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Hi, friends!

I’m Harley the hawk, and I’ll be your guide as you tour this land | call

home. My family of red-tailed hawks has lived here for a very long time,

and we’ve seen many changes.

Did you know that huge chunks of ice shaped this land? That it was once
filled with trash?

The beautiful plants and animals you see today are the result of humans
working hard to preserve our home.

To learn more, walk the trails and read the signs that tell our story.

Are you ready? Let’s go!

The walk begins on the trail across the
road, west of the garden plots.
The entire story walk is an estimated

3/4-mile. Inner loop story walk is
about 1/2-mile.



Today is a Special Day

':\a{ew .Weeks ago, Callie the
erpillar hatched from an
€99, then spent two weeks eating
meen in her chrysalis for 10 days an
Onarch butterfly.

ey fro v
M inviting all my friends to celebrat

weed leaves and growing. She’s

milk
n emerge as a beautiful

d will soo

¢ Callie’s change

There’s my friend Greta the grasshopper”
o awe

o share with everyone,” she says;

“Hi, Gretal Would you like to come t lcome home party for Calliep»

Sure, Harley. 'll gather some cloVe” ‘
ove the prairie. Then | hear: “Wgjg;»

Thanks) Gretal” | Cau, as | soar up ab
«Um, can | ask you something?»

I'land back on the path, and Greta says:

/
|

«
Sure, Greta.”

Do you think Callie’s change - ”
© You think it will be .. a good chang®?

«es, | do.”
«| dor’t think I like change, Harley.»

«change can be a good thin

hang 9, Greta. Th;

. uite d[jffrent many years ago. Righy hhls land, for example, was

in big holes. But look at it todqy» ere, they used to dump trash

«That's a good change, | sy

Qarbage.” AR e
«would you like to help me inyite
«along the way, L tell you more o
pecome the grand habitat we enjo:

magine sleeping under

L‘;friends to the party?” | ask.
ut how this land has changed t©
today.”

«That sounds like a hopping good ideq|” Gret [
: a exclaims.




Metra wetland

rican goldfinch
Greta and | are on the lookout for A2 (tl;lzn::sses ngar tj;lec '
Who can ysually be found flying amid the

Metra w,
etland. )
er how the Metra Wetland got its namep You

ough? It was actually scooped |,
wn right here. Workers did this
ie could have been

“G"etﬂ, did you ever wond
Now the grass you eat and hop thr

Jrom another prairie and plopped ° he prair
When the Metrq railroad expanded- The p

destrq i the moved it here.

Yed, but instead they orkers digging, lifting and sliding
W slicing and serving cake!
of Illinois!”

My grandpa Jerry said he saw
slabs of prairie. It looked like the
Just look qt that big bluestem —

y were
it’s the state grass

«That’s amazing they could chan,

e th, .
And speaking of cake, maybe w 9e the land i tha

t way, Harley.
¢ should get one f I y

g or Callie?”
«That's a great idea, Gretq/” el

We head down the path, an | heq, Aaro
high_pitched notes he calls as he
gellow and hard to miss!

wsure, Harley. What can | bring?»

«Could you bring a cake?”

“YOU- gOt it.'”




A Friend on the Prairie

j've got My talons crossed that we're
able to see Dottie. She’s a diurng]
ughtning bug. Diurnal sounds funny
put it’s just a fancy way to say 5
udagt'lme.” Dottie is out durlng o
day and sleeps at night—just like e

Becauseé Dottie is diurnal she doce
glow like her lightning bug friends
that aré nocturnal — they fly qt
night and need their lights to find
each other.

pottie often hangs out on goldenroq
leaves - and there she is!

«Hi, Dottie! We're throwing q welil
home party for Callie, and wed o e
for you to join us.”

«Thanks, Harley,
pottie asks.

I’d love t
0 come. But, where did Callie go?”

“She’s inside her chrysalis where she’s ch
putterfly,” 1 sy c

I | love butterflies! ‘
«oh! | flies! I can’t wait 1o e —

anging into a monarch

. Dorti
«5o ... you think you'll like, even |oye this n Colttle says.
? ew Callie?”

asks Dottie. e

«| do, Greta! Callie was a wonder :
time eating. A° @ butterfly she'll Jul caterpillar put spent most of her

i olli
grow! And without our flowers \AF/)hq;nate our flowers, helping them
) would we eqt iter?”
or use for shelter

iles. “That’ .
Grete smiles. “That's a good Pont, Dottie. | do (ik ildflowers »
’ e my wildflowers-




Coyote Pass
o thi lled Coyote Pqs
te in this area ca s,

Greta and | look for Cora the €040

andpa Jerry. He told me
I tell Gretq q story passed along from rzsg (?fryeafs e
these rolling hills were jormed thou;:r:/vlth massive chunks of ice,
Ice Age. This entire area was cOVer

called glaciers.

¢ time, they left many different type
sknous shaped like cones; knolls thqy
hallow holes, like potholes, in

When the glaciers melted for the lae
of hills, also called knolls. There a" i
are long ridges; and, knolls that for
the ground.

asks.
“Does Corq live in a knoll?” Greta

«
‘Yes and no,” | say.

“These hills, which are
made of rocks and sand, are
Perfect for digging a den when it's
time to rqjse a family. But if it’s not
the time of year for pups, there is 0
need to dig a home,” | tell Greta.

| don’t see a coyote den anywhere, sq | soar h

igher to see if | can
ﬁnd Cora.

Because they're Y well camouflaged, coyotes can be hard to see. AlsO:
they are most active around dawn gnq dus

) k, times when Hickory Knols
is very quiet.

Finally, from a distance, | spot her sleeping under an oak tree. | don’t
want to wake her, so | fly down to meet Greta on the path.




Trees, Not Trash

During the Ice Age tens of th

ousand

«Who are we inviting to Callie’s party
next, Harley?” Greta asks.

«ye still have several friends on the [ist
put let me tell you, if it was 50 yeqrs ’
aqo, we wouldn’t be able to find mgn
at all Back then, humans used Hickory
Knolls as @ garbage dump!” 1

“t deﬁnltew looks much better today,”
Greta says. ’

To understand how it got better, t’s
important to understand how it begal

s of years 90 glaciers — huge
d big granite boulders. But

chunks of ice - left behind sand, gravel an
in St. Charles, the material was dy,

w
hen more humans started to settle

ds and buildings. All that digging left

Up and hauled away to construct 104 ik
them up with junk. Old appliances

‘tieep holes, and people started filling
rash barrels, tin cans..”

Oh, Harley, that sounds awfult”

«| agree! Thankfully, humans
and began restoring this are
not trash.

aﬁﬂally realized this too
» SO We could ljve among

|and once was misused.”

«That’s quite a change — q chq
n

Harley?” Greta asks. 9e for the better, huh




Monkey House

Greta hops along the trail that leads
us deeper into the woods.

She stops short. “This building looks
quite out of place here, Harley.”

“Yowre right, but it’s a piece of
history,” | say.

“HOW are cinder blocks a piece of
htstorg?” Greta asks.

“This structure was the monkey housé
in @ 200 that was here, almost 100
Years ago,” | tell her. The small 200
also had a bear, a wolf and a few
other animals,

O

«0h, | wish the monkeys
were still here, Harley.

They could swing from
all these trees.”

) .
«Yes, but monkeys aren’t native ¢, this areq (j i
means we came here without the help 10 e ae N

ative animal °f humans.
uWhen nonn animals or p[qnts
1 o Move in, the ten the
health ?f ol.lr environment,” | add. “Sometin, y can threa i
they bring tn germs that could Make us sick es they take over, 0
ck.
«plus, monkeys need a different set

@ . o
mer temperatures.” f conditions to survive, like

war

Greta looks disappointed, so | try to cheer h
er up.

«We ma

i ited now. “| req|
Greta is eXt -1 really, req|| -y
to Callie’s party!” * 4% want to see one and invite the™




Seasons of Change

Sammy the squirrel and Chucky the chip
S0Mme seeds.

I'say hello and invite them to Callie’s party-

“I'd love to come. Pll bring some berries t
P a pawful.
‘Me too,” chimes in Chucky.

As Sammy and Chucky scurry aWa%
2 Hickory Knolls in the winter?”

Greta @

munk are munching on

o share,” SaMmy says, rajsing

sks: “Harley, what hQPPens

1L her the land il temporarily change. “Most of the trees here will
: e trees

lose their leaves. The plants in the prai -
. prairie wi i
owers on t9p will have turned to § ceds, s":’)li :uu .be tlhe!'e, but tr:e
will stay active, but other animq(s like Chuck am[ﬁ? y 2ke "
y Yy, will hea

underground. Deer roam the woods i
all winter i S
. while skunks, raccoon
and OpOSSUMS COME OUt on nights when jp n’ot too kll:in” K
cola.

«what about you,

Harley? Wher
g ' e do you go | inter?”
«| stay put. This land s beautify| go in the winter?

] d in Winter,l"
ntinue aown

We co i the path, Gre

soaring above. “Do you knoy,

our frog friends live!”

}tla hopping along the trail and !
At | see, Greta? The ponds wheré




The Potholes

n hear male frogs calling

me, you ca
nd. Do you hear

'f you listen carefully in springt
s a diﬁerent sou

to
Meet females. Each one make

anyone today?
pring peeper, Colin the choryg

0g. In early spring, Spencer
lin’s call sounds like a fingerngy
|l sounds like a throaty grunt

With my sharp eyes, | spot Spencer the s
frog and Norman the northern leopard fr
Makes a squeaky “peep peep” sound. Co
funning across a comb. And Norman’s ¢a

Or snore,
at melted and left deep holes.

ers th |
y aquatic plants ang

les support man

lhis wetland is the result of 9lact
e‘.i by groundwater, these potho
Animals including — you guessed

«Hi, guys! We’re having a party
or Callie, when she emerges from
her chrysalis as a monarch,

Would you like to join us?” | ggj
«That sounds like fun, Hal’leg! |
love putterflies. They're like ys in
many ways,” Spencer says.

“«How so?” Greta asks.

Spencer begins: “Well, for one e
poth undergo metamorphosis
and —,”

Greta cuts him off: “Met .. q

mo

IV'I know, it’s a big word.

@ etamorphosis

gr:eh{uh‘mw-fuh—sus) means We
through extreme changes-

tgjjy i’iog friends and | were born

unts es and stayed in the water

Caterwﬁ became frogs, while

_— El ars Fransjorm into moths
utterflies,” Spencer explains:

«
B . .
ecause we live on land and in

W
Nater, humqns Study LLS,"
orman says.

d'f,we’re doing well, the wetland is
oing well,” Colin adds.
S0 you're helping humans know

th A
That ’the environment is healthy:
at’s awesome!” Greta exclaims:




Archery Woods

Greta and | gaze over the wild assortment of native plants.
“Oh, it’s so beautiful, Harley"”
Pollinators buzzing and fluttering
green leqf, then hops back down,

Greta hops up to join the many
above. She indulges in a bit of
waving a wing at her new friends.

il
'y

rite place in all of Hickory

“What an amazing place! | think s ™ fave
Knolls,” she says.

“I think the humans who worke
appy you're enjoying it,” | tell her.

d hard to restore this area would be

Greta's ir Higued. “Did thiS area undergo a dl’Qm ti h e to();. ”
atic change,
«It went tthU.g'l a couple Of Chan

) ges. A |, i hery
club used to practice here with bg ong time ago, an arc

Ws and arrows,” | add.

«gut the most recent change came when this [qnd was overrun Wit
nonnative spectes t'hat did not let any other plants grow. Without
native plants, our insect friends didn’t have q (ot ofgjl(ood.or shelter-
«one day, Hickory Knolls staff started
p[anted all the flowers and grasses yo
happened!"

«| have yummy food to eat and friends t
Best‘Change-EveF!” Greta exclaims.

restoring this land. They
U see today, and look what

o0 play with! It’s the

| smile and put my wing around Gretq as we walk along the path.




Treasure Beneath Your Feet

While we ql| depend on one another,
We also depend on one of Hickory
Knolls’ richest resources: groundwater
You cant see it, but it's here. In sOme r
areas it’s far underground, but in othe
SPots it’s just below the surface.. And
Sometimes you can see it bubbling UP-

When | fly down to join Greta, sh.e’S o
standing on a mound of dirt looking
a tiny hole.

She looks at me. “I thought | couldt :
invite our ant friends to Callie’s party-

« q bU.t
It does look like an ant hill, Greta,
it's actually a bee’s nest,” | say.

i =0 tta here, Harley!”
At that, she quickly jumps away- “Let’s get ou

s are shy. Females only sting if

ing bee
“I's OK, Greta. These ground-nesting B ot of ther

’t stin
you try to harm them. Males don’t sting
don’t even look like bees.”

Just then a bng?t green bee emerges. «n; there, ’'m Ginny.
can | help you:

«you sure can, Greta says. «pm Greta and this is Harley, and
we're having a party for our frien 4 Callie the caterpillar. Woul
ou like to come?”

esurel Thanks Jor inviting me,” Ging,, oo

wwould you mind bringing some honey?»
«pd love to, but | don’t actuall,
nectar and pollinate flowers qf

«When Callie’s a bUtter_ﬂy’

Greta asks.

Y make honey. | collect pollen and
Ong the WCI.U.”

she'll drink nectar, too!” Greta says:




Carol’s wetland

As we approach the wetland, Greta’s awestruck by the wondrous lands(;ape_

Hickory Knolls, it was preserved by People

Who cared to make a difference- The effort was led by Cargl Stevenson, whg
Saw plants popping up among trash and coal qsh. She and many others
worked hard to make this land cOmé alive again.

“And look what we have today!” | saY as | soar above and see all of our
friends surrounding Callie’s chrysalis, ready to welcome her home.

I tell her that, like many areas in

Sure enough, Callie, no longer @ caterpillar, slowlg eme.rges. ’But then she
doesn’t fly a;/vay. S;1e just hangs onto the chrysalis until she’s ready to fly.

As we watch and wait, Greta
whispers, “Thank you, Harley, for
telling me how Hickory Knolls
pecame our home.”

«That’s what friends are for,” | te|
her. “Now you, too, can share why
we have trees, not trash; ﬂying
squirrels, not monkeys; and a prajrie
with unique plants and flowers —»

«pnd Callie! We have Callie the
monarch butterfly

Just then Callie takes off on her
first flight. We all cheer as she

1”

circles above. As the party kicks off, Greta pulls
me aside. | realize | shouldn’t be
afraid of change, because change
's what made Hickory Knolls our
.home’” she says. “l can’t
tmagine living anywhere else.”

«

I couldn’t agree more, Greta,” |
nod and smile. “I couldn’t
agree more.”




Thanks for coming on this adventure with me! | hope you
enjoyed learning about Hickory Knolls as much as | enjoyed retelling
the history of our land.

But our story doesn’t end here. You can help keep it going by supporting
the restoration work in Hickory Knolls, in parks and forest preserves—even
your own neighborhood! Here are some ideas to get you started:

* Volunteer at a natural area workday.

* Become a citizen scientist and monitor frogs, butterflies, dragonflies ..
many opportunities exist.

* Reduce your use of plastic, especially carryout containers, straws and
other single-use items.

* Use bubbles instead of balloons at parties and other celebrations.
* Recycle bottles and cans.
* Organize a litter sweep in your neighborhood or local park.

Learn more by stopping inside the Discovery Center,
or visiting stcnature.org.

Yours truly, g@dﬂ&y

This sign is part of the walk-and-read story, Hickory
Knolls: A History of Our Home. The story starts on
the trail across the road, west of the garden plots.






