Cornwall/Norfolk Trip October 2014 PART 1

Call us gluttons for punishment but after our non-eventful trip to Norfolk in August we
were clutching at straws for something exciting, especially bird wise, so we booked
another holiday. Ooooops! We both still had 2 weeks to take from work, so even though
I'd never taken a holiday any longer than a week I decided to push the boat out and do a
mega 2 weeker. It was something I'd always wanted to do with the added bonus of saving
money on the ridiculously priced ferry. October is a great time to go away too but where
we were going to go for so long? Initially I wanted to hit Norfolk hard during the 3rdand
4th week, as this would cover both the decent weeks (going off the previous 5 years) but
Wendy couldn’t get those weeks off, so it was back to the drawing board :(. After 4
attempts at Norfolk in October, over 4 years, we’d skillfully managed to dodge the week
that had easterly winds and therefore decent birds by a week every time. Having dreamt
of being there during those amazing weeks for years, as they seem to be the most reliable
for any mega finds in the UK, this was a real blow. At least we could be there for the 3rd
week but the 2nd doesn’t seem to be a very productive one, so could be a waste of time.
We then started toying with idea of going back to Cornwall especially as that time seemed
to be great for Wrynecks but if we did we could practically guarantee that everything
super rare would turn up in Norfolk and if we went to Norfolk we could guarantee
everything turning up in Cornwall......Urrghhhhh! With everything becoming more and
more complicated we decided to play it safe and do a week in each but just hoped that we
hadn’t done it the wrong way round. It was a total gamble, the journeys would be
immense and knowing our luck we will definitely be in the wrong place in the wrong
week!

For the 1st week I found the great looking, relatively cheap and ‘Gold Award’ dog-friendly
Wesley’s Barn in Bosavern, near St Just in Cornwall and Wendy was particularly
impressed. This was probably due to the fact that it had a hairdryer and a Nespresso
Coffee machine the same as the one she has at home, so she could make her own
Cappuccinos! Although it didn’t have a fancy coffee machine we booked our 4 times tried
and tested Church Owl Cottage in Blakeney, Norfolk for the 2nd week.....Sorted :). It was
pretty shocking that a 2 week holiday in October was only around £50 more than our 1
week break in Norfolk during August :0! Obviously I'd booked a Travelodge for our 1st
night because there was no way I was going to even attempt driving straight down to
Cornwall after getting off the boat at midnight. Again I'd booked the one near Slimbridge
and although we’d thought it was grubby last time, it'd had a refurb, so we hoped it'd
improved. This move would break up our 1st stretch of travel time nicely and we could
even grab a few hours sleep :).

Typically, as I watched the BirdGuides reports, it looked as though all the Wrynecks had
already gone through Cornwall by the middle of September! Yet again, there was even
one at the trusty woodpile we’d stood next to twice before at Kenidjack......... 2 weeks
before we’d even got there! There’d been a constant stream of Yellow-browed Warblers
and Red-breasted Flycatchers filtering through as well as the odd Red-backed Shrike,
Purple Heron and Greenish Warbler! Things were looking bad for us already, so the ever-
optimistic (!) Wendy even considered writing the article before we even left, predictably
starting with the gale force wind that cancelled our sailing and ending up with having
seen nothing! Surely our week in Cornwall couldn’t be as fruitless as our 2012 trip.....or
could it? There’d been no Ring Ouzels anywhere to speak of, so hopefully we’d be around
to catch up with some of them at least.......or were they just our famous last words? :/.

Obviously to expect wall to wall sunshine in October would be asking far too much as well
but we’d had a very mild September, so we just had to a) hope for the best and b) pack

wisely! We could remember the early mornings, during October in Cornwall and Norfolk,
being very cold and frosty but that the temperature could rise considerably once (or more



appropriately IF) the sun came out......Urrghhhhh! Our holiday crept up on us and Wendy
went into panic mode when she realized that she still had her leaky old boots with the
holes in them, so she had to hope that the new ones she’d ordered would fit, not to
mention arrive, before we left :0!

Watching the weather forecast it was all looking good until the Friday we were due to
leave and all our plans were scuppered. The wind was set to pick up to gale force on the
day of our sailing, which was no surprise to us, and there was a 90% chance of rain for
every day of our entire week in Cornwall....Arrghhhhhh! Unbelievably just like on our
August trip we’d picked another week, which would coincidentally see the tail end of a
Hurricane! All the forecasted winds were westerlies, so my dreams of getting some
easterlies and finding some cool migrants were shattered and the best we could hope for
was some good seawatching from the car at Pendeen in Cornwall :(. Wendy was very
pleased to get her new boots before we left though and they fitted......Phew!

Friday 3rd October

Luckily I had an extra day to take off work so I had the whole day to prepare and it also
meant a day of chilling out which I hoped would help me to last longer when driving
overnight. Wendy had been very jammy again because the hygienist was away on a
course, so she was only needed for the morning surgery. The day kicked off predictably
with a VERY windy start but luckily it started to drop off by lunchtime, much to Wendy’s
relief! After I'd had a thorough soaking from packing all our stuff into the car in the rain
we set off and arrived at the Sea Terminal at 6.56pm. We joined the small queue and even
though we were the 21d to last car to arrive we were only in the 2nd lane. We'd timed it
well again, as we were boarding at 7.19pm and were in the cabin at 7.27pm. We settled
down for what we thought would be an ok crossing, as although it was chucking it down
the wind had remained at about force 6 since lunchtime. When the captain came on and
told us all that the crossing would be rough due to a strong southwesterly wind Wendy’s
face dropped. What the....? It wasn’t even that windy outside! As we left Douglas the
boat rolled it’s way out into the bay and it continued for about 3 of the sailing. Wendy
had taken Stugeron but I needed to stay awake for the drive so hadn’t. Consequently
Wendy slept with Lyca while I felt a bit green around the gills and had to stay in the
supine position until it eventually calmed down as we approached
Heysham....Bleurghhhhh! Atabout 11pm we took Lyca outside to see if she wanted a wee
and yet again she waited until we were up on the top deck to create a huge puddle on the
rubber matting :0! We were more than a bit pleased to be docking at 11.20pm and finally
disembarked nice and early at 11.36pm......Phew! Wendy wanted to go to the Terminal,
so my Sat Nav’s eta at the Travelodge for 2.35am was thrown out of sync a bit. Having lost
Smins already I finally drove away from Heysham and started the long drive down south.

Saturday 4th October

I'd only been going for 1hr but it soon became apparent that [ was so tired I was going to
have to stop for a break. Luckily Knutsford Services was on hand, so | headed straight
there and parked up at 12.50am. After a quick 15min break, where Lyca was let out and
also performed, we set off again. Unfortunately having the day off before travelling hadn’t
had the desired effect on me and I had to pull into Hilton Park Services at 1.57am! [ was
so tired by then that [ ended up taking a quick nap there. We were both totally gutted to
see that there was a Travelodge there too and wished that we were staying there instead!
While I dozed off Wendy ran into the Services hoping to get some fries but only Costa was
open, so she came out empty handed....how times change! At 2.33am I bit the bullet and
carried on for the last stretch of the journey and after a very non-eventful drive we finally
reached the Travelodge at 3.33am, quite a bit later than the 2.30am time [ was expecting!
We were very impressed by the refurb and all went out like lights and slept like the dead
until the 9am alarm went off.
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Wendy woke up reluctantly feeling like she could’ve slept all day, so was in a pretty bad
mood. I reminded her of the fact that we had to get going if we were to reach our cottage
in Cornwall at a reasonable time and we still had a long way to go before that happened.

It was raining outside, so I took some stuff out to the car and filled my petrol tank up
while Wendy was getting ready to leave. We were starving by the time we left the room
and after giving Lyca her breakfast in the car our thoughts turned to our own. There was
a Starbuck’s next door but I thought it was closed, as it looked like it was in darkness, so
Subway was our only option. We wandered in and looked at the uninspiring menu
wishing that there was a Little Chef, which is really saying something, so we could get
something vaguely resembling breakfast food. I picked a Sausage Sub and spied a
chocolate donut at the counter but Wendy was stumped and ended up getting a
Cappuccino and a Cheese Toastie all for the bargain price of £3.79.......sorted :). We
returned to car to eat our food but when Wendy opened her bag up she was totally
disgusted with what was inside...Uh oh! She reluctantly took a bite of her toastie and her
face said it all. It was soooooo0 dry that she couldn’t eat it and said it was like eating
compacted dust with the faintest hint of tasteless chewy rubber on top!

Yuck!

My Sausage Sub wasn’t exactly gourmet either and even Wendy’s Cappuccino was
horrible, so she resorted to chucking it all away. No wonder it was so cheap! Luckily we’d
noticed people going in and out of Starbuck’s, so she ran over to get a proper Cappuccino
instead and ate a cereal bar out of the bag in the back. After a pretty bad start to the day
we set off in the pouring rain at 10.20am seeing our 15t bird of the trip, a Magpie.

Next up and just to lighten the mood (not) Wendy spotted a dead Sheep lying on its back,
legs in the air, in a field.......Nice! :(. We couldn’t believe there were so few birds around
and after driving for a while we’d only added Herring Gull and Wood Pigeon to our list.
Next up was a Common Buzzard sitting on a telegraph pole looking totally soaked
through. We went straight through Bristol without hitting any traffic jams, which was
very nice indeed especially as | was positive that with it being a Saturday the area would
be jammed solid. Unfortunately the driving conditions were awful, although the photo
doesn’t show just how bad it really was!
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Urrghhh!

The bad weather was obviously why there were no birds about apart from the usual
hardcore Jackdaws, Starlings and Black-headed Gulls. The atmosphere became rather
somber as we drove through Somerset knowing that we were in the controversial ‘Badger
culling zones’ and we just hoped that this year’s entirely pointless and cruel exercise
would fail again. It wouldn’t be with without it’s casualties or fatalities of course but
knowing that the Sabs were out there every night doing everything they could was our
only consolation. We carried on and spotted some Carrion Crows and a Lesser Black-
backed Gull feeding in a field and a Cormorant sitting on top of a pylon. Passing the
signs for Cheddar Gorge and Wookey Hole we found our 1st dead Badger at the side of the
motorway :(. We couldn’t help but wonder if it was an accident or that it had been put
there by someone, trying to cover up their dirty deed, which is a well-known and popular
trick. A Grey Heron was the next bird we saw and finally at 11.30, when we’d reached
Exeter the sun began to poke through the clouds. The sign for West Devon was a welcome
sight and a good enough place to take a quick break. I pulled up at Castle Drogo Services
at 12pm, where we noticed a small flock of Goldfinches and Wendy ran in to use the
W(C’s. While she was inside I let Lyca out for a wee and we were back on the road again
for the final leg of our journey by 12.08pm. Some Long-tailed Tits flitted over the road
ahead of us and Wendy let out a delighted, “Oooo arrrrrrr!” as we passed the Welcome to
Cornwall sign at 12.29pm. We were now well on our way to reaching our 1st port of call of
the day.......Phew! We saw what was to be our 1st Jay of many and then another dead
Badger at the side of the road and this one definitely looked more dodgy than the
last......Grrrrrrrr! :(.

As we hadn’t made any plans to stop at any reserves on the way down I decided to stop at
Marazion since we’d be going through Penzance anyway and we were way too early to get
into the cottage. We arrived at 1.37pm and it was sunny but very blustery. There’d been
a Spotted Crake in the same spot we’d tried to find one on our last Cornwall trip 2yrs ago
and a Garganey on another pool there, so we thought it'd be worth a shot. We had plenty
of time to kill before 4pm so I looked around for things to do. Wendy ran over to the WC'’s
first but quickly returned to grab 20p for the pleasure of using them! We took a wander
down onto the beach to scan for Waders feeding at the tide line but the beach was
crawling with people and totally void of any birds.

Out over the sea were loads of Gannets but nothing else but I took Lyca for a bit of a sniff
around anyway. She’d been so good in the car that she deserved to stretch her legs for a
while. Wendy, on the other hand was tired and had found herself a sun trap, which was
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sheltered from the strong wind, so was lying chilling out and soaking up the

Having managed to finally move Wendy out of her spot our thoughts turned to food again,
so we headed up to the café. It was still really busy even though the summer season was
well and truly over but we managed to find a table outside.

Café Dog

Wendy went in to find us some lunch and a few minutes later the very friendly owner
came out with our food. Wendy had chosen a cheese and tomato Panini with a
cappuccino and had ordered me some toast, so after our disastrous breakfast it was great
to eat some quality food. Lyca was being a bit of a pain by then and had gone a bit hyper,
so it was no wonder that a nearby Bearded Collie had decided to take a dislike to her.
There was a bit of snarling and general antisocial behavior but they soon calmed down
after establishing their feelings. I was still feeling peckish after my toast so Wendy went
back to the café to get me an ice cream, with a flake, which did the job perfectly. With our
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stomachs refueled we happily wandered back to the car to drive the short distance down
the road to the RSPB Reserve in the hope that dogs were allowed in.

It was 2.44pm when we arrived at the charity car park by Marazion NR. There was an old
bloke at the entrance taking the money so Wendy asked him if dogs were allowed and we
were told, “Oh yes.” Excellent, although we weren’t hopeful of finding what we wanted
but having just arrived we were still feeling optimistic. There was a Pied Wagtail in the
entrance field and we headed straight over to the Spot Crake pool.

Spotted Crake pool
There were Dragonflies whizzing around but we couldn’t get a good enough view to ID
them as either Migrant or Common Hawkers. There were Great Tits and Blue Tits in the
surrounding Willows, Speckled Wood and Red Admiral Butterflies around the
Brambles and we heard a Wren. With no sign of the Spot Crake and no positive vibes
being given off by any of the other Birders we moved back to the entrance to read the info
board, so we could locate the other pools and try to find the Garganey. While we stood
there we found Meadow Pipits and Stonechats and were very surprised to see a lovely
Clouded Yellow Butterfly, which we presumed wouldn’t still be around in October after
seeing our first ever in Norfolk back in August. We arrived at the next pool, which was
pretty uninspiring, but Lyca was standing bolt upright on her back legs focused on the
long grass and looking very excited indeed.
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What's that?

When we looked down we saw why, as we caught the briefest glimpse of a Fox
disappearing into the undergrowth, never to be seen again. There were a few Small
Copper Butterflies out feeding on the late flowers in the sunshine and around the pool
were Rabbits, Little Egrets and Moorhens. After that we went out through a gate onto
the pavement and walked down the road to view another pool further down, which we
guessed was the pool we were looking for. On the way we heard the erratic blast of a
Cetti’s Warbler from the reeds and the singing of Crickets coming from the stonewall
right next to us. At the next pool along were 8x Little Egrets, Teal, Mallard and a Kestrel
hovering above the trees.

Egret Island

At the end of the pavement we had to cross over the road to view the last pool and there
were a couple of Birders with scopes already there. We had a quick scan picking up 2x
Little Grebes, Mute Swan, Coot and Reed Bunting but there was no sign of any
Garganey. We heard one of the Birders saying that it'd just gone into the reeds, so seeing
how deep the reeds were right at the back of the pool, we decided not to waste any time
waiting around so we gave up pretty sharpish. As soon as we’d turned around a report of
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the bird came in on my phone, so we’d just missed it by minutes! Urrghhhhh! NextI got
areport of a Monarch Butterfly at Housel Bay on the Lizard............. What the....7? Wow!
Now that’s a Mega rare Butterfly we’d both like to see! Obviously something like that isn’t
twitchable, even if we’d been nearby and by then it was getting late and we just wanted to
get to HQ to unpack and settle in. We crossed over the road and walked back seeing a
Blackbird on the way and were back at the car at 4.15pm for our final stretch to HQ.

It'd been a long day but finally and 418miles later, since arriving at Heysham that
morning, we arrived at our HQ for the week, Wesley’s Barn, at 4.36pm....Woo Hoo! :). 1
parked up outside and we got Lyca and a couple of bags out from the boot and let
ourselves in.

Wesley’s Barn

To say we were happy would be an understatement, as the place was lovely and
spotlessly clean and tidy.

Living room/Kitchen
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When we went back outside to get the rest of our stuff we were greeted by the owner,
who lived next door and he took us inside to give us a run down of the cottage. Next he
took us outside and showed us a map where the footpaths were for walks on our
doorstep.

Hand drawn map with Barn on the right

One of the walks took you down the field behind HQ, through Cot Valley (a place we
planned to visit) and looped round via Nanquidno Valley back to HQ......very nice :). We'd
definitely be doing that walk then, seeing as it incorporated 2x excellent valleys into its
route. The other walk was a shorter loop into St Just and back. The whole time we were
away the boot of my car was left wide open with all our gear still in it but the owner
assured us that it'd be more than safe in the area. When we got back to HQ he asked us if
we’d mind if the builders popped in to finish tiling the roof of what looked like a new
conservatory on the back of the cottage. Of course we said it'd be fine and he very kindly
said that he’d ask them to call in later in the day so as not to disturb us. The new
conservatory didn’t have any glass in it yet either and it felt very strange going outside to
look at the back garden straight through the doors!

Hello!
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Wendy could hear Buzzards close by, so she went out to investigate. When she looked
over to the other side of the valley she found a total of 5 hopping around in a ploughed
field, so called me outside. Another Buzzard flew straight over us and joined the others
followed by a Grey Wagtail, which made me reinstate my quest to get a belter of a
Buzzard shot, which I'd attempted on both of our previous trips but had failed miserably
at. Frustratingly, Buzzards at close range are easy to come by in Cornwall but the sun is
usually behind them or they’re in a field close enough to pat on the head but on a narrow
winding road with nowhere to stop safely......Urrghhhhhh!

Our Tesco order had been booked for 8-9pm to make sure we’d be there to accept it, so
our choice of tea was somewhat limited. After she’d unpacked Wendy was hungry and
having brought a tin of Lentil Soup for emergency use only she ended up having to open it.
It wasn’t what she fancied at all but did the job although she said it tasted like ****! |
decided to wait for Tesco for mine and while I watched some TV Wendy went off for a
shower. The only problem with the cottage was that it didn’t have a bath, which Wendy
was gutted about, but it was small sacrifice considering how perfect everything else was.

Shower room

Wendy had thought she’d been clever by adding shampoo/conditioner into the Tesco
order to save on packing space, so had to wash her hair in 2in1 shower gel....Haha! She
could hardly get her brush through it afterwards and was surprised she had any left by
the time she’d got all the knots out :P. When she let Lyca out just after 8pm she was very
pleased to hear Tawny Owls calling. It's a good job she enjoys listening to them, as Tesco
arrived at 8.10pm, and she had to stay outside with Lyca while our shopping was brought
in through the front door. The Tesco man was very friendly and we had a good chat about
the Isle of Man, as he was a TT fan. After we'd unpacked the shopping I knocked up some
beans and sausages on toast in record time and we finally sat down to chill out.

On the webpage it mentioned there was a barn next door with a table tennis table and
darts board inside, so I'd brought my table tennis bat and balls with me.
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Cool!

[ hadn’t played since [ was 11 and Wendy was probably not much older than that, so
neither of us were any good at it but thought it'd be fun to have a knock about in the
evenings. We were far too tired on this occasion but strangely we could hear people
outside having a game even though the upper barn was unbooked. We concluded that it
must've been the owner but at around 10pm we heard voices, the clinking of bottles and
then people upstairs....Eh? I checked the website and sure enough the upper barn was
still vacant. Maybe it was the owner’s son or something? By then Wendy had started to
feel really rough and having felt a bit bunged up for a few days it looked like her brewing
cold was going to rear its ugly head at last. Nooooooooo! At 10.29pm we were totally
knackered and went off to bed....Rock’'n’Roll! :P.

Sunday 5t October

[ leapt out of bed with a mission at 7.15am to do either Porthgwarra or the Cot
Valley/Nanquidno walk but Wendy was doubtful that she’d be able to join me. She’d been
awake 3 times in the night unable to breathe through her nose and with a sore throat,
headache and aching limbs....Uh oh! After lying in bed listening to me getting ready and
feeling totally depressed there was only one thing for it......get up and go! There was no
way she was going to let me and Lyca go and find something to totally grip her off with, so
she staggered into the kitchen, looking like death warmed up, to make a Cappuccino. She
let Lyca out while she waited for the kettle to boil and saw a Robin in the garden. The
Buzzard party in the ploughed field was still going strong and then Lyca flushed what
Wendy thought was a moth. She called me to grab a glass, so she could catch it to ID but
when she put it over it and it opened its wings all was revealed. It was a Wall Butterfly
and not a moth at all! After breakfast Wendy got some pics of the garden while the
weather was nice and we heard a Great-spotted Woodpecker calling nearby.
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Garden
Having made my mind up to keep the morning local we were ready to go out at 9.20am
and all set off up the road to the footpath we’d been shown the night before. We saw a

Dunnock in the hedge as we walked down the steep field behind HQ and we noticed that
we were heading towards a tree-lined stream at the bottom.

Heading down towards Cot Valley

As we approached the stream we heard a familiar call, which we couldn’t place for a few
seconds. Wendy saw something bright yellow dropping down into the stream and at 1st
thought it was a leaf, until we saw that it was a Grey Wagtail....Doh! There was another
perching on the overhead cables too and they were constantly calling to each other as
well as some Chaffinches in the bushes. We could see loads of birds moving about
amongst the thick cover of the trees but couldn’t for the life of us pin any of them down
for a second. The ones we did mange to see were all just Goldcrests, so we didn’t stick
around. We carried on through a gate and down a narrow footpath behind a house, which
brought us out onto a narrow road running through a densely wooded area.
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Where do you start?
Standing talking to each other were presumably the local ‘rarities’ and one of the women
had silvery grey plaits long enough to rival Wendy’s! The bloke she was with had a huge
ginger beard and they both looked as though they’d just stepped out of a nearby hippy
commune. They were all friendly and we exchanged pleasantries as we passed each other
and carried on our walk. We walked down through Cot Valley without hearing or seeing
anything of note. We’d been hoping to hear the call of a Yellow-browed Warbler or
Firecrest but everywhere was pretty quiet.... Typical!

N

Yes please! -

We came out onto the coastal footpath and admired the view seeing as there were no
birds to look at other than the Choughs, Rooks and Ravens. It was strange hearing
Choughs while we were away from the IOM but we were in Cornwall, which is place
where Choughs are starting to expand. Climbing out of Cot Valley, I found this sign overly
amusing.
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That'’s definitely the way people fall down mine shafts!

Out on the coast there was a Common Seal watching us go by and loads and loads of
Gannets. As we walked along the path we checked every bush and stretch of path ahead
of us for a Wryneck or Warbler but to no avail. It was already beginning to look like we
were in for another week of non eventful trudging just like our previous 2 trips to
Cornwall....Aarrghhhhh! Every time we spotted a bird diving into a bush it turned out to
be just another Wren or Dunnock so we started to wonder why we were bothering and it
was only our 1st day! All of a sudden Wendy stopped dead in her tracks when she saw a
small bird flash from one gorse bush to another a few feet in front of her. We both waited
and waited for it to reappear but it didn’t happen. Going by the description of her brief
view it sounded like it could possibly have been a Red-flanked Bluetail :0! OMG! If only
it'd popped out to give us a proper view, it would’ve been the find of a lifetime and a lifer
for us both! This of course didn’t happen and the little **** had probably managed to
skulk itself %2 a mile away without us even noticing :(. While this was all going on Lyca
was having a wail of a time off the lead!

Freedom!
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Wendy’s nose was fast becoming a running tap and she had no tissues with her. She’d
have to go to a shop as soon as we left HQ later to see what she could pick up, as it was
Sunday and all the Chemists would be closed. Talk about bad timing! We were really
starting to drag our heels by then but we carried on picking up another 2x Clouded
Yellows, a Sparrowhawk zooming past and some Oystercatchers down on the rocks
beneath us.

Shortly after the opening to Nanquidno Valley appeared, so we turned off and started the
walk upwards.

Bottom of Nanqidno vally

A grumpy looking Buzzard sat on a cliff top watching over us like it knew we weren’t
local.

Gerroff moy laaaaand!

There was nothing of note until we found a Willow Warbler and a huge Hornet in the
trees at the top of the road we’d stayed on with Chris, Keren and John in 2010. Wendy
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found a weird looking Wasp on the path, so she took a quick pic to ID it later and found
out that it was a Black Slip Wasp.

Black Slip Wasp

Next up was a Peregrine out on a mission and another dead Badger at the side of a very
small track leading to a farm. I couldn’t help but wonder about this Badger too, as the
track was tiny, so no vehicles could’ve been moving quickly by any means and there
seemed to be a bit too much blood around it for my liking. Wendy scuttled off as quickly
as possible so as to avoid the gory details but we both left feeling very suspicious. We
then walked through the farm fields, which were absolutely caked in tiny yellow form
Wild Pansies, so Wendy stopped to get a quick pic with her point and click.

'

Wild Pansy

The farmers around there obviously don’t use any nasty pesticides for the fields to be so
full of life, which is brilliant :). Before long and much to Wendy’s relief we were soon back
in the field below HQ where we found 2 more Clouded Yellows. It was a steep climb back
up and she was starting to flag big time. Her energy levels were pretty low to start with
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so she’d done well to complete the 4.5mile (plus the rest) walk, especially without any
tissues!

Back at HQ it was 12.30pm and after she’d blown her nose several times it was time for
lunch. While we were eating | had a report of another Monarch but this time from
Porthgwarra! To think that I'd nearly chosen to go there 1st thing that morning as well! :(.
That was to be our next plan of the day though but we didn’t think for a second that it'd
still be around. By then Wendy’s nose was getting very sore from using harsh toilet paper
to blow it with, so the next thing on our agenda was to go into St Just so she could get
some proper tissues and whatever else she could find to ease her symptoms.

We left at 1.30pm and Wendy ran into the Co-op reappearing with a box of tissues,
Paracetamol and some Strepsils. They didn’t have anything else, so she’d have to wait
until the Chemists were open the next day. After that I drove south to Porthgwarra and
parked up in the car park at 2.07pm. It was still sunny but with a very brisk westerly
wind, which wasn’t exactly ideal but it was worth a go. There were some Linnets hanging
around the car park and as there’d been loads of reports of Balearic Shearwaters, which
would be a lifer for Wendy, [ was keen to have a look off Gwennap Head, the most South
westerly point in England.

Porthgwarra

First though we walked up the hill and headed over to 60ft cover but Wendy had really
started to flag by then. Having thought it'd be easy to find the track into the infamous
area we messed up amazingly and found ourselves looking at what looked like a small
animal track into the scrub! Not wanting to attempt it, knowing that there was no
migrants about and that it was probably too late in the day anyway we decided to forget
going in so went to try a bit of seawatching instead.

We turned around and headed back down to the path junction but had to stop when a

herd of Cows slowly ambled their way down the track we wanted to be on. We let them
go past before venturing any further as Lyca was particularly interested in them.
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They’re only cows L
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ycal!
We found a big hairy Fox Moth Caterpillar on the way up and finally sat down sheltering
behind a rock from the wind. It was absolutely freezing up there and the sea looked dead.
Looking south out to sea it looked vast and if you carried on in a straight line the 1st
country you'd hit would be Spain 450 miles away! We managed to pick up Great Black-
backed Gull and Shag on the sea but there was no sign of the 100’s of Balearic
Shearwaters that were being reported as streaming past daily.

Gwennap Head

Eventually Wendy found and could just about make out the tiny black and white shapes of
4x Manx Shearwaters right out in the distance. Not the Balearics we were hoping for!
Nothing much seemed to be happening and it was pretty cold, so we got up and turned
back passing more cows with Lyca going mental! After that Wendy wanted a Cappuccino,
so our next stop was the Café and we saw a Pheasant on the way. While we chilled out I
worked out that we’d just walked 1.6miles, so in all we’d done at least 6miles that day.
Back at the car it was 3.45pm and Wendy was feeling awful, so we called it a day and
headed back to HQ for an early finish.
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As we drove out of Porthgwarra and past Botswalla Farm Wendy saw a bird sitting on a
shed roof and very nearly didn’t even mention it until she remembered where she was.
There was a Hooded Crow sitting there sheltering from the wind, which aren’t normally
seen South of the Isle of Man. This bird had even been reported on BirdGuides, as it was a
scarcity down there. Driving through Kelynack we saw a Collared Dove and we arrived
back at HQ at 4.10pm. Wendy headed straight for the kitchen and set about peeling and
chopping various disgusting vegetables and rinsing lentils and beans to make herself a
huge pan of soup to keep her going for the rest of the week.

Kitchen

It all looked too much like hard work to me and I was glad I'd bought myself a ready meal,
which after 5mins in the microwave was ready to eat......0m nom nom :). Lyca flopped
out on her new holiday rug for the week and seemed adequately pooped.

Tired dog

At 6.30pm I received some reports from RBA, which were as good as useless since it was
already getting dark outside. There’d been a Yellow-browed Warbler and Richard’s Pipit
at Cot Valley and also the Hoody at Porthgwarra. Yet again we’d been in the right place
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earlier that morning (Cot Valley) but at the wrong time! We started to wonder if all the
reports were going to come in after dark again, which is very frustrating when you’re out
there all day trying and failing to find stuff and then come home to find the reports
flooding in when it’s too late. As forecast, the wind started to pick up big time and it was
blowing a gale outside. The cottage was lovely and warm though and after watching TV
and chilling out we all hit the sack at 10.46pm, which I reckoned was way too late if we
wanted to get out early the next day.

Monday 6t October

Having not set the alarm we were all back in the land of the living by 8am and it was still
very windy but nowhere near as bad as it'd been over night. Wendy had woken up a
couple of times again drowning in snot and had been listening to it howling in the
background. She still felt dreadful, so we didn’t rush to get out too early and after she’d
made the sarnies and we’d got our stuff together we headed out at 9.31am. Having seen a
reported Rose-coloured Starling at St Ives we reckoned that we’d try there 1st, as it’d be a
lifer for Wendy. The bird was hanging around Island car park with the Starling flock, so it
looked do-able even from the car. The only problem was that I've developed a real dislike
of driving in the ridiculously narrow streets of St Ives and before we’d gone away I'd
vowed to not go anywhere near it on this holiday. We’d already guessed that lifers would
be hard to come by in Cornwall, so it was worth a go and hopefully with it being October
and morning it would be less busy.

St Ives was pleasantly quiet compared to our previous visits, so | had fewer problems
getting to Island car park this time round. There were still several people walking or
standing in the middle of the road and most of them were totally oblivious to any
oncoming vehicles. To be fair though it's unusual for a main shopping street to allow
traffic these days, so it's no wonder they looked confused. To keep me on my toes my Sat
Nav was slightly behind and [ had to make about 10 turns in the narrow streets but
luckily enough I guessed correctly each time and we were soon at the Island car park. I
parked up in the last remaining space and went to get my ticket. Yet again there were
loads of Gannets streaming past over the sea and another Clouded Yellow flitting around
on the grassy hill. We seemed to be finding nothing but Clouded Yellows on this trip! In
no time at all the Starling flock flew in and landed in a bush with some House Sparrows
and started feeding on the h