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We came prepared for any contingency: 

swarming mosquitoes, blistering sun. Knee 

deep marshes, razor grass cuts and maraud-

ing wildlife. What we found was a blissfully 

cool day, breezes to keep buzzing predators 

at bay, a cloud cover perfect for even the 

most amateur photographer.  Burr Williams, 

director of Midlandôs Sibley Nature Center 

and the organizer of todayôs excursion, was 

coaxed into a brief history of the area as we 

waited for stragglers to arrive. Soon the 

group was two dozen strong, and we struck 

off down the grassy slope into the wilds. 

 

 

 

 

Views of the 

garb and gear 

worn by the   

well dressed  

Llano Estacado 

branch of the 

Texas Master 

Naturalist!  

 

 

 

 



Why is this photo blurry? Because every 

time we took a step, the dense undergrowth 

of asters in this pocket forest exploded with 

moths and butterflies so abundant it was 

impossible to focus on a single one. Each  

blur is a set of wings! 

This bee landed on my shirt and patiently 

awaited his portrait taken. 

 

Another flying insect rested on the silky  

petal of an evening primrose. Powdery pollen 

from the soapberry trees had floated onto  

everything.  Every inch of exposed ground 

was peppered with yellow petals. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A green tree cricket 

sunbathed on a leaf,  

at left, while a small 

katydid made its  

ponderous way 

down a stem, with 

antennae that take 

up the entire photo, 

at right!  



Dove mamas anxiously watched us from up in the trees but never abandoned their posts. 

Their shabby nests are little more than some loosely piled twigs capable of sheltering a 

pair of eggs for a few short days; babies must develop quickly. The nests can be as low as 

a personôs eye level, as was the duo below. These are mourning doves. 

Perhaps something had spooked the mother dove away from this nest at right,  and had 

also tipped the nest so that one of the eggs had tumbled out.  Ants and fat maggots were 

busy polishing off the remains of the interrupted life. 

The spindly soapberry forest of nests was knee deep in wild asters, and the treesô yellow 

blossoms filled the morning air with a sweet light fragrance. The trees are really one,      

all interconnected underground, and are indigenous. 


