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= RESCUING AN ISLAND—Tke struggle to preserve a piece of

untouched wilderness off the coast of Maine as a wild life sanctuary
and a nature camp dedicated to Conservation.

By MILLICENT TODD BINGHAM

UST storms and devastating floods arc com-
pelling our atrention nowadays to the
mighe of nacural forces. These calamicics

are called Acts of God, the implication being
that they are wayward visitations of disaster
against which man is powerless. They ace of
course nothing of the kind. But they are fo-
cussing attcntion on problems of conservation.
[ should like ¢o focus it still furthee—on one

concrete. diceet attack upon, these problems, an -

experiment carried out last summer on an island
off the coast of Maine.

In Muscongus Bay, parcallcling the shore,
looms the long dark outline of Hog Istand—
theee hundred and thirey acres of untouched
wildeeness. Ic is roughly a mile and a half in
leagth, half a mile wide, and at the nocthern
end scparated by only a few minutes’ row from
the mainland. Ninety feet in height at che high-
¢s¢ point, it is covered with dense forests of pine,

spruce and balsam. Here and there. between

two, rocky points. a spring of clear water over-
flows across a lictle crescent beach. The granite
ledges of which the istand is buile crop out along
the bare crest. Into the shade of the sweer.
smelling balsam woods below, the boranist is
lured by deep moss and beds of ferns. In Junc.
lady’s slippers and the faintly perfumed twin
bells of Linnea borealis blossom in the shade. to
be foltowed later in the summee by multi-colae-
ed mushrooms and the specteal Indian pipe.

- Growth of the idea

As with most enterpriscs. there is. back of the
Hog Island experiment a personal story. 1t falls
roughly into three paets: First, a long period of
years during which the island was cherished in
its primitive state—a period of incubacion foc
an idea. Four years ago that period came to an
end in a sudden cacastrophic event——an event
which ushered in the second period, one of cf-
fort in trying to find some way by which the

. island could not only be peeserved as a wild life

sanctuary. but ucilized also for the advance-
ment of knowledge concerning the wildeeness
and the life teeming within it. Thac goal teach-
ed. the third petiod opened with the establish-
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ment in June. 1936, of che first Audubon
Nature Camp for Adule Leaders. )

The naceative begins when. in the summer of
1908, my facher and mother made 3 visit to Hog
Istand while cruising along the coast of Maine.
My father. David Todd, was for thirty-six years
Professor of Astronomy at Ambherst College.
My mother, Mabel Loomis Todd, a woman of
varicd interests and acconfplishments—~—actistic,
literary. civie. social—cated most of all about
the world of nature. particulacly abous the pres-
ervation of forests and theie wild inhabitants.

Wild life imperiled

As it happened. a short time before their visit,
a forty-acre strip had been cuc over. Piles of
dead brush and stumps gave to it an air of deso-
lation. There were rumors thac the whole island-
forest might be similarly ground to pulp. My
mocher was shocked. She determined to do what
she could to prevent it. .

It scemed that ticle to the laad rested in the
names of many diffecent property holdses on the
mainland opposite. These transverse strips
would have to be assembled, a difficult uadee-
takinag. The owners could not always agree
among themselves as to the limics of their various
holdings and were on the verge of litigation in
several instances. But titles weee cveatually
quicted and Hog Island. except for a peninsula
of about thirty acces at the northern end, owned
by a man and his wife who ran an “Inn and
Bungalows' there for summer boarders. became
the uadivided property of two persons. My
mother owned theee-quarters and a friend of
hers bolighe the remaining undivided quattee—
not o live on. but as an investment. That
quactee was subsequently sold. But we had come
to stay. Woe buile a camp in the forest and have
been exploring its sccrees ever since, cach of us
from 3 different angle.

My grandfather, Eben J, Loomis, ascronomer
and poet. friend of Heney Thoreau, impacted
wisdom about the ways of nature to us all. My
fathee obsceved the heavens through a lictle tele-
scope s¢t up on our pice on starey nighes. He
wrote a book at the island. Astronomy, Science
of. the Heavenly Bodies. My mother studied
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ﬁ.owezg. ferns and mushrooms. Her lase picce of
ht.er.a_ry work was finished at the island—re-
editing -he; Letters of Emily Dickinson, fiest
published in 1894. She wrote little articles about
the spiders and cobwebs, the mosses and peri-
winkles, and was completing a book enitled The
Ep:c'qf Hog at the time of her death. For me, the
bntds~.and the physiography of the region—"the
meaning of the landscape,” as that science has
been described~—have been engrossing. My geand-
father taught me to recognize the common birds
befo.re_ I could read or write. My eacliest mem-
ory is of sitting in the crotch of a bough over-
haqgmg Rock Creek, near Washington, D. C.,
while he told me stories of the small inhabicancs
of the banks and surrounding woods. My af.
fegttou for the out-of-doors began while I was
still too young to understand.

Those who love nature usually begin young.
In childhood, responses to natural objects are
instinctive. If a child's attention is drawa to
wild creacuces, his acquaintance with them
broadens as the years go on. He understands
them. They are his friends for whom, as to-
ward other friends, he feels affection.

- . It'is.curious about nature lovers. They are

well named. For there is in every one, even in
pamralists who make the study a scientific life
work, an emotional quality—an instant response
to the first note of a Bluebird in early March
before the arrival of other migrants, or to a
fringed gentian discovered by chance, which in
a sheltered spot, has managed to survive the
autumn frosts. This emotion can no mote be
described to those who do not fecl it than the
tzansfiguring effect of a Becthoven symphony
could be conveyed to a person who is tone deaf.

**My heart leaps up when I behold
“A rainbow in the sky.”

is not a sentimental figure of speech, but a state-
ment of fact. Enthusiasm engendered by such
feelings cacries far. It has been characteristic of
the Hog Island venture from the start.

Vigilanc:

Burt to return to our story. After the Inn and
Bungalows were closed in 1919, except for tem-
porary occupants, we lived alone upon the
island. My mothee protected it in every way
she could. from fiees lefe by careless picnickers,
from persons cutting masts or Christmas teees
or dipging for relics in the peehistoric kitchen-
midden—for Hog Island was a spot favored by
the Wawenock. a tribe of the Abanaki of the
Algonkian group., who were heee when the fiest
white man came. In 1910 she posted the island
against shooting and continued to do so as long

RESCUING AN ISLAND

as she lived, wrying to preserve its wild life—
deer, hare and game birds—Jong before it was
the fashion to do so. She was determined to
protect the island from exploitation. How this
could be concinued in perpetuity we often dis-
cussed. but never settled.

On October 14, 1932, while packing to Icave
for the scason, my mother died. For Hog Island
her death marked the end of an era. :

[f I say thac after my mother's death theee-
quarters of the istand belonged to me I do not
feel thac chat is strictly true. When I walked
through the woods and listened to the Theushes.
the cry of the Osprey circling ovechead, or the
boom of the Great Horned Owl at nighe, I
could never feel thae [ owaed such a place. It

" seemed, rather. the property of all who cherished

it and who wished to presceve it for others who
would cherish it likewise in years to come. Buc
that was hardly a practical poine of view. So I
began to wonder how I could make such a
dream come true. '

For Nutuee lovers everywhere

First, there was the thicty-acre peninsula with
the Inn-and Bungalows, now falling into decay.
The owners wished to sell. [ asked chem to give

.me time to find the right kind of purchaser.

This they kindly conscnted to do. Meaawhile.
my dream was widening in scope. Instead of
teying to find a private buyer. why not make
the buildings a camp for students of natuce?
They could use the resc of the Island as a labora-
tocy. Here was a wildecness area with well-
defined natural boundaries and within a shore
distance of the mainland. It would be an ideal
ficld station for biological research. I began by
teying to interest local Maine groups, bicd clubs
and societics of nacural history. The ceplies |
reccived were unanimous in commendation of
the ide» and equally so in reporting thac chey
had no funds. So I turned to other organiza-
tions whose inccrests embrace a wider territory.
such as. for instance, the Federation of the Bird
Clubs of New England. I met wicth the same
response everywhere. It should be borne in
mind that these efforts were made during the
years 1933 and 1934, Trying to raise money
for any purpose whatsocver ac that time was to
invice fatlure.

[n the fall of 1934 the owners of the peninsula
weote that they must sell. They were convinced
thac the “'bird people,” as they called my hypo-
thetical purchasers, were not interested in the
propusition. There was. in fact, “‘nothing to it."”
Besides. there weren’t any birds on the island
anyway excepe a few Crows.
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One winter evening I was speaking of my di-
lemma to a friend of ours, Dr. James M. Todd
of New York. Without my asking him, Doctoc
Todd voluateered to help me ouc. He would
buy che Inn and Bungalows, he said, and give it
to any organization that would use it! It is im-
possible to describe the effect thac his offer had
upoa me. It was 2 tucning point. I was walk-
ing on air.

To find such an organization would be, [
thought, an easy thing to do. Buc it proved to
be quite the opposite. After months of endeavor
I realized that it would cost so much to fit up
the buildings that nobody could afford to accept
Doctor Todd’s generous offer. It was at this
point that proposals from a lumber company
and a lobster pound filled me with dismay.
Would a business proposition be the only way
out? Was this, after all. to be the fucure of
Hog Island?

The last chance

Then came a day in the spring of 1935. The
owners of the peninsula could wait no longer.
They had decided to cut off their trees. Scme-
thing must be done, and done at once. Sure ac
least of finding understanding, but with no
formulated request in mind, I went to the Amer-
ican Museum of Natural History and asked for
the renowned ornithologist, Dr. Robert Cush-
man Murphy. He listened to my story. After a
moment or two he went to the telephone, called
up the National Audubon Society, and arranged
an interview for me with the newly elected
Executive Director, John Hopkinson Baker.

A day or two later, clasping the familiac little
packet of smapshots under my arm—young
Herons in the nests of their tree-top rookery, a
squicrel perched on the corner of our table as
we sat at luncheon, a seal balancing on a rocky
ledge—I went to Mr. Baker’s office. I shall never
forget that interview. I began in the usual way:
“I have a beautiful wooded island on the coast
of Maine. It bas been protected from shooting
and other depredations for the past quarter of
a century. On one end of it there is a group of
buildings owned—."" At that point he jumped
in,

“Just whae I wane,” he said.

Within five minutes he had developed the idea
of a camp for teachers of nature study. He
stated its purpose. Only by securing a sustain-
ed, genuine interest in nature on the part of
children. he said. can we hope for a grasp of the
acute need for conserving our natural resources
before it is too late. And only by training
teachers and other youth leaders in an undes-
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standing and appreciation of nacture can chil-
dren’s native interest be developed.

Mec. Baker had not only caught my idea before
I had uttered it, he ran away with it. Teachers
and other adult students were to come in groups
of fifty for five periods of two weeks each
throughout the summer. If they could not only
be filled with enthusiasm. but helped to formu-
late sound plans for their work as well, the
children’s interest would be salvaged. Interest
is the driving power of education. In this case,
it is 3 question not so much of arousing interest
as of capitalizing it. Most children ace interested
in birds and animals. If wild creatures can be
made friends with eacly in life. these concrete
friendships will usher in the abstract concept of
conservation unconsciously but inevicably. And
the study and enjoyment of nature will become
a hobby which will provide for them more real
satisfaction than many things which are not
chere for che asking.

I listened speechless as Mr. Baker developed )
his plan. Half dazed by the capidity with which
the activities of the imaginary camp had shaped
themselves in his mind, I left his office. dived
into a subway and made for Doctor Todd's
house by the shortest route. He rejoiced that at
last the plan seemed about to materialize.

But alas! Another obstacle appeared. Mr.
Baker would not accept Doctor Todd's gift of
the poinc and buildings, much in need of repaic
as they were, and upon which a good deal of
money would have to be spent, without assuz-
ance that the Society would have the right to
use the entire island for pucposes of study.
Accordingly. I sought out the owner of the un.
divided quacter to ask whether he would join
me in allowing the island to be used for such a
purpose. But I could not see him. He was
desperately ill, so ill indeed that he could promise
nothing. In fact, he was in need of money for
doctogs and hospital expenses and his property
had already been puc in the hands of a real
estate agent. That quarter of the island would
have to be purchased somehow. and at once.

Sanctuary established

To come to the point, with my mother's life
insurance money I bought that undivided
quacter of the island which she had not owned,
thereby enabling me to lease the entice island—
except Doctor Todd's point which he proposed
to give outright—to.the National Audubon
Society on a dollar-a-year basis. By using the
money she had saved it became a true memorial
to her. The deal was closed within a few
weeks, and the Todd Wild Life Sanctuary was
established. :
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The thied period. to which what has been said
1s but introductory. begins with the opening of
the first Audubon Nature Camp for Adule
Leaders, in 1936,

An island at worh

When [ arrived at the island on the ninctecnth
of June, the camp was in full swing:: groups
gathered about the nest of a Parula Warcbler,
warching the parents go in and out of their nest
in the hanging moss. oblivious of the circle of
onlookers: other enthusiasts wading out into the
water unconscious of their appearance. intent
only upon following their instructor to a pre-
€arious spot where some shallow-water forms of
!ifc were to be seen in action. A boat-load was
Just returning from the outer islands. Other in-
dividuals’ were darting about in an open space
brandishing long butterfly nets, and still ochers
were coming out of the forest. single file. with
ferns. lichens and mosses to be identificd.

“What!" I exclaimed to the Dircctor. “Are all
these groups specializing in diffecent subjeces?”
“Oh, no.” he replicd, *‘they are all studying
cvery day the vacious aspects of natuce, one after
the other. because these must be understood in
their relationships.”*

Some students were working carly and late
fiting up a museum in the old ship-chandlery
over the water. a living museum, where life his-
tories: were illustrated: a section of an ant hill
between two panes of glass revealing the ants
busily at work in their corridors: crickets in an
appropriate ¢environment: and a snake cage. Just
outside. underncath the float. was a collection of
rarc living marine organisms. In the muscum.
too. was a calendar of the birds alrcady observed,
together with a map. its harvest of red and
white thumb tacks marking the sites of nests
and the spots where singing males of certain
rarc specics had been heard. There were bio-
logical family trees: labeled parts of a lobster’s
jaw: dried specimens of lichen. feens and flowers,
all arranged on sheets of paper tacked againse
the wall.

The whole camp exhaled an atmosphere of
wonder—the beginning of wisdom.

Here was my forese wilderness. a laboratory
of cager students who were not only cnjoying
it. they were taking it. bic by bit. studying and
classifying its resources. making it yield its
secrets! And yet with it all, the wilderness re-
mained 3 wilderness. The solitude was as un-
touched as ever.

I recalled those years during which I had been
trving to convince somebody. anybody. that che
island was a good place for a nature camp. and
how [ had been told over and over again that
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there were not caough people inteeested 1n
nature in the whole United States o support
such a project. Each time thac [ heard it could
not be done, [ turned my thought toward those
silent, moss-carpeted forests. [ listened to the
Thrushes in the gathering dust. [ saw those
magic midsummer nights and the slowly engulf-
ing tide—the tide at the full. the moon ac the
full—when cach stroke of the oars Ieft a cloud
of light deep down in the water, and ripples in
the wake of the row boatr vtched the surface
with luminescence ploughed up from bencath.
sparks on the sucface blending with the reflected
universe of stars. I seemed to be wacching che
migration of Warblers high up against thy disc
of the moon. or listening at noonday to the
chant of V'ireo solitarius solitarius. voice of the
northeen wilderness.

Ah. 1 thought. if only the island could be
saved it would do more for us than we could
possibly do for it.

I think I know how a novelist feels when he
says that his ¢haracters write the story for him.
The compuision, he says, comes from them. not
from him. They have to act as chey do. So it
was with Hog Island. Always it was the island
which gave me heart.  Its mere quict existence
supported me in the knowledge thac I was right.

Wide influence

When a thing actually comes to pass the ef-
foet expended in making it do so is lost sight
of—ploughed jn. so to speak. If successful. the
result merely scems inevitable. This is what
has happened in the case of the first Audubon
Nacture Camp for Adult Leaders. With a rtoral
capacity for che five sessions of about 230. chere
were. during this opening season, 223 in acttend-
ance. Of all ages from seventeen to scventy.
they came from twenty-theee states. two Capa-
dian prpvinces, and onc foreign country. Switz-
crland!” The number included not only teachers
in clementary. high and normal schools. pro-
fessors and students in colleges and universitics.
members of the U. S. Departments of l.abpr
and Agriculture. leaders in the Boy and Gl.l’l
Scouts and the Camp Fire Girls. counsclors in
summecr camps for children. members of Garden
Clubs and Societics of Natural History. but rep-
resentatives of a score of miscellancous occupa-
tions as well. There was even one Brook!yp
ficeman who came for his vacarion because he is
thinking of abandoning his present profession
in order to become a Forest Fire Warden.

Between the twelfth of June and the ninth 9f
Scptember cach person spent from two to six
weehs of intensive study. From 6:30 in r:he
morning. when they were awakened by an in-
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structor imitating the calls of birds, uatil sun-
set they were in the field—ecither on the island,
or on the nearby mainland—studying birds,
mammals. insects. salt and fresh water inverte-
brates, all forms of plant life, even a lictle geol-
ogy and astronomy. Many of them found their
stay a revelation. Some had never before seen
the ocean. Trips by motor-boat to the islands
and barren pinnacles of rock in the outer bay
and beyond enabled them to observe nesting
colonies of sea birds—Cormorants, Gulls and
Terns, Petrels and Guillemots—while close at
hand the nests and family life of many species
of land birds, some of them not found elsewhere
in the vicinity, were also studied.

In the evenings there were round-table con-
ferences and illustrated lectures in the museum
either by members of the staff or by well-known
educators and naturalists who, attracted by the
novel experiment. had come from all parts of
the country. The director and other members
of the staff were peculiarly fitted for their tasks,
and were possessed of an enthusiasm lavishly
communicated to their students.

For the teachers, of whom there were more

than a hundred. special help in techniques of
presentation was given. and each one was
equipped before leaving with a practical pro-

“gram adapted to his specific requirements.

Most important of all, however, every person
in the camp gained a new point of view toward
Conservation. They were taught the complex
interdependence of all forms of life. both ani-
mal and vegetable., and learned in consequence
that one form of wild life should noc be exter-
minated — or protected — at the expense of
others. without full knowledge of the conse-
quences. Upsetting the balance of nature estab-
lished before man entered the picture is a pre-
carious undertaking. Jt usually eads in disaster.
not foc the environment oaly, but for mankind
as well. Even today. ignorant of results which
are sure to follow. we continue to perpetrate
deeds of violence. sometimes ironically enough,
in the name of Conservation. :

And so, it seems. Hog Island has become not
only a focus of interest, buc a center from which
radiate new ideas and new enthusiasm for the
preservation of the our-of-doors. indeed, of our
whole heritage of natural resources. Similar
camps may be established in other parts of the
country. each the center of its own geogeaphi-
cal area. If so, the popular point of view toward
Conservation will gradually be transformed. For
by activities such as those of the Audubon
Natuce Camp an enlightened attitude of mind
will be fostered in the children of today who, as
leaders of tomorrow, will have not only the
power to act, buc because of this actitude. the
power also to act wisely.
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