
 
“To protect, preserve and improve the quality of water, land and life in the Cooks Creek Watershed” 

2015 Events 
Regular Board Meetings:  

Springtown Fire House- 7:30PM         

May 28, June 25, July 23, Aug.27, Sept. 24, 
Oct. 22, Nov.19, Dec.17        

All are welcome! We appreciate your 

involvement! 

 

See back for details! 

Cooks Current 

From Across the Board... 

Cooks Current is a publica-

tion of the Cooks Creek 

Watershed Association. 

 

Board Members: 
President: W. Scott Douglas 
 
Vice President: Hans Reimann 
 
Treasurer: Tim Shannon  
 
Communications Director/ 
Recording Secretary/Editor:  
Lois Oleksa 
 
Marketing and Public Rela-
tions: Rose Strong 
 
Additional Members: 
Stephen Smith, MD 
Jim Orben 
 
Layout & Graphic Design:   
Ellie Scheitrum 
 

Volume 12, Issue 2 Newsletter  o f  the Cooks Creek Watershed Spring 2015 

We’re on the web! 
www.cookscreekpa.org 

Special Events 
 

June 13,  Mini Monster Mayhem 

July 11, Native Plant/Invasive Workshop 

Sept. 26, Springfield Community Day 

Oct. 3, Fall Dinner 

Oct. 10, Durham Community Day                      

Nov 14, Fall Clean-Up 

Spring has finally started 
after a rather harsh winter.   
I am happy to report that we 
have completed our spring 
cleanup, but we did not get 
as much done as in previous 
years due to a low turnout.  
Perhaps some of you folks 
were too anxious to use the 
beautiful spring day to do 
some other outside activity?  
Perhaps you didn’t hear 
about it in time due to the 
Easter weekend?  Do let me 
know.  We did, however, 
manage to pick up another 
truckload-plus of trash from 
our roads, and some people 
have contacted me about 
some auxiliary cleanups 
they will do on their own in 
the near future.  If you need 
pickup of this trash, or sup-
plies of gloves/vests/bags, 
please let me know. 

Sometimes our communica-
tions have been late or in-
complete, and for this we 
apologize.  After many 
years of neglect, our 
webpage is finally getting a 
facelift.  Our PR expert on 
the Board, Rose Strong is 
working hard to get a new 
page up and running.  Per-
haps, by the time you re-
ceive this newsletter, it will 
be up.  Please pay us a visit 
at www.cookscreekpa.org 
and let us know what you 
think.  Check out the new 
blog feature, and our new 
wildlife sightings page.   
And, as always, Facebook is 

a great way to get up to the 
minute information on our 
activities. 

If you do get to our website, 
you’ll notice our collabora-
tion on the ongoing fight to 
keep the PennEast pipeline 
out of our watershed.  There 
are links to information, 
meetings, and other activi-
ties, as well as an oppor-
tunity to help fund the fight.  
We appreciate anything you 
can do to help.  The process 
continues to move forward 
with FERC, but there is still 
plenty of opportunity to 
keep up the public opposi-
tion pressure.  While never 
a sure thing, it really does 
help.  If you drive over to 
Kintnersville, you’ll see the 
billboard we helped to place 

in collaboration with Ann 
Marshall and the Concerned 
Citizens group in Durham, 
making sure everyone 
knows where we stand.  In 
case you wondered, this was 
not funded by general 
CCWA funds, but in a sepa-
rate effort spearheaded by 
the Concerned Citizens of 
Durham.  CCWA will con-
tinue to provide scientific 
data to support Durham 
Township in their efforts to 
defend against environmen-
tal degradation of our head-
waters by this development. 

In an important business 
matter, our annual meeting 
will have occurred by the 
time you get this.  Next 

Billboard 
Photo by Lois Oleksa 

(continued on page three) 

http://www.cookscreekpa.org
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Dent-de-chien.JPG
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Perhaps no other group of commonly encountered birds generates 
more questions in the amateur naturalist community than wood-
peckers.  I thought that it would be good to review some of our 
common, and not so common, residents of this fascinating group in 
this installment.  Our watershed is, or has recently been, host to all 
of Pennsylvania’s woodpeckers, but many people find identifica-
tion to be challenging.  All woodpeckers belong to the family Pici-
dae.  They all are characterized by using unusually stiff tail feath-
ers to prop themselves up while clinging to tree bark.  They all nest 
in tree cavities, and are one of the main reasons that it is good to 
keep some standing dead trees on your property, if you can safely 
do so.  The characteristic drumming sound that they make when 
drilling under bark and into wood for insects can carry for miles 
and is one of the ways they communicate.  This drumming can be 
used for identification, as can their raucous calls.   

The smallest of our woodpeckers is the Downy Woodpecker, Pi-
coides pubescens.  It is characterized by a mottled black and white 

body, with a large white 
patch on its back and 
pure white belly, and is 
about the size of a spar-
row.  The male sports a 
spot of red on the back 
of the head.  The Downy 
is a frequent visitor to 
feeders, especially suet 
feeders if provided, and 
will feed among twigs 
and leaf litter on the 

ground.  Its nearly identical relative, the Hairy Woodpecker, Pi-
coides villosus, is colored almost exactly the same, but larger, al-
most as big as a robin.  The Hairy tends to forage in larger mature 
trees, higher off the ground.  The easiest way to tell them apart in 
the field is to look at the bill.  If the bill is shorter than the head is 
wide, it’s a Downy; if the bill is as long as the head is wide, it’s a 
Hairy. 

Similar in coloration to the Downy and Hairy is the Yellow-bellied 
Sapsucker, Sphyrapicus varius.  It sports a mottled black and white 
body, but it lacks the large white spot on the back.  Overall, the 
markings are less well defined as well, with almost a blurred or 
dirty appearance.  It is about the same size as the Hairy, but slight-
er in stature.  Both sexes sport red spots, but they are on the crown 

and forehead rather than the back.  The 
males also have a red throat.  The sapsucker 
is our only woodpecker that does not eat 
insects exclusively.  It drills holes in trees to 
get to the sap instead.  It uses its long tongue 
to lick up the sap – and any insects that stick 
to it.  If you’ve seen a longitudinal series of 
holes in a tree, often softwoods like birch or 
aspen, then you’ve seen sign of this cool 
bird.  The sapsucker is secretive and much 
less likely to visit feeders, but I’ve seen it at 
my suet feeder occasionally.  Its drum starts 
out quick and then slows, but is very loud 
and often, if another bird is nearby, you will 
hear a response. 

The Red-bellied Woodpecker, Melanerpes carolinus is frequently 
misidentified because the red on its belly is almost impossible to 
see.  The more visible red on this bird is on the back of the neck, 
extending in the males all the way forward over the crown to the 
bill.  Its call in the woods is a distinctive loud “Quirrrrr”. The Red-
bellied is slightly larger than the Hairy, with fine black and white 
bars on its back, but a pale tan belly.  The drum often starts off 
with a few solitary taps, then speeds up and ends abruptly.  Its 
close relative, the Red-headed woodpecker, Melanerpes erythro-
cephalus, has not been reported in the 
Watershed in many years.  It is a highly 
distinctive black bird with a large bright 
white patch on its lower wings and back.  
Its head looks as if it was dipped in red 
paint; it is unmistakable from the red 
markings on the head of the Red-bellied.  
This bird is the only woodpecker that 
takes insects in flight, like a flycatcher.  
Red-headed woodpeckers exclusively nest 
in the large dead limbs of living trees, and 
are in serious decline throughout the de-
veloped parts of the State because of our 
tendency to prune out dead limbs from 
mature specimen trees.  If you see a Red-headed woodpecker, es-
pecially if one is nesting in your area, please let us or Bucks Coun-
ty Audubon know. 

Many people don’t know that the Northern Flicker, Colaptes au-
ratus, is a woodpecker.   Perhaps this is because it is the exception 
to most woodpecker “rules”.  Flickers will visit feeders but, unlike 
all of our other woodpeckers, they prefer to hunt on the ground and 
forage for ants.  Unlike most of our woodpeckers, the Flicker is 
brownish, with black bars and spots.  It has a black bib on the 
breast, and a grey nape and crown.  Both sexes have a red spot on 
the back of the head.  The underwings are yellow, but this is hard 

to see unless you have a specimen or 
feather.  What is always a good way for 
me to tell, is the white flash of the rump 
when the bird is spooked, taking off down 
the trail in front of you.  Its song is a long 
series of loud kwiks strung together in 
rapid succession, similar to the Pileated, 
but much less staccato.   

The last of our six woodpeckers is the 
spectacular comic of the deep woods, the Pileated Woodpecker, 
Dryocopus pileatus.  It is very large – the size of a crow, mostly 
black in body with a wide white stripe running down from the bill 
to the shoulder.  Both sexes have a 
large, distinctive red crest.  The raucous 
staccato call of the Pileated gave rise to 
the popular Woody the Woodpecker 
laugh.  If you see a Pileated in flight 
you will know it by its sheer size; it is 
always startling to see anything that big 
flying in the woods.   It is always amaz-
ing to me how well they can hide in 
plain sight though, crouching tight to a 
tree limb, or how they will keep mov-
ing around the trunk to keep you from 
observing them for any length of time.  
Often I only see signs of their work, 
which are very large, messy, square-ish 
holes, usually low to the ground, with a 
whole lot of debris surrounding them.      

 

Creature Feature:  Woodpeckers 

Number 33 in a series on the fauna of the Water-

shed     By: W. Scott Douglas 
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newsletter will contain our annual program and financial report.  Please make sure to browse these and let me know if 
you have any questions, concerns, or ideas.  Also of a business nature, I am working with Springfield Township to re-
vise the Comprehensive Plan.  The Planning Commission and Board of Supervisors recently met on this topic, and I am 
pleased to report that there continues to be strong bi-partisan support for protecting our Watershed.  The Environmental 
Advisory Council of Springfield is working with the Board of Supervisors to pass a resolution opposing the PennEast 
pipeline as well, thanks to Hans for taking this on. 

We hope to have a number of fun activities for you this summer.  As usual, we will have our Mini-Monster Mayhem the 
second weekend in June.  It’s a week early this year, due to some scheduling conflicts, but is sure to be just as much fun 
as ever.  If you want to learn more about watersheds, water quality and the invertebrate denizens of our Creek, please 
stop by and watch me entertain the kids.  Hans Reimann has scheduled a Native Plant/Invasive Plant Workshop this 
year, as well as some Birdtown activities.  The dates for these will be posted on our website, and on the front page of 
this newsletter. Please mark your calendars and come out and learn more about what you can do to steward our precious 
watershed.   

Yours in conservation, 

W. Scott Douglas, President      

 

(From “Across the Board “continued from page one) 

EELS  

A book by James Prosek, copyright 2010, Harper Collins Publishers, 287 pp.     

Reviewed by:  David Oleksa 

I can’t think of an animal that fills me with more abhorrence than an eel. My distaste for eels 
probably stems from a fishing incident I had when a young boy. I had felt a strong pull on my 
line and with hopes of pulling in the lunker trout of my dreams, I hauled ashore a slimy, writh-
ing, loathsome creature that I couldn’t bear to touch. Ashamedly (now) I threw the eel into a 
neighboring field just eager to get rid of it. About fifteen minutes later, I heard a rustling on the 
stream bank and then saw the eel plopping back into the water, right at my feet. 

Because of this, I was at first hesitant to start James Prosek’s book, EELS. However, I soon became engrossed 
in his account of the least understood fish in the world. Prosek leads the reader on an exciting exploration of the 
life, history, and lore of the freshwater eel. Prosek traveled the world in researching this book and visited a vari-
ety of countries in Europe and Japan where eel is considered a delicacy, to the island on Pohnpei in Micronesia 
where freshwater eels are still worshipped. He also visits our own Delaware River where just across the border, 
in Hancock, NY, Ray Turner makes a living by maintaining and using the last licensed commercial eel weir on 
the river. Those of you who have watched the TV show “Filthy Rich” will probably recognize Prosek’s account 
of Ray’s life. 

The book is far more than an accounting of stories, however. Prosek interviews conservationists and scientists 
who are trying to unravel the complicated lives of these fish. The eels spawn in the middle of the ocean then 
spend their adult lives in freshwater only to return to the Sargasso Sea and several other ocean spots, in some 
cases, after 30 or 40 years to start the cycle all over again. 

Eels have been around for hundreds of millions of years but due to over fishing, pollution, and hydroelectric 
dams their numbers are being drastically reduced. 

Prosek’s book is illustrated by the author with mesmerizing etchings that enhance his story. 

I must admit that after reading this book, I have a much greater appreciation for this most misunderstood but 
still amazing creature.  

See clean-up picture on page 7 
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Green Tip #30:  
Grow native plants and 
pull the invasive ones.  
 
A poem by Debra Orben 
 April 22, 2015 
 

Pulling for Diversity 

I spent all afternoon in our woods 

pulling them out one by one, 

the invasive plants. 

Even after working for hours 

they still remained, 

mocking me for my efforts, 

emboldened by their productivity. 

More seeds than I can imagine. 

Seeds to blanket the earth, 

to dominate with 

their thick presence. 

It is not just an idle threat. 

 

On Sunday when Jim and I 

strolled along Monocacy Creek 

we encountered an army, 

a gleaming fortress of plants, 

nestled tightly in a glory of green. 

Brilliant sunshine flowers shone 

above all this emerald finery. 

It was a scene so lovely, 

breathtaking and picturesque, 

ominous in its monotonous control. 

 

Gone were the fragile bloodroots 

with their delicate white blossoms. 

Gone were the perky violets 

with their blue eyes open wide. 

Gone were the mayapples 

with their fragrant flowers 

and festive umbrella leaves. 

Gone were the jack in the pulpits 

with their preachy possibilities. 

Gone were the trout lilies,  

rue anemones, spring beauties, 

dutchman breeches, daisies, 

and buttercups. 

Gone, all were gone. 

 

In their wake one flower 

stood alone,  

the most powerful of them all. 

Its fierce fecundity filled 

the landscape 

as far as the eye could see. 

The celandine won over the banks 

of that creek 

and there is no turning back. 

So I continue to pull 

in frantic desperation 

and uneasy dread. 

I uncover a few bloodroots 

and some mayapples, 

sighing deeply that 

there is still time left 

for diversity. 
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The Independent Order 
By: Jim Orben 

 

Today it happened!  Yes Today!  I was chosen to become a member of the Independent Order of Trash-
pickers and Guttermongers.  Membership in this order carries with it specific rights and responsibilities 
that make each of its members proud to call The Order their own.  I now have the responsibility to clear 
away the clutter I find along the roadside and then the right to construct a tale around these found items 
that explains how and why they ended their journey in the sack I carry with me as I clear the roadside 
this bright and beautiful morning in early April.  Oh, did I mention that there is also a bit of a contest to 
see which of the esteemed members can construct the best and funniest tale around his/her roadside findings and that there are extra 
points given for long and beautifully embellished sentences. 

 

I have been assigned a two and one half mile stretch of PA Route 212 between Springtown and Durham, a rather picturesque road-
way bordered by lawns, fields, hedgerows and a touch of woodland.  North of Rt. 212, in the limestone valley, Cooks Creek flows 
eastward to the Delaware River with a high, forested ridge beyond and to the south the land rises to a broken ridge covered in trees.  
My trek, from beginning to end, will take about two hours and I should fill six to eight black plastic trash bags with an assortment of 
fast food wrappers, aluminum beer and soda cans, glass bottles, both old and new, broken car parts and many other bits and pieces of 
discarded personal property left along the roadside for my collection. 

 

Well, off at last, I’ve had a cup of coffee and a few doughnut holes, picked up my trash bags and a pair of gloves and I’m on my 
way.  Actually four of us start out from the firehouse in two cars.  We leave one at the near end of our section and head off to the far 
end where we park the second car and start on our trash picking adventure.  With great anticipation I spot the first item, a cigarette 
pack, menthols, flattened by car tires.  Into the bag it goes.  More things come my way, coffee cups, mostly from McDonald’s or 
Top Star, fiberglass cigarette filters, beer cans and a green Heineken bottle, empty, with its cap firmly replaced.  It seems that the 
tosser was concerned about not littering his car with a beer bottle and its cap, but had no such concern about the roadside, just pitch-
ing the empty green skin of his quenched thirst wherever it might fall. 

 

As I turn and go on down the roadside I nearly trip over the remains of a deer, now mostly skin, bones, and hair lying in a heap 
mixed with some shiny pieces of plastic.  It seems that the deer’s main predator has become the automobile with their body parts 
resting together along the roadside, marking shrines to their sudden meetings.  I think this could make an OK yarn if nothing better 
turns up.  Next I find a second empty green Heineken bottle with its cap dutifully replaced, and wait, another, and another.  This 
must be the spot.  As I’ve walked along about a quarter mile, or so, I’ve found twenty-three green bottles, most with their caps in 
place.  This is most definitely the spot.  This spot is most definitely of much importance to someone, man or woman, who drives 
away from something in need of a respite or of a little refreshment after a difficult ordeal and here on the edge of this beautiful road 
with not a house in sight, this is the spot to dispose of the evidence, cap and all.  This finding will make the basis for quite a tale.  I 
can’t wait to start the spinning!  But first, on with the trashpicking. 

 

“Look at this,” one of my partners calls from across the road, “I found a denture.”  What luck!  She’s found an upper, pink and 
streaked with dirt.  What a tale this find will make?  How could someone lose his teeth?  I wonder how I will top a tale about a lost 
denture when I spy a checkbook, plain and blue, with checks and a register.  The last check was written eight days ago.  There are 
two men’s names on the checks, Joseph and Kyle, and their address too.  They don’t live far away.  I bet they will be glad to get this 
back.  I should be able to spin a pretty good yarn with a checkbook and the Heineken bottles.  Maybe add a few cigarette packs and a 
few broken car parts.  Well, maybe not, after all the best tales are those spun away from the trash.  Although, I do wonder about the 
nest of bottles and just what situation would cause a person to leave these bottles here.  Then, it might just be chance, hard to tell. 

 

Wow, I’m almost done.  The end is in sight, we have almost reached the car parked at the end of the pickup zone.  It’s a good thing I 
brought all those bags.  I’ve filled ten and there is quite an array of artifacts collected along Rt. 212 today.  I wonder what my tale 
will be?  Are Kyle and Joe brothers, friends, in business together or maybe gay?  My tale could start with the beer and involve a sud-
den mixing of deer and car parts and end with the checkbook dropped at the side of the road and maybe I could borrow the denture 
too.  It will take a little time but the writing and the telling will be fun!  There may even be a prize if the tale is good enough.  You 
should join me next year.  The Independent Order of Trashpickers and Guttermongers will be accepting new members again next 
spring and is hoping for some really trashy stories from the gutter. 
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Rain and snow fall on the earth’s surface. Some is taken up by plants, some is lost to evaporation. Some 
of the water falling on the land is soaked up by the soil (infiltration). Other water just runs over the soil 
(run off) and enters a stream, river, or lake. The land area that supplies water to a particular stream, river, 
or lake is called a watershed.  

We live in a watershed called the Cooks Creek Watershed (See figure 1 on page 7). Our watershed is ap-
proximately 30 square miles. It has a boundary just as a city has a boundary or a state has a boundary. 
Think of the boundary line as an imaginary line connecting all of the highest points in the area. Rain fall-
ing inside the boundary line will flow into the small streams/tributaries. Most of our tributaries are un-
named. A few with names include Coon Hollow Run and Silver Creek. These tributaries join the main 
stem of Cooks Creek. Just as the Cooks Creek Watershed is one of many that make up the much larger 
Delaware River Watershed, there are 40 smaller watersheds that exist in our watershed. 

A watershed with its small tributaries flowing into the larger Cooks Creek resembles a leaf with all its  
sub-veins and main vein.  

The beginning of a water source is the headwaters. Where two streams come together and become one is 

the confluence, and the mouth is the endpoint of the waterway. 

Children’s Backyard: What’s A Watershed?  By: Lois Oleksa 

1. Lightly crumple a white sheet of paper. 

2. Unfold the paper ball to expose the four corners of the 
sheet of paper. Do not open the paper completely. It 
should bulge like a mountain. 

3. Carefully pull the corners out slightly and tape them to 
another piece of paper. 

4. Use a black water soluble marker and draw lines along 
the ridge lines on the mountain. Ridges form the bounda-
ries of watersheds. You will notice some watersheds en-
tirely encircled by ridges and some are open to the edge 
of the paper. Also notice that the big watersheds are made 
up of smaller watersheds. (Figure 2) 

5. Use a blue water soluble marker and draw in the 
streams, river, and lakes. Carefully checkout the folds and 
elevation changes of the paper. Think of a drop of water 
slowly moving downhill. (Figure 3) 

6. Now test out the paths of the streams and rivers. Using 
a spray bottle filled with water, spray mist the paper wa-
tershed – it’s raining. Watch the water seep downhill. 
Spray heavily and watch actual drops run down the sides 
of the paper and pool into the lakes. 

7. Let the paper dry and check out if you were correct 

where the water would flow into the rivers. Can you out-

line with a marker one entire watershed? 

    

     

Children’s Backyard Activity: Create a Watershed 

Figure 2 

Figure 3 
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The Cooks Creek Watershed Map (Figure 1) 

 

Photo of Clean-up Day with the Scouts (from page three)              Photo by Joanne Graziano 
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Update from Durham CCAP 

By: Tina Venini 

The Concerned Citizens Against the Pipeline (CCAP) is working together in opposition to the 108 mile proposed 
fracking gas pathway. 

We are proud and inspired to see the efforts of our community coming together. It’s truly moving to see so many 
residents reaching out to help each other in this time of concern. If you haven’t seen our billboard, check it out at 
Kintner Hill Rd. and Route 611 North. Thank you to all who made that vision a reality.  Spreading awareness of the 
potential threat fracking gas infrastructure has on our water, lands and safety is giving power back to the people. We 
the residents can stand together and protect our precious resources. PennEast is one of many transmission pipelines 
pushing so furiously to get their commodities to market. Exploiting our resources for quick profit will leave us with 
only devastated property values and a forever compromised watershed.  

 Divesting from fossil fuels is the fastest way to stop feeding the fire. We have been communicating with universities 
and investors about bringing accountability to their investment portfolios. We can ask any of the companies we are 
affiliated with if they are supporting fossil fuels or renewables. The latest research from the Delaware Riverkeepers 
states, we only have 6 years of Fracked Gas to run through these proposed transmission lines for export. That is a 
bad investment on many levels.  Investing in renewables is clearly the only sustainable option for our economy and 
survival. Another divesting tool is to switch your electric supplier to either Ethical Energy or Community Energy. 
These two companies are fully vetted in 100% true local renewable sources. They also support legislation to promote 
renewable equality in the market. Learn more about how you can switch and stop subsidizing the already bloated 
fossil fuel industry at http://solutionsgrassroots.nationbuilder.com. Click on the “go renewable” tab. Continuing 
to invest in fossil fuels will only cause us to fall behind in a world that is quickly waking up to the fact that poison-
ing our own water supply is not only foolish, but devastating to our survival on this planet. 

We have noticed a new path of survey markers along the power line easement running through Durham. Could it be 
a PennEast re-route or another pipeline? This is how these companies try to sneak in without the residents or offi-
cials finding out. The last thing the fracking industry wants is for us to be aware and informed of their agenda. The 
more we learn of the export potential and the lack of regulation oversight, the stronger our case for voicing opposi-
tion.  

 

How to Take Action: 

-Write/call Governor Wolf, Congressman Fitzpatrick, Rep. Marguerite Quinn, Senator Mensch, Senator Casey, Sen-
ator Toomey demanding a freeze on new gas infrastructure. No fast tracking and a moratorium on Fracking in PA. 
New York state residents did it by endless education and pressure on state and local representatives. 

-Write letters to: Bucks County Herald, The Intelligencer, The Morning Call, The Philadelphia Inquirer, The Ex-
press Times, The New York Times and any press outlet you know of. Let the people hear what is happening in our 
region to gain support. 

-Attend township meetings in all our surrounding areas (Durham, Springfield, Nockamixon and Williams Town-
ships). Ask the supervisors to protect our communities by strictly opposing the PennEast Pipeline. They need pres-
sure from the residents to unify with the other 30 municipalities in passing a resolution opposing the pipeline. See 
“Schedule of Local Government Meetings”. 

 - Check out stoppenneast.org and thecostofthepipeline.com for latest information. 

-Put a Stop PennEast lawn sign in your yard. They can be found at Supernatural Salon (121 Delaware Rd., Rie-
gelsville, Pa) or Nellie Rae’s Kitchen (8826 Easton Rd., Revere, Pa).   Car Magnets are also available. 

-Donate to CCWA to support our efforts in getting the education out to the public.  

-Talk to your neighbors, help them get informed. 
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Bat Count at Heritage Conservancy’s Durham Township Bat Mine 
Offers a Glimmer of Hope By: Alexandra Dashkiwsky, Heritage Conservancy 

Below:  A tri-colored bat found hibernating in the cave 

Heritage Conservancy recently discovered a glimmer of hope at its bat hibernaculum in Durham Town-

ship, PA. Last month, the Pennsylvania Game Commission performed its biannual survey of the Durham 

bat hibernaculum, which resides on a 90-acre preserved property that was acquired in 2002 by Heritage 

Conservancy for the purpose of ensuring the protection of the bat population’s hibernating haven. In April 

2013, Heritage Conservancy reported on the alarming news that virtually all of the bats in the Durham 

mine had been wiped out due to White Nose Syndrome (WNS). 

WNS is the result of a white, cottony fungus on the nose and wings that irritates bats and causes them to 

lose their fat reserves. Making it nearly impossible for them to survive a winter in hibernation, they even-

tually leave their hibernaculum in search of food during unbearable temperatures and either starve or 

freeze to death. 

White Nose Syndrome was confirmed at the Durham bat cave in the fall of 2009. In 2008, it was estimated that the cave hosted 

8,000-10,000 healthy hibernating bats, including all bat species native to PA except for the Indiana bat, and population numbers 

were increasing yearly. During the 2013 survey of the Durham mine, only 23 bats were found hibernating in the cave. 

During this month’s survey, 13 bats were found. There are seven vertical depth levels within the mine, and Shannon Fredebaugh, 

Heritage Conservancy’s Volunteer Coordinator, along with biologists from the PA Game Commission traversed through each one, 

sometimes having to crawl through narrow, dark spaces to get to the next chamber—certainly not an exciting activity for the claus-

trophobic! Bats were found scattered throughout various sections of the mine. 

Although the numbers remained low, a promising sign is the increase in bat species that were found. The species that Heritage Con-

servancy and the PA Game Commission discovered hibernating in the mine were little browns, big browns, tricolored, and eastern 

small-footed. The little browns have been hit the hardest by WNS because of their small size and inability to store enough fat re-

serves to make it through a winter while infected. The eastern small-footed bat, which is a PA state-threatened species, wasn’t even 

found in the mine during the 2013 survey. These signs could hint at a possible rebound in the future. 

Another small hint at possible recovery is the stabilization in numbers during summer bat counts around the area. This suggests that 

bats might be adjusting their behavior and hibernating in different areas than in previous years, possibly even in warmer climates 

farther south. 

We should all hope for a rebound. The ramifications of the decline in bat populations could take a devastating toll on our ecosys-

tem. One bat eats about 800,000 to one million insects per year; without bats to control pest levels, insects will fly rampant. As a 

keystone species, no other animal can fill the critical role that bats play in our ecosystem. Farmers will have little help from bats in 

repelling bugs, which could increase the use of insecticides. With insects like mosquitoes that carry disease, we could see an in-

crease in human disease contractions like those from West Nile virus. 

Heritage Conservancy is doing its part to help bats with their plight. The organization gated the cave at both entry points to prevent 

intruders from coming in and disturbing the bats while allowing for the bats to come and go freely. Also, through monitoring and 

stewardship of the mine and its surrounding area, the Conservancy provides good habitat for them. 

“The over 90 acres of preserved land that surrounds the Durham bat mine includes wooded habitat and waterways. These resources 

provide bats with the means to survive right when they awake from hibernation in springtime, which in turn increases their chance 

to bare young and repopulate the colony,” says Shannon Fredebaugh. “Hopefully, Heritage Conservancy’s commitment here will 

help with their future recovery.” 
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The Day They Harvested The Special Wheat 

By: Lorretta R. Deysher 

Reprinted from the Fall 1999 issue of the Durham Historical Society news-
letter. 

The Special Wheat had to be just the right dryness. The weather had 
to be just the right temperature. And absolutely no rain in the fore-
cast. Then, we were ready to harvest the wheat for grandfather and 
his special customers. The year was 1938 and what an experience this 
was for a five-year-old girl to store in her memory for safe keeping. 

Grandfather Riegel had a large grist mill in Durham, PA. In the base-
ment of the mill was a huge water wheel. This wheel was powered by 
water flowing over it paddles from the race across the street. I could 
look through a screened window and watch the wheel as it went 
around and around on its endless journey. I was fascinated by this 
wheel. It made me spellbound to watch and listen. The water flowing 
over the wheel made an eerie sound as it fell back into the dark waterway below. The continual mo-
tion of the wheel kept a cool breeze coming from the window, with a dank, musty aura.  

Upstairs in the mill were the various sized millstones. These stones ground the flour and feed. Dad 
didn’t allow me in the mill very often. It was an extremely dangerous place for children to be. When 
I was permitted to enter the mill, I had to be very careful. Chutes crisscrossed throughout the mill. 
Some you could squeeze past, others were so low if you forgot to duck your head, a nasty goose egg 
would result. A massive system of belts and gears powered by the water wheel made the huge stones 
roll around and around. Underneath these huge heavy rolling stones, corn, millet, oats, rye, barley 
and grandfather’s Special Winter Wheat were ground. As the variety of grains were crushed, a de-
lightful pleasant aroma shrouded the mill. Wet molasses was the best fragrance of all as it was added 
to the cow feed. 

Grandfather’s flour was always in demand. He sold his flour to customers locally, and as far away as 
Philadelphia and New York City. You could travel for miles and miles and everyone knew of its ex-
cellent quality. Grandfather’s flour was bagged in white paper sacks, with a piece of twine tying the 
bag shut. The front of the bag carried a picture of a young boy slicing a piece of homemade bread. 
Grandfather had this same huge advertising logo on the front of his mill. The young boy was sitting 
on a three-legged stool. He had on a big yellow straw hat and a pair of blue overalls with one strap 
unbuttoned. He had a bread knife in his hand ready to slice a piece of homemade bread. I loved to 
watch for this painting to come into view as we approached Durham and grandfather’s mill. 

As the owner of the mill, grandfather made frequent business trips throughout the countryside. Late 
in the summer, grandfather traveled to New York City, to get his order for the special flour. He trav-
eled by train to Pennsylvania Station. There he was met by a friend who had a taxicab waiting for 
them. The two traveled through the endless streets till they arrived at their destination. Here a dozen 
or more men greeted grandfather. They were dressed in black from head to toe. They had long bushy 
beards and a yarmulke covering their heads. After all the courtesies and embraces were made, every-
one assembled around a big oak table. Then, the important discussion 
began. MATZO. Matzo was needed for the celebration of Passover in ( continued to page eleven) 

Back to the Past: Special Wheat 

A column highlighting items of interest concerning the historical features of the Watershed       
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the orthodox Jewish temples in New York City. The Rabbis had to decide the quantity of flour 
needed to make this special matzo. Wheat had to be grown and processed. Time flew by fast and 
all the important decisions were finalized. Then came everyone’s favorite moment: it was time to 
haggle over the price to be paid for the wheat. Grandfather loved these moments. The dickering 
back and forth went at full speed, punctuated by bursts of laughter and numerous cups of coffee. 
Grandfather always had new stories to tell us when he returned from his New York trip. The Rab-
bis were grandfather’s special customers and they ordered the special wheat. 

After grandfather got the order, he told dad how many acres of wheat had to be sown. Dad plant-
ed the wheat late in fall. Winter snows covered the wheat enriching the soil and plants. With 
warm spring rains the wheat grew tall and green. 

By June the wheat developed full heavy heads. As the wind blew gently over the wheat I could 
hear the rustling, crackling sound. The sun turned the bobbing heads to a kaleidoscope of browns, 
yellows, and golds. Sometimes the heads bent as if bowing in prayer. What a wondrous sight, to 
watch the wheat sway back and forth in the breeze. The heads toppled from one side to the other, 
giving the effect of fairies dancing a ballet. The wheat moved in a continual, rhythmic motion. 
We all prayed for perfect weather, for gentle rains and sunshine to grace the landscape. The beau-
tiful performance could end in a matter of moments if harsh winds or hail storms flattened the 
crop. 

During the last days of June little black gnats penetrated the air. These bugs got into your nose, 
eyes, and ears. When the gnats came, grandfather knew the wheat was almost ready to harvest. 
He excitedly grabbed for his telephone, yanking it from its hook. He turned the crank handle 
round and round, making a terrible racket. He kept cranking away until Miss Margaret at the op-
erator’s office in Springtown answered, “Number please?” Grandfather asked impatiently, 
“Please, Miss Margaret, ring the Rabbis in New York City for me.” Twenty or thirty people were 
always on one phone line in 1938. A few nosy people always listened to private conversations. 
Secrets weren’t kept. Grandfather’s good news was broadcasted –“The wheat was almost ready 
for harvesting.” 

The Rabbis in New York City waited for grandfather’s call. With satchels packed, they were 
ready for the train trip to Durham. They came to the mill first to see if grandfather fumigated the 
mill properly. No mold, varmint, cat or dog was allowed in the mill at this time. Once they knew 
the mill was properly prepared, the Rabbis came up to our farm. We all marched out to the vari-
ous wheat fields. The wheat had to be checked thoroughly, making sure of its dryness. The 
weather conditions had to be discussed. Hopefully no rain would be in the forecast. Not a drop of 
rain dared touch this wheat. It would be late afternoon till every field was checked. Everything 
was on hold for the next day, but evening chores had to be done and dinner eaten. 

The Rabbis never ate meals with us. Their food had to be kosher. Our family was not Jewish; 
therefore, mother didn’t have the proper food to feed our guests. Mother drove the Rabbis to 
Easton in the evening. Arrangements were made for the Rabbis to stay in the homes of orthodox 
families. Very early the next morning, mother returned to Easton and brought the Rabbis back to 
the farm. 

Before the Rabbis left for Easton, they waited for dad to milk the cows. They loved to drink the 
fresh warm milk. First, they would go to the chicken coop and get an egg. They took the egg and 
broke it into their own tin cups and waited for dad to finish milking a cow. Dad was a fast milker 
and always had a lot of foam in his bucket. When dad poured milk into the Rabbis’ cups, some of 
the foam would go in too. The Rabbis drank the milk and raw egg in one big gulp. They smacked 

(continued from page ten) 
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their lips, and said, “aaah,” and looked at us. Foam covered their mustaches and beards. We all 
laughed at their appearance except mother. She got goose bumps running up and down her arms 
when she saw the Rabbis drinking milk right from the cows. Even though the cows’ udders were 
washed, there was a chance of dirt falling into the milk pails and sometimes even a fly or two. I was 
always amazed with these men. I stood there in quiet awe until I was bade to go to the house. 

In the morning dad would hook the combine to the tractor. The combine was a new machine for us. It 
cut the wheat and shook the grain from the stalk. The grains of wheat went up the auger and spilled 

into a waiting bag. My brothers stood on the machine’s platform. As a 
bag filled with wheat the boys would quickly tie it. Our hired man Milt 
took the full bag away and put an empty one in its place. When the plat-
form was full they stopped the equipment to unload. Our team of horses, 
Dan and Maude, pulled a wagon over to the combine and the men trans-
ferred the full bags. The straw fell from the back of the machine. It laid 
on the ground for a day or two to finish drying. Then the straw was taken 
to the straw mow to be used as bedding for the animals. It was fun to 
watch the combine but it was hot, dirty, dusty work. By the end of the 
day my brothers would be black from head to toe.  

As dad got the equipment ready, the Rabbis went out to the wheat fields. As they waited for the dew 
to dry, they constantly prayed. When the moisture dried off, it was time to start cutting. The Rabbis 
yelled and waved, “The wheat is ready. Come on, hurry, no rain must touch our wheat.” 

What a grand sight! Dad slowly drove the combine up and down the fields, row after row, the Rabbis 
walking right behind, their heads bowed, continuously blessing the wheat and thanking God for the 
bountiful harvest. As hot as it was, the Rabbis never took off their long black, heavy wool coats. 
They had a prayer shawl around their shoulders and big black hats on their heads. We were all so hot 
but the Rabbis didn’t seem to mind the heat or tire. When the day’s work was finished, the wheat was 
taken to the mill. At the mill the Rabbis took turns resting or praying over the wheat. The wheat was 
never out of their sight day or night. The next morning all business ceased. This was the day set aside 
for grinding the Special Wheat. The Rabbis blessed the wheat as it went through its milling process. 
The flour was put into bags. These bags of special flour were loaded onto a train and shipped to New 
York City. The Rabbis rode in the boxcar with the flour. A specific bakery in New York City made 
the flour into Matzo or unleavened bread for the Passover celebration. 

My family felt so privileged to grow the wheat and grind it into flour for the Jewish people. Our farm 
attracted crowds the day the Special Wheat was combined. People came from afar and near. Cars and 
buggies were parked along the side of the road. People walked into the fields to watch. The Rabbis 
were never distracted from praying. I think they enjoyed our company and inquisitiveness. Our 
friends and neighbors also felt great pride for having a crop grown in our valley for such a special 
occasion. 

Exodus 12: 14 And this day shall be unto you for a memorial; and ye shall keep it a feast to the Lord 

throughout your generations; ye shall keep it a feast by an ordinance forever. 

 

 

( continued from page eleven) 
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Birdtown/Cooks Creek Watershed Association Workshop  

A workshop will be held on July 11, 2015 from 9 AM to 1 PM. Identify invasive 
plants and their native cousins that should be here, native insects, and the birds 
who depend on them. We invite you to come to Laughing Springs, 2915 Spring-
town Hill Road, to learn and listen to waterfall music as you experience our 
sanctuary of more than 200 native plants. Call ahead for information: 610-346-
8229; rain or shine. 



VOLUME 12,  ISSUE 2  

Durham Township Recycling Center 
 
Location: Municipal Building, 215 Old Furnace Rd, 
Durham 

1st Saturday of every month ( 2nd Saturday if 1st Saturday 
is on a holiday weekend) 

Hours: 8:00AM – 12:00 noon,1:00PM-4:00PM, (call ahead) 

Accepting newspapers, magazines, junk mail, phone 
books, glass, tin, plastic, aluminum and cardboard, and 
CFL bulbs, rechargeable batteries (during office hours). 

Please note that this facility is available to all, not just 
Durham Township residents! 

Contact Joe Kulick at the township building for more  
info. 610-346-8911 

Springfield Township 

Location: Township Building, 2320 Township Road 

Paper Recycling Bin Available at Township Building. 

 A Recycling bin was recently placed here and is availa-
ble to anyone.  Cut down on trash and help the township 
earn extra money.  You can drop off: Magazines, Shop-
ping Catalogs, Phone Books, Newspapers, Office and 
School Papers, Mail. 

Please do NOT include: Plastic, glass, metal, trash 

Hours: Anytime ; See website: www.springfieldbucks.org  

or call (610) 346-6700. 
 
Blinderman & Son 

Location: 1320 Whitaker St, Hellertown. 610-838-9221 

Hours:  
7:30AM – 4:00 PM,  Monday – Friday  

7:30 AM – 11:30AM,   Saturday 

Accepting cardboard and most metals 

City of Bethlehem Theis/Cornfeld Recycling Center 
Web site: www.bethlehem-
pa.gov/recycle/services/theis_cornfeld.htm 

Location: 635 Illick’s Mill Rd, Bethlehem  

Phone: 610-865-7082 Hours:Weekdays: 10 AM to 4 PM,  
Saturday  9 AM to 4 PM,  Sunday 11AM to 4 PM 

Accepting glass, cans, plastics, newspapers, all books, 

magazines, catalogs, cardboard, mixed office paper, 
metals, textiles (clothing, shoes, etc.), large appliances 
(certified freon-free). Call or go to the web site for 
specifics. 

Bonus!! They provide FREE on site shredding ser-
vices for businesses and private individuals. If you 
have 4 or more boxes, call 610-865-7082 to schedule 
an appointment. 

City of Bethlehem Compost Center 
 
Location:  1480 Schoenersville Rd., Bethlehem 

Non-Bethlehem residents are not allowed to drop off 
materials at the composting center but the mulch and 
compost is available for free to anyone if loading ser-
vices are not needed. They actually produce much 
more than what they can distribute, so they encourage 
anyone to take as much as they would like! Loading 
services are provided for a fee of  $10/cubic yard in 
the spring and fall. Call 610-856-7082 for hours. 

 

 

 

Recycle! 
Local Recycling Information 
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Springfield Township:  

www.springfieldbucks.org 
610-346-6700 

2320 Township Road 
 

Supervisors: 2nd Tuesday @ 7:30 PM 
Planning Commission: 1st Wed. @ 7 PM 

Supervisors/Planning Commission  
Work Session: 3rd Thurs. @ 7 PM 

Environmental Advisory Council:   
2nd Thurs. @ 7:30 PM 

Open Space Committee: 
1st Tuesday @7:30PM 
Historic Commission:  

3rd Tuesday @ 7:30 PM 
 

Durham Township:  
www.durhamtownship.org 

610-346-8911 
215 Old Furnace Road 

 
Supervisors: 2nd Tuesday @ 7:30 PM 

Planning Commission:  
1st Tues. @ 7:30 PM 

EAC: 3rd Tues. @ 7:30 PM 
 
 
 

Schedules of Local  

Government Meetings 

 

 

 

 

 

Lower Saucon: 
www.lowersaucontownship.org 

610-865-3291 
3700 Old Philadelphia Pike 

Council: 1st and 3rd Wed. @ 7 PM 
Planning Commission:  

3rd Thurs. @ 7 PM 
EAC: 1st Tues. @ 7 PM 

 
Williams Township:  
www.williamstwp.org  

610-258-6060 
655 Cider Press Road 

 
Supervisors: 2nd Wed. @ 7 PM 

Planning Commission: 3rd Wed. @ 7 PM 
Land Preservation Board:  

3rd Mon. @ 7 PM 
 

Richland Township: 
www.richlandtownship.org 

215-536-4066 
1328 California Road 

 
Supervisors: 2nd and 4th Mon. @ 7 PM 

   Planning Commission: 3rd Tues. @ 7 PM 
Preservation Board: 2nd Thurs. @ 7 PM 

 

Renew Your Membership 
Cooks Creek is an important resource for our community. Don’t 
forget to renew your membership and stay up to date on issues 
concerning our Watershed. 

Find the membership form on the back page. 

 

If you want to get more involved, please donate to our     
legal defense fund to help us fight the PennEast pipeline.   
Come to a meeting and share your talents and interests! 
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If you hold precious the beauty that surrounds us in the Cooks Creek Watershed area and would like to be actively involved in its preserva-
tion, then consider joining our association as a member.   Reach out to your community!  We would love to hear from you! Please drop us 

a line at info@cookscreekpa.org   

CCWA is a 501 ( c ) (3) non-profit organization.   

Cooks Creek Watershed Association 

P.O. Box 45 

Springtown, PA  18081 

www.cookscreekpa.org 

Please Join Us… Cooks Creek Watershed Association-Membership Form  

All of us who reside in 

the area enjoy the beau-

ty of Cooks Creek.  

Those of us who are for-

tunate enough to live 

here are dependent up-

on this watershed not 

only for the beauty of 

the creek but our wells, 

the wetlands, the wild-

flowers and all of the 

beautiful landscapes in 

our townships.  

 It’s up to all of us to 

protect this treasure. 

The Cooks Creek Water-

shed Association asks 

that you become a mem-

ber and help in the task 

of protecting this special 

resource. 

Name:  ___________________________________________________________________ 

Other household members: _______________________________________________ 

Address:  _________________________________________________________________ 

Phone: ______________________ E-mail: _____________________________________ 

Interests: (circle) 

Newsletter Website  Roadside Cleanup  Event Planning 

Membership Fundraising Stream Studies      Wherever I’m Needed 

Individual Membership Fee:     $ 15.00 per year            _____________  

Family Membership Fee:        $ 25.00  per year            _____________ 

Student Membership Fee:  $ 10.00  per year _____________ 

Donation: to legal defense fund:    _____________                              

Total:                                                

Please detach and mail to Cooks Creek Watershed Association , (CCWA)  

 P.O. Box 45, Springtown, PA  18081.     THANK YOU ! 

Checks can be made payable to Cooks Creek Watershed Association. 

CCWA is a 501 ( c ) (3) non-profit organization.  

 

Find us on Facebook 


