










































































































































































On July 11, the older three were stretching
their wings, showing some blackish patches
and some streaking about the breast. Arthur
still was feeding Number 4, plucking loose
down, removing the fecal sac (while the older
ones used the side of the nest). On the 12th,
I noted that during five visits, all prey brought
in had four legs.

Beginning on the 13th, the adults began
to keep watch from limbs about ten feet away
from the nest. The nest was getting crowded
as the older three were about %3 adult size at
that time.

By July 16 the oldest was showing streak-
ing in the breast and flanks with more black
on the head and primaries. Jack Heather heard
small, soft squeaks issuing forth from the
older of the young. Number 4 was still being
fed by the parents who had a pattern of keking
from the North Pasture below, moments be-
fore one flew in; the young then became alert
and were ready for the next food.

On July 16 Harry Buck got the whole feed-
ing session on videotape. Of note is that there
is about 15 minutes of continuous eating on
one food item by the nearly-full-grown older
three, and a rapidly growing Number 4 as
well as the adult male; it could scarcely be
a chickadee that kept them busy all that time.
Actually, this was not unusual. I have no
record of the food being two-legged; other
observers also remarked on this. Could it be
that their main diet was not songbirds?

By July 17 the older ones were jumping
up and down, flapping their wings and imitat-
ing flying. Their backs were now quite dark.

The youngest still had a black patch at the

ear, and a black tail with a prominent white
terminal band. All had a lot of white fluffy
down on the legs. When the young settled
down in the nest, they disappeared from view
which, considering their size, indicated that
the nest was deeper and wider than it ap-
peared. The largest of the young was now
the size of the adult male. On July 19 I noted
that feeding time was 10-15 minutes each
session, four and sometimes five times per
day, usually at the daybreak and sunset hours.
On July 24-August 2 I was birding in Ger-
many and Ireland, two trips which I had con-
sidered cancelling, but I knew I had several
surrogates to follow their progress: From
notes kept by Joan Fowler, we can trace their
daily maturing progress: the older three
spending most of their time away from the
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nest, improving their flying skills, exercising
their wings on branches near the nest, and
gradually increasing the distance of their
flights. Number 4 was a nestling when I left,
but was making flights of up to fifty feet by
the time of my return 10 days later. The adults
continued to feed the young, bringing in fre-
quent meals to accommodate their rapid
growth. The older three ate in tandem; the
adults still made certain that the youngest
was getting his share. They were awkward
“flyers” at this time; flopping and falling off
branches, staggering along limbs and some-
how managing to sail a hundred feet before
crash-landing, breaking off branches en route
and landing clumsily with much teetering and
flapping to maintain balance.

On August 2, I went from the airport di-
rectly to the nest site, wondering what -
changes I would find; what great joy I felt
at seeing all six hawks again. Arthur and
Amelia were hard at work feeding the ever-
growing young ones. The two oldest were
now the size of Amelia and looked like
hawks. It was now almost seven weeks since
the first bit of fluff was seen at the nest (the
oldest) and five weeks since the youngest
appeared, already then a chick moving about
(possibly a week old). In plumage, the older
three were nearing immature plumage with
white blotches. in predominantly dark wings
with barring now apparent on the chest; the
youngest was still very white on the lower
breast and belly, with some evidence of bar-
ring just beginning to develop. All four were
“talking” — whistling, really. I recorded their
voices, and phonetically, the older three
sounded like this:

#1) whee ow - whee ow; down five notes

(G-0O

#2) whee ick - whee ick; up three notes

(C-E)

#3) wee eck - wee eck; down three notes

(E-C)

This hawk would often repeat the “eck”
and at times its tonality was that of the adult
“kek.”

The three oldest seemed to each have their
particular spots (limbs of a certain tree) for
preening, exercising (flapping and stretching)
and for practicing their “speech.”

By August 12 the feeding at the nest ended.
The youngest had fledged and the action
shifted to the North Pasture. We could now
watch the young learning to hunt for them-

The Loon Vol. 58



selves with Arthur and Amelia ever hovering
nearby. Amelia “talked” alot; her voice was
much more than just a kek, kek, kek. Pitch,
tone, and sequence varied as did speed.
Sometimes it was a low kek-kek. Sometimes
it was broken: kek, kek (pause) kek, kek—.
Sometimes a higher pitched and rapid
kek kek kek kek,kek. Sometimes emphatic
and broken: KEK—KEK—(pause}—KEK—
KEK—(pause)—kek kek,kek,kek kek kek.
Usually the pattern was in two’s and five’s.
Arthur also varied his pitch and pattern, al-
though he was far less vocal than she. The
voices of the young were changing, too.

#1) whee ow became whee uu (as in “us”)
still with the G to C interval;

#2) whee ick became whee eat (C to G
interval) followed by eat, eat, eat, eat, eat
(pattern of two and five; imitating adult?)

#3) wee eck now repeated in varying pat-
tern, sometimes as many as eight times with
the last usually being squeaky and as if he
just said it as many times as he could without
his voice cracking.

August 15 was a Red Letter Day: We
watched Number 1 get his own meal. And
Numbers 2 & 3 rushed over to partake of his
victory. Squabbling, complaining sounds en-
sued.

The big three now were flying about 100
yards at a time, midway up the hill on the
edge of the woods in straight line flight from
tree to tree with fast flapping wingbeats, and
landing ungracefully (more like crashing than
landing). As they moved from the nest to the
North Pasture they maintained their direc-
tional positions in reverse in trees further
from the nest: i.e., #3 was now to the right
of the nest; #2 in front of it; and #1 to the
left. Number 4 was usually to the far right
as was Amelia (to the NW) and Arthur to the
NE. Each of the young were about 50 feet
apart. When they flew, it was usually two
together, sometimes three; sometimes they
would bump into each other, but usually they
took off in the same direction. Number 4 had
started to tag along after them by August 16.
Number 3 started to sound more adult about
this time. He practiced alot—seven or eight
keks in a row, over and over, Number 4 still
sounded whiney at this time.

On August 17 Joan Fowler and I were en-
tertained by the Big Three as they would
circle close over our heads, talking as they
flew; mostly they said wee-a, (down five
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" notes) followed by wee-a, (up five notes);

and all three sounded pretty much alike as
they spoke in flight. However, when they
again were perched in their respective trees,
their speech was again different and distin-
guishable. From the 19th on, the older three
seemed more confident, flying among the
trees rather than along the woods’ edge. They
flew more smoothly (not hasty flapping) for
several minutes at a time. They were then
about nine weeks old. They had discovered
the barn and gully at right angles to the
woods’ edge of the North Pasture. They also
started coming up close to the house. By the
23rd, they were gliding by, tilting side to
side; on the 24th, one of them chased a crow
out of the North Pasture.

#1) was now saying kip kip kee-oo (third
syllable down three intervals)

#2) was now saying whick whick (the sec-
ond whick being up two notes)

#3) was now saying whee-00 (on the same
tone)

#4) was still saying a whiney knee ow.
He did have dark wings and some streaking
on the breast, so he was maturing in that way.

On August 27th we heard a most interest-
ing exchange between Arthur and Number
4. He would kek loudly at the youngster who
would respond with his knee-ow whine.

For two weeks around this time there was
trenching work being done for a gas line along
the drive up to the house; while this was in
progress, all the hawks moved away from
the worksite to the wooded gully at the side
of the house and to the open field which
adjoins the gully. The neighbors delighted in
sharing in the sight and sounds of these hawks
usually characterized as secretive and
monosyllabic. Also during this time, one of
the juveniles hit a porch window and stayed,
stunned, on the terrace for a few minutes. At
the approach of concerned humans to the win-
dow, the hawk keked softly, allowed all a
good look; and after some flapping and
stretching, flew up into a nearby tree where
he stayed for awhile preening himself.

By September 26 the trenching work was
completed and the hawks returned to their
usual perches and could again be studied at
close range for voice. They had changed in
the two weeks and sounded like this:

#1) kek kek kek kek kek (pattern of five)

#2) kaak—kaak—kaaak (drawn out, in
pattern of three)
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