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“It’s Hard To Be Me………a Tree”
By Jeff Ormiston
Whew! I need a rest! As usual, since last spring it has been a struggle to survive but I made it. I’ve grown stronger over the summer
and have been a valuable member of my community. I’ve sheltered the small and fed the hungry. When the strong winds blew I
was there to offer support to my neighbors whose crowns were forced against mine and mine against theirs. I was able to bend without breaking and I stood tall as my roots supported me in the rain drenched soil and supplied my leaves with the required nutrients
and water. Because I am strong I can support my ever increasing load of leaves and push them upwards to the sun. Squirrels usually
chew my small branches, in late summer, and use the leaves to construct their winter lodging. I take this opportunity to increase the
number of branches and thus increase the leaves that satisfy my need for the carbohydrates I need to grow and produce the seeds that
will become my next generation.
When I was still a seed, lying on the forest floor, a large tree next to me was blown down in a summer storm. The next day I could
feel the sun’s warmth and light that I had never felt before. Within a couple of days my roots emerged and began pushing into the
rich soil I was lying on. A green shoot emerged and pushed towards the new found sunlight and I felt really alive for the first time.
From the very beginning I could feel “The Force”. “The Force” held me to the soil and made it a challenge to continue my growth to
the sunlight. “The Force” made the leaves of other trees fall on top of me, in the autumn, but I persevered and in the spring I once
again continued my upward struggle as I grew through the leaf blanket. “The Force” is something I will need to overcome my entire
life in order to stay healthy and continue to push and pull the liquids from my roots to the leaves of my crown. In the end it will
bring me back to the soil that gave me life and there I will give back to the soil the nutrients that I used and stored that made me tall
and strong. I will bring to earth the sun’s energy, stored in my trunk and roots that my leaves used to feed those important parts that
make me who I am.
Sometimes visitors to my forest community injure my neighbors by cutting into their bark simply because the bark is smooth and
gray. It’s as if they need to leave some mark that they were in my forest with no concern for the health of that forest community that
they so much enjoy. My protective bark is thick and rough but the bark of our beech and some red maple trees is thin and smooth.
Beech bark is thin enough that the tree can actually produce food for the tree in the winter time just as if it continued to have green
leaves.
My forest community is a community of support and cooperation. My roots, as well as the roots of most of my plant neighbors, are
attached and connected to fungi that form an underground mat that brings nutrients and water to our roots. The plants in turn, supply the fungi with their necessary carbohydrates by our process of photosynthesis and everything benefits and thrives. Though we
cannot speak, communication plays a large part in the health of our tree community. My roots are intertwined with the roots of my
neighbor trees and the fungi connect us all. A tree in distress alerts neighboring trees by releasing chemicals into the soil stimulating
an increase in carbohydrates to the roots or the production of chemical defenses.
The trees provide food and shelter for many birds and the birds eat those insects that would harm the tree. We provide shelter to
squirrels that in turn bury our seeds, in the soil, and then forget where they have planted many of them. By their forgetfulness the
next generation of plants will have the start they need. The growing season is a busy time in the forest and as the autumn days grow
shorter we can feel the internal pressures gradually decrease. The leaves on our branches have fallen and are beginning to break
down and provide nutrients to the soil. Although our leaves are gone the buds at our branch tips are formed and ready to greet the
warm winds of spring. Our neighbors who have fallen to earth are already providing shelter for our animal friends that will help
them through the winter and once again I rest. Once again I rest to face the struggle ahead.

1

Volume 40, Issue 4

2015 Fox Island Monarchs Recovered in Mexico!
By Jeff Ormiston

In 2015 we raised about 175 Monarch Butterflies at Fox Island. Of those we tagged and released 135 Monarchs through the Monarch Watch Program run by the University of Kansas. In reviewing the recovery list
published by U of K we found that two of our monarchs
were recovered in El Rosario, Mexico on Feb. 2, 2016 and
Feb. 27, 2016. Both were females that we raised from eggs
laid in our butterfly garden. One was released Sept. 9, 2015
and the other was released August 8, 2015. In 2016 we
raised about 130 Monarchs at Fox Island and tagged and released 113.

Wow! How exciting is that!

BLACK OAK SPEAKS
Tale Written for Fort Wayne’s Bicentennial 1794-1994
By Cynthia Powers, Fox Island Volunteer
Reprinted by request of Jeff Ormiston, to complement his article, see Page 1
I am the black oak that lives along the main trail, in what is now the Fox Island Nature Preserve. I’m getting very old now—over
200 years—and my children and grandchildren have heard my stories over and over. But I wanted to tell them once more to the park
visitors, before a windstorm blows me over, or the carpenter ants make me hollow.
My friends the squirrels tell me that Fort Wayne is having a birthday celebration called a Bicentennial. When I heard that I got
excited, because it could be my birthday too. I grew from an acorn a squirrel buried and forgot, near the edge of the Fox Island sand
dune. My roots grew very fast through the soft sand. It might have been the same year Anthony Wayne built his fort, but of course
that was too far away for me to know about.
I do remember the Indians who came in fall to pick up hickory nuts and walnuts. Once a little Indian girl stepped right on me,
wearing her soft, beaded moccasins! I was only a baby—I only had two leaves. But I was flexible and grew straight again after only
a few days.
The Indians collected acorns, too, to make flour. But there were always plenty left for the squirrels and for sprouting into new oak
trees.
When I got a little taller, I could hear the songs of the French traders as they carried their canoes to the Little River. Even though
a beaver dam held enough water for them to paddle part of the way through the marsh, it was still hot, sweaty work.
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Sometimes I heard them say “Sacre Bleu!” The squirrels say that is a really bad swear word in French. Once they got their canoes
over the portage, they could paddle all the way to New Orleans if they wanted to.
One day in the 1830’s a man walked down the trail. I could tell he was very sad, just from the way he walked. He sat near me
and talked to himself. He was very homesick for his home in Ireland, and he was sure he would never see it again. He had come to
America to help dig the Wabash and Erie Canal. It was very hard work and sometimes the men spent their money on whiskey. This
man’s best friend had been killed in a fight last payday. But after he rested a while in my shade, I think the Irishman felt better.
On July 4, 1835, the canal near Fox Island was finally done. People could ride the packet boats from Fort Wayne to Huntington
and didn’t have to use the portage any more. I hope the Irishman got to take a ride on the canal he helped build.
I was a tall tree when Fox Island was made into a farm. Men cut down many of my brothers and sisters. Sometimes they cut
through their bark all the way around---they called it “girdling.” I thought it was so cruel—I had to watch their leaves wilt as they
slowly died. Then they were cut down later. Somehow I was never cut down, and I must admit I loved having all the sunlight for
myself. My side branches grew long and strong in those days, and I made a lot of shade. Sometimes Farmer Yohne would eat lunch
under me and his horse would rest a while before they started the afternoon plowing. Sometimes the corn grew tall all around me,
but sometimes the rains didn’t come often enough and the corn wilted in the sandy soil. Black oak trees don’t have to worry about
rain much—our roots go deeper and our thick bark keeps us from drying out.
My thick bark protected me another time, when
lightning hit me! I was the perfect target, all alone in
the middle of the corn field. You can see even now
how my bark was split all the way down my trunk.
Luckily I didn’t catch fire, and my bark healed the edges of the split.
Farmer Yohne finally gave up on raising corn and I
had a few years of peace before a very strange thing
happened. Men came out in big noisy things called
“tanks” and drove them up and down over the sand
dune. They even scooped out holes in the sand, called
“tank traps,” and practiced driving the tanks in and out
of the tanks. Sometimes motorcycles roared up and
down over the sand dune. I told the squirrels, “I’m
getting too old for this!” After all, I was over 150
years old.
Shortly after that, I could see a big highway being
built west of me. After it was done, it’s never been
completely quiet any more. Big trucks go by day and
night, and trains go by on the north side of the sand
dune. What a racket! I’d rather hear the birds and the
chorus frogs. And you know, I think people would too, at least the ones who come to Fox Island. I heard one say she wanted to get
away from “computers.” I don’t know what computers are, and even the squirrels can’t find out. Maybe they are a specially noisy
kind of truck.
But I’m getting ahead of my story. After the tanks and the motorcycles were gone, I heard people talking about making Fox Island into a park. I thought to myself, “I wonder what a park is? I hope it isn’t noisy!” Lots of people came out and worked hard
picking up all the trash. Trucks came and hauled away all the old refrigerators, rolls of fence, tin cans, and old carpet. What a relief!
I was beginning to think living in a park was going to be OK!
They put up a sign right close to me that said “NATURE PRESERVE.” It faces away from me so I can’t read it, but I hear the
trail guides read it out loud to the school children every spring and fall. The children like to feel my bark and pick up my acorns.
Most of all they like to peek in the hole in one of my roots. They all think an animal lives there—but none of them have ever seen it!
I’m getting to be such an old tree now. We black oaks don’t live as long as our cousins the white oaks, and I’ve already lived
almost as long as black oaks ever do. Already some of my branches are dead. But I feel as if in a way I’ll live forever, because I’m
surrounded by so many of my children and grandchildren. I hope they’ll always be safe in the Nature Preserve and that people will
keep enjoying their shade and the songs of the birds in their branches.
“Is not the sky a father, and the earth a mother, and are not all living things with feet or wings or roots their children?”
from Black Elk Speaks
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Fox Island event
Friday, Feb. 17
10 a.m to 12 noon
In the Vera Dulin Observation
Building. Birdseed donations
appreciated! Then you can do it
at home on the other dates.
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Natalie’s Scrapbooking/craft Nights

These will take place on Friday nights: Jan. 20, Feb. 17, and March 3.
Holiday pictures are beckoning? Join Naturalist Natalie Haley in scrapbooking memories
to last a lifetime. We provide hot tea and cocoa to ward off the chill. Pizza can be ordered
for an additional $5.00. Everyone usually brings an optional snack to share (not required).
Crafters may spend their time sewing, crafting or socializing for the same fees.
Paid pre-registration is required 5 days in advance. Just send a check made out to Allen
County Parks, Attn: Natalie Haley, 7324 Yohne Road, Fort Wayne IN 46809. Include a
note letting us know for which month to reserve your spot! You will have until 24 hours
prior to cancel and we will give you a credit for a future session.
Call Natalie at 449-3246.
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Kit Kapers: Fox Island Park for Kids
By Pam George
Coyote Return: Mark of the “X”
Do coyotes roam Fox Island Park?
They certainly do! They usually hunt for food at twilight or during the night, but since they are naturally curious, you might be able to see
one in broad daylight. They can also be found in populated areas like your own back yard!!!

How do you identify a coyote?
Coyotes have narrow, elongated muzzles, lean bodies covered in thick, gray fur with a reddish brown or gray snout and a white throat and
belly. They also sport pointed ears, very long legs, yellow or amber eyes and long, drooping, bushy tails that end in a black tip. They are
bigger than a medium-size dog, though they are smaller than wolves.
Coyotes are solitary creatures and mark their territory with urine and feces. During the winter, coyotes tend to become more social, especially during the February mating season. During the coldest months of winter, they even join forces, creating hunting packs to find food more
easily.

Spotting a coyote may be tricky business, but winter is a good time, as their “clues”
are easier to find.
Sounds: Coyotes howl to communicate their location. They use other noises to communicate with family
members,
pups, and

such as howling, yelping, and producing high-pitched cries. They make huffing noises to call their
they bark at others to tell them to stay away.

Den:

A coyote den is often located in a hollowed-out stump, or it may be an enlarged woodchuck or rabbit
burrow. Sometimes, rock outcroppings or hillside banks are used. Coyotes also build dens from scratch by digging
holes.

Scat:

(a.k.a. “poop”) Coyote scat is a rope-like chain about as round as a small hot dog
containing hair and bones. They use scat to communicate, so deposits are usually
laid in the middle of trails or near the borders of their territories.

Coyote Curiosities:
*
*
*
*
*

Coyotes are carnivores, consuming lots of rodents & rabbits, but also eating fruits &
vegetables.
Coyotes have an incredible sense of hearing and smelling, locating prey hiding under the snow
using their ears.
Coyotes also rely on their ears to avoid danger and detect predators up to a mile away.
Coyotes move silently by walking on the tips of their toes to avoid predators or other dangers.
Coyotes are excellent runners, reaching speeds of 40 miles per hours when chasing prey.
They are also excellent swimmers!
* Coyotes can live in the wild 10 to 14 years and up to 20 years in the captivity.

Below are tracks of common canines found at Fox Island during the winter (coyote; large-sized dog; red fox).
The overall track of a coyote is oval shaped. An X can be drawn in the space between the toe pads and the central pad on the footprint,
the central pad is shaped like a fat letter A, and the two front toes point slightly inward. Claw marks can be seen because canines cannot
retract their claws like cats.
Circle the Coyote track:
Clue: Note the “x” in this
coyote muddy footprint
spotted at Eagle Marsh in November, 2016.

A
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Winter programs at Fox Island; call 449-3180 to register.
Jeff Ormiston’s programs:

Carolina Chickadee

Feeding Winter Birds, Sunday January 15, 1:30 to 3 p.m.at the Dulin Observation Building.
Learn what to feed birds, how, and why. Take home your own suet feeder.
Free with park admission, but please pre-register by Jan. 8.

Microscopes for Adults, Friday February 16, 10 a.m. to noon at the Nature Center.
This is a class for adults only who are interested in learning the basics of using a compound microscope. We
will prepare slides and look at plant and animal cells, as well as other natural specimens. Free with park admission (or use your pass). Preregister by 2/3. (Probably good for continuing education for IMN’s)
Making Tracks, March 5, Sunday 1:30 to 3 p.m. at the Nature Center. Free with park admission (or pass.)
Learn to cast animal tracks in plaster and take a track home. Learn how to identify different tracks; take a
short hike to find tracks on the trail.

Natalie’s programs:
Fox Kit Club programs for preschoolers: These happen on Tuesdays from 10-11 a.m.
“Tracks” January 10
“Winter” February 7
“Owl Nests” March 7
These programs have been developed for preschool children and their families or teachers. Meet at the Nature Center. Fees include a snack
and a drink; Cost is $3 per child and $2 per parent; Paid preschool teachers of attending students are free.
Please call Natalie at 449-3246 to pre-register.
Editor’s note: These are the programs I knew about at press time. For complete information, consult the Wild Grapevine, newsletter of Allen County Parks.

Nature writers wanted!
We always welcome short articles about timely subnature hikes, or the like. Poetry and photographs
the Vera Dulin building on December 12. It’s a
dent not usually at feeders.
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welcome too. Here is a photo Ed Powers took at
Rusty Blackbird, a rather uncommon winter resi-
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Fox Island Alliance
Ed Powers
12206 W. Yoder Road
Roanoke, IN 46783

Officers:
Brett Fisher, President
Kate Sanders, Vice President
Jeff Ormiston, Vice President
Carol Gaham, Secretary
Nathan Arata, Treasurer

Fox Island Alliance Membership Application __New __Renewal

Board of Directors:
Barbara Bauer, Nathan Arata, Renee Bentz , Liz Hincks, Dr.
Solomon Isiorho, Jeff Keplar, Ed Powers, Kevin Boner, Kate
Sanders, Cindy Nestel, Pam George, Raquel Rodriguez

__Check if you would like to receive your Fox Tale by email

Directors Emeritus:
Phil Herrick, Kate Ferguson, Iona Mensch, and John McCory

Students $5 - Senior $5 - 2 Seniors $10 - Indiv. $15 - Family $20

Fox Tale Editor:
Cynthia Powers

Additional gift $__ Education $__ Exhibits $__ Scholarship

The Fox Island Alliance is a volunteer not-for-profit organization. Its purposes are to help preserve the natural features of
Fox Island County Park, to assist its orderly development as a
nature preserve, to raise funds to facilitate its development, to
promote Fox Island’s use as an educational center, and to coordinate volunteer efforts.

Total Dues and Gifts $___

Name________________________________________________
Address______________________________________________
City, State, Zip________________________________________
Phone________________ Email__________________________
—Check if you do not want your name published
Please Circle One:
Sustaining $30 - Patron $50
$__ Preservation
If this membership is a gift, enter donor’s name:
________________________
Check if you are interested in volunteering. You will be contacted.
Will your employer match your gift to FIA?
Check with your Human Resources/Personnel Department.

MEMBERSHIPS EXPIRE ON MARCH 31. CHECK YOUR
ADDRESS LABEL TO BE SURE.
Use the application to the right and check “Renewal”

FIA is a 501 (c) (3) organization; extra gifts are tax deductible.
Make your check payable to FIA, Inc. and mail with this form to:
Ed Powers, Membership 12206 W. Yoder Rd., Roanoke, IN 46783

www.foxislandalliance.org
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