  $30 or $200 for a table of 8 

 contact Paula Grieef Phone:  204-467-3243 

   Email: p_grieef@ducks.ca 

 

Open Mic: If you want to share a short story (3 minutes) this is your big chance! 
 

Stories, prizes, raffles (6092-RF)… and more! 

 

   We have organised this event to celebrate our extraordinary 

   collective achievements! We  spent a lot of time  considering  

   the best possible options for a celebration and then a lot of  

   time searching   for the right venue to keep the costs of the  

   dinner to  an  absolute minimum.  We have found a bunch  

   of great prizes too!  Please don’t hesitate to bring  friends  

   along! 

  

  Questions… please get in touch! 

  

 NOTE: 

 We need ~6 volunteers on the night for tasks including 

 selling raffle tickets and taking photos… please get in touch 

 if you can help! 

 



Our Big Achievement 
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Our Big Achievement (that includes you!)  
 

WE DID IT!  Five years of solid effort (six for 

those involved in the planning year) and we have 

achieved what few thought possible – a citizen 

science triumph for a “small” province (population 

of only 1.2 million people ).  
 

In five years, over 1,000 people have donated their 

precious time in a variety of ways, but all rowing in 

the same direction towards the same goal. We have 

suffered countless mosquito and fly bites, flat tires, 

shipwrecks, booters and a host of other discomforts 

and difficulties but that has not slackened our 

resolve. No Manitoba “mountain” was too high and 

(more to the point) no swamp or bog too wide for 

our intrepid atlassers! We contributed five new 

species to the list of confirmed breeding species in 

the province and redefined the known ranges of 

many more. The staggering amount of data we 

have collected together is a tribute to our collective 

resolve and a major milestone for conservation. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

The maps and stats draw the eye but our atlas is so 

much more. This project is about community – and 

we have worked together as a community, building 

our skills and our knowledge and learning and 

sharing as we went. Over the past five years, we 

have run over 100 workshops in every corner of the 

province, thereby building this province’s capacity 

for citizen-science and environmental monitoring. 

Manitoba is richer for our efforts! 

All of this was difficult enough to do logistically but 

our financial contribution to environmental monitoring 

is also significant. You may not know that we raised 

around $1,000,000 over the past six years to make this 

project a reality. Atlassing in the north is extremely 

expensive so we had to stretch every penny to pull off 

what we did. Bringing such substantial funds to 

Manitoba was no easy feat and required endless hours 

of work and struggle behind the scenes. Furthermore, 

the many in-kind contributions we secured probably 

doubled that amount. Most of all, if you could put a 

price tag on the donated labour of our many volunteers 

(even using very conservative figures for their skilled 

labour) you would find the time donated would also be 

valued at over one million dollars – so don’t forget 

your tax receipt form! That is how we got to where we 

are today!  So, tilley hats off to you – you should be 

proud of your role and your achievement! 

Thank you all for all you have done for the birds! 

Photo: B. Chartier 



2014 

Expeditions 
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You win some, you lose some 

we sure didn’t have it easy but 

we still got a lot done! 

– here is a summary of the 

expeditions completed in 2014 

Eastside  by helicopter & hiking 

 Playgreen Lake and Limestone Bay by boat 

  God’s River by canoe (to be entered) 

Burntwood River by canoe  

Nanook area hike 

Wapusk National Park 

Cochrane River , Lac Brochet  to Reindeer Lake by canoe 

Courage Lake &  Gangler’s  Lodge outcamps by boat 

  Granville and Barrington Lakes by boat 

  South Indian Lake by boat 

Caribou River hike 

Psst… check it out! 

C. Artuso 



Expedition Thank-yous 
The Manitoba Lodges and Outfitters Association 

was extremely helpful and  the following lodges all 

transported and housed our atlassers: 
 

Aikens Lake Wilderness Lodge 

Agassiz-Waterhen River Lodge and Outfitters 

Big Sand Lake Lodge 

Budd's Gunisao Lake Lodge 

Canada's God's Lake Lodge 

Churchill Wild - Seal River Lodge 

Churchill Wild - Nanuk Polar Bear Lodge 

Crow Duck Lake Camp 

Dunlop's Fly- in Lodge and Outpost 

Gangler's North Seal River Lodge and Outposts 

Kississing Lake Lodge 

Laurie River Lake Lodge 

Nueltin’s Fly-in Lodges 

Munroe Lake Lodge 

The Lodge at Little Duck   

Quesnel Lake Caribou Lodge  

Shining Falls Lodge 

Webber’s Lodges - Dymond  Lake 

Webber’s Lodges – North Knife Lake 

Photo: Courage Lake Lodge – an outpost of Gangler’s Lodges – by C. Artuso 

 5 

We owe a huge debt of gratitude to the regional 

offices of Manitoba Conservation: Northeast Region, 

Northwest Region, Western Region, Central Region 

and Eastern Region for their superb logistical support 

that made so many of our remote atlassing 

expeditions possible. Many of our trips would have 

been impossible without them. 

 

Many other individuals (too numerous to mention 

here) offered assistance in the form of equipment 

(canoes, barrels, etc.), or transportation (e.g. ferrying 

atlassers or equipment to drop-off or pick-up sites or 

providing boat rides or quad rides). Prairie Helicopter 

gave preferential rates and Perimeter Airlines gave us 

several free flights. Various RCMP detachments 

offered invaluable assistance in securing our gear and 

other logistical support. There was a huge amount of 

logistics and dozens of people for Bonnie to 

coordinate every summer but, all around the province, 

atlassing seemed to bring out the best in people! 
 

 

Thank you, we could not have done it without you! 
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A few  photos from Joanne Smith that nicely 

sum up just how wet 2014 was and how our 

atlassers went the extra mile in the face of  this 

huge challenge. Top right: the flooded 

Mantagao Road; bottom: Joanne’s wrecked 

bike while point counting square 14NB78.  
 

If you have similar photos,  

please share them with us! 
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 Atlassing Adventures 

 Into the Flood 

C. Artuso 

Not too wet! 

Good weather 

for a duck! 

C. Artuso 



Atlassing Adventures 

Trouble on Lake Winnipeg 

Photos and story by Jake Gillis 
  

It started out as a fairly normal expedition. After the usual 

confusion and delays we had finalized the details with our 

transport out of Grand Rapids and were speeding toward 

the northwest corner of Lake Winnipeg. The plan for our 

crew of four was to split up into two groups, spend one 

night on the west shore of  Limestone Bay, survey there 

in the morning then travel to the north shore for a second 

night. Our transport was a 22’ metal fishing boat loaded 

to the gunnels with us, our gear and a wide assortment of 

nets, anchors, flags and other fishing paraphernalia. Our 

guide, Mr. Kevin Ault, was a tall Cree fisherman with a 

permanent grin and invincible good humour. Eager to get 

his nets out (this excursion had already cost him several 

days of fishing) he dumped us off at the agreed locations 

and with a wave promised to be back for us the next day.   
 

The next morning we managed to survey nearly five 

squares despite waist-deep flooding.  Kevin arrived and 

we began our move. A nasty south wind had picked up 

overnight and the passage through the channel proved to 

be a wet and wild affair. Once out on the lake we began 

the arduous hunt for the nets Kevin had set the previous 

evening. One would think this an easy task for a boatload 

of birders  –  “Try to spot the bright orange flag in the 

middle of  the lake” – but it took us the better part of 40 

min to locate them and, all the while, we were blissfully 

ignorant of the slowly intensifying weather. Kevin 

inspected his catch: half a dozen walleye, 2 whitefish  and 

one enormous, smelly, slimy, giant pike and graciously 

offered us a few walleye and a whitefish for dinner.  
 

By now the wind had increased significantly and we had 

to struggle east along the shore, crashing through waves 

over 2 meters and increasing in size. By this point we 

were soaked, covered in fish slime and shaken by the 

constant thrashing of the boat. Rather than instilling fear 

or concern in our guide, the intensity of the weather 

seemed to amuse him. In answer to Christian’s polite, yet 

deeply concerned inquiries he answered: “This is nothing, 

I’ve been out in far worse! Don’t worry birdmen I’ll get 

you to your squares! If we beach we’ll camp out. I’m sure 

the weather will clear up tomorrow, or at least by Sunday 

(it was Friday) we can dig the boat out then.” 
 

By the time we reached the drop-off point for the first two 

crewmembers the waves had reached 2-3 meters and were 

still intensifying. Now Kevin’s face took on a more 

serious expression and he began shouting instructions to 

the four of us: “Throw the anchor out off the front of the 

boat! As soon as we swing around you two be ready to 

jump off...  NOT ON THAT SIDE!” One of our crew had 

tried to exit the boat in the direction the boat was 

swinging, an action which could have cost them their legs 

if they had succeeded. In the momentary confusion, the 

boat was struck by three monstrous waves, nearly 

swamping us. In rapid order, we threw our crew members 

into the surf, tossed them their gear and their dinner and 

sped away from the shore, yelling instructions on how to 

clean and cook the fish as we went. After this, things got 

progressively worse. We still had to cover 20 km to get to 

the next drop-off and the weather was getting more 

violent. The boat was now bucking every-which-way like 

an enraged bull and Christian, huddled in the front of the 

boat under a filthy tarp, was shouting at the top of his 

lungs, “We don’t need to do this Kevin! We can pack up 

and come back later!” For those of you who know 

Christian these are about the most frightening words you 

could ever hear coming from him. Short of certain death 

there is nothing that will keep this intrepid atlas-zealot 

from completing a task once begun. Unfortunately Kevin 

didn’t seem to share his concern, “No Birdman! Your 

job’s not done, you have to count your birds! This is your 

one opportunity to count the birds on the north shore and 

I will get us there even if we have to beach the boat!”  
 

After several failed attempts to convince Kevin to turn 

back, Christian struck a deal with him – we would be 

dropped off at the boundary of the first square rather than 

the second, cutting 10 km off of our trip. Reaching this 

point, we again prepared to disembark. Fearing a repeat 

of the last landing, Kevin decided to keep a safe distance 

between the boat and the shore. We threw the anchor out 

even farther this time and swung the boat around so that 

the stern faced the shore, allowing Kevin to keep the boat 

pointing into the waves. I jumped off into the waist-deep 

water with the first few packs, struggling to keep my 

footing as I waded to shore through the raging surf.  
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Kevin and “the pike” 



Atlassing Adventures 

Trouble on Lake Winnipeg cont. 
  

After throwing two loads of gear onto the beach, I 

turned to get the final load and saw to my horror that 

the boat was sideways, full of water and heading 

straight for me! Christian had flown in one direction, 

Kevin in another and the gear and fish were washing in 

all directions. The next few minutes were a blur, the 

three of us dodging in and out of the surf (now 

averaging 4 meters) trying to salvage as much as we 

could while avoiding being crushed by the boat. After 

pulling the last jerry can out of the surf I waded to 

shore to get my bearings and spotted a flock of pelicans 

circling about 1 km down the beach. Suspecting I knew 

the cause of their activity, I began sprinting down the 

beach. My suspicions were confirmed when upon my 

arrival one of the pelicans crashed into the surf and 

scooped out one of our walleye. I only  managed to 

save one whitefish from the giant, beady-eyed, 

knobbly-billed thieves and disappointed I began 

walking back toward the spot where the boat was now 

perched, thoroughly beached. As I walked I noticed 

something else floating in and out on the surf and, ever 

hopeful, I plunged in to investigate. To my disgust I 

found the same, giant, smelly, slimy pike. Thinking 

that this was still better than nothing, I took my hard 

won trophies and began walking back to the boat.  
 

Kevin and Christian had already organized the gear 

and begun building a lean-to shelter. Now that the 

chaos was over Kevin had gone back to his normal 

cheery self, reassuring us that this sort of thing 

happened all the time and that we would be on the way 

home “by noon tomorrow!” Using the same dirty fish 

tarp and whatever driftwood we could find we 

managed to construct a fairly decent shelter and began 

to dig a fire pit. We decided to bake the whitefish in 

the sand and toast the pike on sticks. We dug a trench, 
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and began to cook a meal fit for castaway kings. Our 

primitive meal finished, I went to wash up and found to my 

shock that the boat had not only begun to sink into the sand 

but was steadily filling with rocks. I rushed back to inform 

Kevin, but  he reassured me with the words which we had 

already begun to expect, “Don’t worry this happens all the 

time, we’ll be out of here by noon tomorrow.”  
 

As we prepared to sleep I checked on the boat one final time. 

It was now nearly fully submerged in sand and small rocks. 

Only the tops of the gunnels and the rear windscreen were 

still visible. I called Kevin over and he once again reassured 

me, “Don’t worry it happens all the time...” I had my doubts, 

“THIS happens all the time?” Kevin thought for a minute, 

“Well not exactly, but we’ll be out of here by noon tomorrow”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

That night Kevin wrapped himself in an extra tarp and slept 

out on the beach while Christian and I slept in our tents. We 

had agreed that in the morning Christian would survey the 

square and I would help Kevin get the boat out. But at 3:00 

am I was awakened by a violent shaking of my tent, “Hey, 

Birdman, the waves have stopped, we have to dig out the 

boat!” I dragged myself out of bed and headed down to the 

boat where I found that Kevin had been already digging 

laboriously. He handed me the small yellow pail and pointed 

to the small excavation between the two gunnels, “Your 

turn.” Over the next four hours between the three of us we 

managed to dig out the entire inside of the boat, moving 

approximately 3 metric tonnes of sand with a pail and a small 

frying pan (Christian completed 15 point counts in between). 

This accomplished we began to excavate the outside of the 

boat, digging a trench all the way around.  At around 

10:00am we had managed to dig a tunnel which went below 

the keel under the bow of the boat. Using driftwood logs and 

a freshly felled black spruce (the obtaining of which was feat 

in itself) we began, inch by inch, to lever the boat up out of 

the sand and get it up onto log rollers. Often it took all 

filled the bottom 

with large stones 

and built a fire on 

top. We wrapped 

the whitefish  in 

green tree boughs 

and put a layer of 

sand over it and 

the coals. We 

chopped the 3’ 

long pike into 

pieces, skewed 

them on sticks, 

 

The boat when half full 



Atlassing Adventures 

Trouble on Lake Winnipeg cont.  
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Kevin Ault displays the tool we used 

to move 3 metric tonnes of pebbles 

and which, sadly, was under piles of 

rubble when we needed to fry fish! 

Bailed ’er! …with thousands 

of helpers – horse flies! 

(Jake scored 26 in one 

swipe!) 

three of us throwing all of our weight onto one lever to even budge 

it.  Once the boat was out of the hole it was just a few minutes 

before we managed to heave it into the water and get it loaded. We 

had one last delay as Kevin stripped the motor to remove the rocks 

that had been sucked in during the beaching using nothing but his 

fingers and a knife. In short order we were on our way to pick up 

our crewmates. As we sped away from shore I glanced at my watch 

– 14 minutes past noon. I looked up at Kevin, his eyes shone and his 

grin widened: “Told you Birdman, it happens all the time

” 



On the Remote Cochrane River 

Photos and story by Ian Cook 
 

Our paddle down the Cochrane River was two 

years in the planning. The logistics of shipping two 

canoes, a pile of food, and four birders from 

Ontario up to our departure point was a challenge 

even for the multi-tasking and talented Bonnie. So I 

was pinching myself when Pierre, the affable vice 

principal of the school in the Dene community on 

the shores of Lac Brochet, sent us on our way. 
 

The Cochrane winds south from Lac Brochet to 

Reindeer Lake, roughly paralleling the SK/MB 

border, in Atlas Region 13, the least surveyed part 

of the province. Our 10-day trip would help to fill 

in a large white expanse on the map. The Cochrane 

was stunning, changing character with regularity. 

At times we encountered wild white-water, at times 

rapids we could run, at times a lazy meandering 

float, and often the river widened into a lake. 

Overall the paddling was easy and enjoyable. 
 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The landscape was dominated by two features - 

firstly eskers: long, winding ridges of sand and 

gravel, snaked their way through the land. Their 

nutrient poor soil supported a sparse scattering of 

jack pine, rising sometimes many meters above the 

wetter and denser black spruce. The effect was a 

landscape that looked almost park-like, providing 

easy walking for wildlife… and exceptional 

campsites! Secondly, fire had a profound impact on 

the land. We paddled through, and camped in, 

burns, some very extensive, some recent and others 

much older. It was fascinating to observe the 

progress of rejuvenation and the opportunities the 

burns provide for birds. Fires are not necessarily 

the destructive scourge we think they are! 
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Atlassing Adventures 

The northern limits of the boreal forest probably 

support the lowest diversity of bird species in the 

province.  We completed ~200 point counts which 

consistently produced the same dozen or so species, 

dominated by sparrows (White-crowned, Lincoln’s, 

Chipping, Song); thrushes (Swainson’s, Hermit and 

American Robin); and warblers (Yellow-rumped, 

Yellow, Orange-crowned, Blackpoll and Northern 

Waterthrush). Nevertheless we eventually tallied 85 

species. We were delighted to encounter a few species 

with some regularity: Common Nighthawks and 

Black-backed Woodpeckers enjoyed the burns, Olive-

sided Flycatchers taunted us with the suggestion of 

beer, and Rusty Blackbirds were ubiquitous. We found 

other species well northwest of what we considered 

their usual range such as American Black Duck, 

Northern Pintail, Sora, Blue-headed Vireo, Red-

winged Blackbird, Winter Wren and Least Flycatcher. 

Alex Mills had the bird of the trip, however, a fly-by 

Pomarine Jaeger! 
 
 

I’ll never forget the beauty, ruggedness and remoteness 

of the Cochrane. Nor will I forget the float plane ride 

from Reindeer Lake to Lynn Lake after being delayed 

by a bear in camp, nor the irrepressible bird song, the 

good fishing, the nest-finding, or even the voracious 

bugs. But most of all I’ll remember the camaraderie of 

three great friends and colleagues with whom these 

experiences were shared. A huge thank-you to all the 

people associated directly or indirectly with the atlas 

who helped make this trip possible. The Cochrane 

River trip was completed from June 23 to July 3, 2014 

by Ian Cook, Chris Evans, Michael Ferguson and Alex 

Mills
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Team Great Gray Owl: A summer on the 

east side of Manitoba 

Photos and story by Janine McManus 
 

Two young women from Toronto, living and 

working in remote forests and bogs for six straight 

weeks... Alone... Without a gun...  no showers... But 

with 100 hours of helicopter time! This story was 

met with skepticism by a few people. It was also 

the set up for an incredible final season with the 

Manitoba Breeding Bird Atlas.  
 

I was so happy to find out Amanda Guercio would 

be my crewmate. Both of us were returning for our 

second season and we got along well together. We 

dubbed ourselves Team Great Gray Owl and our 

first days on the job forecasted how smooth the rest 

would be. We met our helicopter pilot Frank, 

loaded our gear, and flew to our first site, finding a 

spot to land in a priority square, under blue skies. 

To top it off, on the first morning I saw two Great 

Gray Owls flying in the pre-dawn light and fate 

was sealed: this would be a summer for the books.  
 

Amanda and I worked liked a well oiled machine. 

Frank would drop us close to a four square 

boundary and come back to move us two days later. 

Amanda and I would immediately split the camp 

chores of setting up the tent, gathering wood and 

starting a fire. We then had most of the afternoon to 

relax, nap, bird, suntan and eat candy. In the 

evening we took turns concocting dishes on the fire 

and reading Norah Roberts while drinking a wee 

dram of whiskey, the Famous Grouse of course! 

After surveying each morning we had a nap and 

Frank would be back to take us to our next camp.  

6 

 

While the other Atlas crews faced truck breakdowns, 

boat swampings and train derailments, we worked in 

an unusually peaceful field bubble. It wasn’t all 

sunshine and butterflies of course. Actually, we would 

have liked a little more sunshine. The bushwhacking 

was intense, the bugs plentiful, and the weather 

unpredictable. Each of us ended up to our neck in 

water several times and it was normal to be trudging 

through waist-deep water… our boots didn’t get to 

dry out often. Rain days left us time to ponder life in 

our tiny home, and I will admit that we ate cold beans 

out of the can more than once for dinner.  
 

It was easy to take this in stride considering the 

amazing birds and other wildlife we encountered. 

Sitting around the campfire one evening along a 

winter road, a huge grizzled wolf popped out of the 

trees nearby. He calmly looked at us before trotting 

away. On a day where I hiked over 20km to survey 

1.5 squares, I was rewarded with a Great Gray Owl 

that flew directly at me and hovered over my head. 

Other memorable moments included river otters 

playing in a lake, having Conan our Common 

Nighthawk boom so many times over camp that he 

exhausted himself and landed beside us, figuring out 

the interesting Black-and-white Warbler dialect, and 

visiting a Ring-billed Gull and Common Tern colony 

that was covered in fluffy babies. Hours you spend 

alone in the wilderness heighten your awareness. I 

was lucky enough to experience countless moments 

of beauty and humour in the boreal (think of epic 

wipeouts and jumping at the sound of Red Squirrels). 
 

Flying back towards Winnipeg at the end of the 

season, Amanda and I could not have been happier. 

We conducted almost 1,000 point counts between us, 

hiked more than 200km each, and changed Frank’s 

mind about how cool birders are. Thanks for the 

amazing times Manitoba Breeding Bird Atlas  
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Atlassing Adventures 
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Atlassing Adventures 

Caribou River and Beyond 

by Ken Kingdon (photos by C. Artuso) 
 

Walking on the tundra was not new to Christian 

Artuso or me – Christian had done several trips in 

the Hudson Bay lowlands and I had atlassed  the 

Broad River in Wapusk National Park in 2012. 

However, nothing could prepare us for the beauty, 

solitude, water, or the insects we encountered on our  

90 km roundtrip hike north of the Caribou River. 

From Churchill we were helicoptered 90 km around 

the west shore of Hudson Bay to a small, decrepit 

cabin north of the Caribou River.  What transpired 

then was  nine days of hiking through land that has 

seen few human summer visitors…  and we now 

know why visits during snow-free times are limited!   
 

It had been a late spring, and a late season snowfall 

had slowed things down in northern Manitoba.  A  

week before we arrived, summer switched on, with 

temperatures rising from spring to summer 

overnight.  Thus, there was a lot of water on the land 

when we arrived.  We ended up with 10 gorgeous 

days, with highs of up to 28 º or 30º C.  We had  

little need for long johns but the bugs came out in 

full force two days into the trip, and stayed with us 

for the duration.  We also had to cross potentially 

dangerously flooded creeks that would normally be 

mere trickles. But enough complaining – every 

atlasser had to deal with insects and water this year.  

However, Christian also had to contend with being 

loaded down like a rented mule.  He must have been 

carrying 100 lbs of food and gear, while I blithely 

walked about with 20 lbs and the shotgun - in the 

event that we met a polar bear (which we didn’t).  

Such is the life of the Provincial Atlas coordinator. 

  

The birding was spectacular in a tundra sort of way, 

but not very diverse. Tundra Swans were on many of 

the larger lakes and ponds, as were both Pacific and 

Red-throated Loons. Common and Hoary Redpolls 

were seen nearly every day, and you could hardly 

take a step without flushing a Savannah Sparrow,  

while Yellow Warblers, Blackpoll Warblers, White-

crowned Sparrows, and American Tree-Sparrow were 

common where larger willows were present. 

Interestingly, as it was such a late year, there were a 

surprising number of early migrants that appeared to 

be right in the middle of sitting on eggs.  We found 

nests of Lapland Longspurs and Horned larks, and 

many of the Canada Geese were still incubating.   
  

As we headed north, the diversity declined.  On the 

first couple of days, when we were close to the coast 

and only 5 or 6 kilometers north of the tree line, 10 or 

12 species per point count was  normal.  As we 

moved further into the tundra, and further from the 

bay, we averaged only 6 or 7 species per count point.  

However, while the diversity was a bit limited in 

terms of birds, we did record a Yellow-billed Loon,  

Snowy Owl, and there were several pairs of Greater 

White-fronted Geese that looked like they wanted to 

nest in the open tundra.  Even a Common 

Yellowthroat was singing on Hubbard Point, and a 

pair of House Sparrows visited a box, well beyond  

their expected northern limits. Dunlin, Hudsonian 

Godwits, Willow Ptarmigan, Least Sandpipers - the 

list goes on.  American Black Ducks, Arctic Terns, 

Long-tailed Ducks, and Black Scoters were all 

commonly observed species that made my Riding 

Mountain National Park trained eyes bug out. 
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The trip back to Churchill came courtesy of a 70 km 

boat ride in a 16’ aluminum fishing boat, dodging the 

last of the bay's ice –  a fantastic way to end! 

Snowy Owl in habitat.                                                                     Ken at the Hubbard Point  archeological site 



Birds and Forest Fires 
Photos and story by Joel Kayer 

Being a Forestry Technician for Manitoba 

Conservation, quite often my job duties allow me to 

take on fire suppression and its related duties.  There 

I am able to witness first hand some of the effects 

that wildfire has on birds. On first blush it appears 

that all is destroyed but this is not necessarily so.  

Naturally the losses outweigh the gains in the short 

term, but the resiliency of some birds is amazing. 

After all, fire is one of the major natural forces that 

changes habitats. Birds had to adapt. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Over the last several years, I have spent numerous 

days walking in both actively and recently burnt 

areas.  Destruction is not as evident as one would 

think. Of course some things may have been 

consumed by the fire but normally some remnant 

remains, whether it is bone or eggshell.  Most easily 

located are grouse nests with their now cooked eggs 

which become highly visible. Through countless 

kilometers of walking I have observed no dead birds 

except for contents within nests. Birds have a way of 

knowing and get out of harm’s way. How the birds 

survive through the intense heat is unknown but I 

have observed survivors such as: young Northern 

Hawk Owls, tree cavities that contained young 

Black-backed Woodpeckers, Northern Flickers, or 

Yellow-bellied Sapsuckers. While minuscule 

wetlands have contained Mallard, Green-winged 

Teal, Common Goldeneye ducklings, Bonaparte’s 

Gull chicks, and Rusty Blackbird chicks. 
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After a fire, hatches of midges and beetles take place 

as well as the invasion from Sawyer Beetles.  

Combined with seeds that are now exposed, this 

abundant food source immediately brings some birds 

back.  Especially on the fire’s boundary, bird life 

may abound. As one portion of the fire is out and 

another portion of the same fire is still burning, the 

birds begin rebuilding. This past summer in Lac 

Brochet, I observed this with Dark-eyed Junco, 

White-crowned Sparrow, Yellow-rumped Warbler, 

and American Robin. The robins were rebuilding 

their nest even though it contained the remains of 

their chicks and were also actively defending their 

territory.  On other fires, more recently constructed 

nests after the passing of the fire front have included 

both Common Nighthawks and Chipping Sparrow. 

 So I tend to look at the positives and the 

rejuvenation that a forest fire may bring instead of a 

collection of blacked trees, and barren habitat  

Spruce Grouse chick 

    Common Nighthawk nest 

Chipping Sparrow nest 

From The Field 



Mississippi Kite 
Photos and story by Michael Loyd 

On Sunday July 20, while sitting in my back yard, I 

noticed a distant raptor performing extraordinarily 

graceful dives and climbs unlike anything I had ever 

seen, even though I have been watching raptors for 

most of my life.  This raptor was flying over 

Wellington Crescent approximately 200-250 yards 

away and perhaps 100 feet in the air, so I hurried 

into the house for a camera with a telephoto lens or 

binoculars to help me identify it.  I managed to take 

some pictures of the bird gliding away from me 

before it disappeared behind the trees.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

My shadowy pictures showed a gray raptor with 

elegant lines.  After reviewing these pictures, I 

thought, tentatively, that the bird might be a kite, but 

postponed the consulting of my hawk and falcon 

guides because I was busy with other things and, 

furthermore, was unsure of whether the pictures 

were robust enough for use in making a conclusive 

identification of the bird.   
 

Surprisingly, on the following Sunday, I observed, 

from my back yard, another mesmerizing aerial 

display by the raptor, and once again the bird was 

gone by the time I reached Wellington Crescent.  

However, with sightings on consecutive Sundays, 

both around 3:30 pm., it seemed probable that the 

gray raptor had been in the neighbourhood since the 

previous week.  Hence, I returned two more times 

that day to continue the search, and, on the second 

visit, the bird flew over me at a relatively low 

altitude, affording a brief but clear view and 

enabling me to take better photographs. 

The bird’s identification as a Mississippi Kite was 

straightforward, so I needed to consult only one or 

two of my bird guides.  When I saw that the range 

map in a guide ended well short of the Manitoba 

border and found no references to Mississippi Kite 

in a search of the Manitobabirds website, I realised 

that the find might be quite important. I posted  this 

on Manitobabirds and I did not have to wait long 

after the pictures were posted for corroboration. 

Within ten minutes, numerous other e-mails arrived 

and I received one phone call at 10:00 pm on 

Sunday night. The corner of Montrose and 

Wellington Crescent (Kite Corner) began to fill with 

birders by mid morning on Monday.   
 

It was great fun to find the first Mississippi Kite in 

Manitoba from a chair in my back yard — an 

obvious case of being in the right spot at the right 

time!  The best parts of this experience  to me, 

however, were observing the amazing kite aerobatics 

and other behaviour and seeing the pleasure and 

excitement that the (eventually-discovered) pair of 

kites and chick — the first known Canadian-born 

Mississippi Kite — brought the birding community

 

    Common Nighthawk nest 

From The Field 

 

Adult female Mississippi Kite (note 

white shaft on outer tail feathers) 14 



Photo Crop 

 

1.  American Goldfinch (AE) 14NB97, 25 July 2014, by Joanne Smith 

2.  Brewer’s Blackbird (NE) 14NB76, 9 June 2014, by Joanne Smith 

3.  Common Loon (NE) Cochrane River, 4 June 2014, by Ian Cook 

4.  American Coot (FY) 14LA72, 20 July 2014, by  Katharine Schultz 

5. Common Loon (P) 14LF95, by Joanne Smith 
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Photo Crop 
1.   Great Gray Owl (AE) Lake Winnipeg east side, by Amanda Guercio 

2.   Green-winged Teal (H) 14MV18, 8 July 2014, by  Katharine Schultz 

3. Northern Hawk Owl (H) 15US25, 15 July 2014, by Linda Curtis 

4. Bank Swallow (AE) 14LV96, 10 June 2014, by  Katharine Schultz 
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Photo Crop 
1.   Cattle Egret (H) 14LV79, 19 July  2014, by  Katharine Schultz 

2.   Upland Sandpiper (H) 14LA63, 19 July 2014, by  Katharine Schultz  

3.  Hermit Thrush (FY) 14NB97, 19 July  2014, by Joanne Smith 

4.  Spruce Grouse (H) Lake Winnipeg east side, by Amanda Guercio 
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Photo Crop 

 

1. Least Bittern (X: juvenile capable of sustained flight) Shoal Lakes, 15 Sept 2014, by 

Donna Martin  

2. Western Tanager (X) 28 May 2014, by Cory Laughlin 

3. Ruffed Grouse (X) Riding Mountain National Park, 27 Sept 2014, by Donna Martin 

4. Solitary Sandpiper (H) 15US34, 8 June 2014, by Linda Curtis  

2. 

     2.      1. 
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Useful Information 

CONTACT INFORMATION 
 

Christian Artuso (Atlas Coordinator),    

Bonnie Chartier (Assistant Coordinator) 

The Manitoba Breeding Bird Atlas 

24-200 Saulteaux Cr, Winnipeg, MB R3J 3W3 

Tel:       204-945-6816   or  204-945-7758         

Toll-free:  1-800-214-6497           

Fax: 204-945-3077 

Email:  cartuso@birdscanada.org   or   mbatlas@bsc-eoc.org 

The Baillie Fund  
 

 

If you have travelled to 

a remote area of the 

province to atlas, we can 

cover some of your 

expenses to a maximum 

of $500 through the 

Baillie Fund. For 

example, if you travel 

more than 300 km from 

home, gas mileage is 

reimbursed at $0.20 / 

km) Please click on the 

following icon on the 

atlas website home page 

for details: 

 

 

 

 
 

If you don’t qualify for 

the Baillie Fund, please 

ask us for a tax receipt 

to help defray your 

costs. You will need to 

do this very soon, 

however, if you wish  to 

receive a tax receipt. 

Remember:  We want this newsletter to be a voice for all involved.  Please send us your photos, your 

stories, your questions, and your feedback!  

Data Entry 

ATLAS STATS   (as of September 30,  2014) 
 

Registered Atlassers: 1,035 

General Atlassing: 41,587 hours in 2,858 squares  

Point Counts: 37,191 point counts in 2,230 squares  

# Species: 299 =   269 confirmed, 16 probable, 14 possible 

 (plus 3 hybrids) 

Please make sure you have all your data entry entered in as soon as possible so we can 

begin work on Phase 2!  We will be closing the data base in the late fall (to begin 

analysis) so make sure your data is entered and not wasted! 

Remember your SAR (Species At Risk)! 
 

Please remember to provide coordinates,   

using either a GPS or the web-based map    

tools or at least by sending us a precise   

written description of any SAR you             

find. See our special Manitoba SAR           

guide by clicking on the image of a             

Red-headed Woodpecker on the top            

right of the atlas page or at: 

www.birdatlas.mb.ca/speciesatrisk/master.htm 

     Red-headed Woodpecker 

                      by Julie Yatsko 

We know this means making an extra           

effort to record location detail with          

precision but we greatly appreciate it. These    

data are extremely valuable for conservation! 
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Black Scoter – one of the last species we 

confirmed breeding for the atlas. C. Artuso 



THANK YOU to ALL Atlassers, Funders & Supporters  

Especially, thank you to... YOU! 


