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Yorkshire 
 
Finally at 3.39pm we arrived at Kilnsea and I drove down to the Crown and 
Anchor Pub.   
 

 
Kilnsea 
 

There were a few birders in the car park, so I parked up down the road and we 
all walked up, so as not to upset anyone.  By the time we got there everyone 
seemed to be dispersing and we started to wonder if the bird had been seen or if 
itȭÄ already gone.   
 

 
Pub car park twitch 
 

Nobody was looking at anything and seemed to be just hanging around nattering, 
so Wendy spoke to a young Geordie blokÅ ×ÈÏ ÒÁÔÔÌÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ 
ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÏ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ×ÉÔÈȢ  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÅÅÎ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÁÇÏ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÇÏÎÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ  3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÊÏËÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȦ  (Å ÔÈÅÎ 



Page 2 of 73 

told us that it was doing a circuit, so would be back and that ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ 
the past 3 days and had seen it every day.  This gave us a bit more hope and we 
stood around waiting to pick up on any positive signs.  There was an eclectic mix 
of birders in the car park, with a group of older ones seemingly using the twitch 
as a weekly catch up, as not one of them were looking for the bird.  More of a 
character was an older lady who was, lets just say more than a bit vertically 
challenged.  She was tiny!  If that wÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
know where to look when she got down on the ground of the car park and 
started doing the plank!  Okaayy..  She turned out to be really nice and came over 
to make friends with Lyca seeing as there was no sign of the bird.  Lyca was 
rather taken by her too and the lady was more than happy to let her lick her 
ÈÁÎÄ !.$ ÆÁÃÅȣȣȢ%××××××Ȧ   
 
All of a sudden I spotted a small and interesting looking bird fly in from behind 
us into the hedgerow in front.  Everyone got twitchy at the same time and they 
rushed over to the hedge and raised their bins so it was all eyes on deck, so to 
speak.  All the big blokes barged in and stood right in front of Wendy as usual, so 
I told her to go in front of me because she was the shortest person and everyone 
would be able to see over her.  Wendy, without thinking (as usual) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ.Ï )ȭÍ 
ÎÏÔȦȱ ÉÎ Á ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÕÄ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÒÅÇÒÅÔÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÃÒÉÎÇÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÎÙ 
plank lady looked round at us.  Oooops!  Even though the hedgerow coulÄÎȭÔ 
have been more than a meter deep it was very difficult to see anything in it.  
Suddenly a bloke further to the left started firing off shots, which was a bit 
ÁÎÎÏÙÉÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ 
ÖÉÅ×ȣȢȢhandy!  Luckily someone said to himȟ Ȱ)Ó ÉÔ ÉÎ ÖÉÅ×ȩȱ  To which he said, 
Ȱ9esȱ and pointed in the general direction.  I worked out where it was and found 
the bird deep in the hedge but it was being very skulky.  I checked to see if 
Wendy had it too but sÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȣȢ!ÁÒÒÇÈÈÈȦ  ) ÈÁÄ Á ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÄ 
keep goÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÆÏÒ ÁÇÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ  ) ÇÁÖÅ 
her directions to where it was and she finally got it, so after dipping on 3 of these 
rare birds over the years we were now able to add Arctic Warbler to our list 
and had just got ourselves a lifer.  It was a nice little bird and with its massive 
supercilium, single wing bar and pale belly we were both happy to say we could 
identify one again if the opportunity arose.  Hahaha dream on!  It continued to 
feed amongst the branches of the tree for a while and was showing relatively 
well (for a skulking warbler), so I handed Lyca over to Wendy and started to fire 
off some shots.   
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Arctic Warbler 
 

7ÅÎÄÙ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÐÁÒË ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ,ÙÃÁ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ 
started to get restless by then.  7Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÃÅ ×Å 
ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÄÉÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÇÁÉÎÅÄ Á ÌÉÆÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÔÒÉÐ ÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ σπÍÉÎutes :).  The 
ÂÉÒÄ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ τȢςυÐÍ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÏ ÓÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
have the time to wait for it to come back, so we headed back to the car.  We knew 
the Red-backed Shrike had gone whÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÓÈÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÉÔȭd been 
showing amazingly well really close to the road.  The Rose-coloured Starling was 
still in Easington so on the way through the village we checked the roofs and 
×ÉÒÅÓ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ  The only thing left for us to do now was get to 
the cottage, which was still over an hour away.  We passed 4x Roe Deer in a field 
but apart from that the drive was pretty non-eventful.  It was starting to get quite 
ÄÁÒË ÔÏÏ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅÒÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÉÎÓÐÉÒÉÎÇȢ  7ÅÎÄÙ ÒÅÃËÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å 
needed to go to a shop to get something for tea ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 4ÅÓÃÏ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÕÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ 
ψÐÍ ÂÕÔ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌÌÙ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÅÎ-route.  Having never been in the area 
before we had no idea where there were any shops apart from the local village 
store/post office near the cottage in Buckton.  All we could do was cross our 
fingers that it was open and had a decent food section.  It was 5.47pm when we 
drove past the cottage and further down the road we found the local shop, which 
was of course closed!  Buckton was tiny too and so was the shopȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÆ ÍÕÃÈ ÕÓÅ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ  4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÕÂ ÂÕÔ ×Å 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÇ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ and I dÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÏÆ ÉÔ at all, so I turned 
around and drove back up to the road.  I turned into the driveway and parked up 
next to the cottages, which were set in a huge garden overlooking some fields.   
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HQ garden 
 

There were chickens in a pen and it remained to be seen how mental Lyca was 
going to go when she spotted them.  The ownerȭs house was suitably far enough 
away from us and as an even bigger bonus there were no other cars parked up, 
so it looked as though ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÕÒsȣȣ9ÅÙȦ  There were 2 
cottages ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÏÉÎÅÄȟ ÓÏ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
especially with having Lyca with us.   
 
At 5.51pm we got out of the car, wandered up the path and poked our heads 
through the front  door for our 1st peek inside.  The 1st thing we noticed was how 
warm it was, which was great and I left Wendy to it while I went out to get the 
bags in.  Luckily she was happy to find that although it was absolutely tiny it was 
spotlessly ÃÌÅÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÎÉÃÅÌÙ ÄÏÎÅ ÏÕÔȣȢ0ÈÅ×Ȧ  Queen Wendy approved of the 
cottage!  The small size ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ ρ ÓÅÔÔÅÅ 
it meant Lyca had nowhere to curl up at night and would have to make other 
arrangements.  She seemed happy enough that there was a nice fluffy rug on the 
floor, so ÈÏÐÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÕÓÅ that instead.  There was only one problem with the 
ÃÏÔÔÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÈÏÎÅ ÂÕÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Îo biggy as the 
broadband speed there was even quicker than at Moonfleet in Norfolk!  It was 
40mb down, which was the fÁÓÔÅÓÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÎÅÔ ×ÅȭÄ ever had at a holiday cottage, so 
Wendy would be able to Whatsapp call to her hearts content.  After Wendy had 
unpacked our stuff she went off for a bath and then Whatsapped her Mum.  
While she was doing that we were taken by complete surprise by Tesco arriving 
at 7.45pm.  They were 15mins early, so Wendy had to take Lyca and her 
conversation into the bedroom and close the door.  Lyca barked so much that she 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ Á ×ÏÒÄ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅÒ -ÕÍ ×ÁÓ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
wait any longer for our tea.  I worked out how to use the oven and stuck the fresh 
pizza in, which was cooked in no time at all.  We finally put our feet up on the 
reclining settee, which was a nice detail and watched some TV before we were 
too tired and wÅÎÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÂÅÄ ÁÔ ρπȢρπÐÍȢ  !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÁÓ 
ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÁÔ -ÏÏÎÆÌÅÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ 
big! 
 
 
 
 
Sunday 15th October 
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It was 7.45am when we woke up after another good nights sleep and looking 
outside the ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÁÓ ×ÅÔ ÓÏ ÉÔȭÄ ÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ  This would have been 
ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ accompanied by easterly winds but as with Norfolk there was 
just constant brisk westerlies.  The worse winds for decent birds in 
ÁÕÔÕÍÎȣȣȢ4ÙÐÉÃÁÌȦ :(.  There was still some very low cloud cover and it was 
really misty, windy and coldȟ ÓÏ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ× ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÔÔÁÇÅ ÉÔ ÇÁÖÅ ÕÓ Á ÔÉÎÙ ÇÌÉÍÍÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔȭÖÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÉÒÄÓ 
for us to find.  There was a Moorhen  down at the bottom of the garden and after 
ÉÔȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ) ÔÏÏË ,ÙÃÁ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÅÅȢ  3ÈÅ ÉÎÅÖÉÔÁÂÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÃËÅÎÓȟ ÓÏ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ 
me over to investigate them and had a bark before I dragged her away.  I looked 
back at the Cottage and it looked very smart. 
 

 
HQ (ours was the one on the right)  
 

The Chickens were really friendly not to mention vocal and came running over to 
me probably looking for their breakfast.  Wendy had put Lycas breakfast out for 
ÈÅÒ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÉÎ ÓÈÅ ÓÃÏÆÆÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÒÏÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔȣȢȢ5ÒÒÇÈÈÈȦ  
She seemed more interested in sleeping on the settee now she had it all to herself 
or maybe she was fancying chicken for breakfast instead?  I had a report of an 
Arctic Warbler at Easington, so we wondered if it was a different bird to the one 
at Kilnsea or if that one had relocated.  Apart from that it was all worryingly 
quiet on the reports front even though it was a Sunday and every birder around 
×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÕÔȢ  3ÅÅÉÎÇ ÁÓ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ Á ÎÅ× ×ÅÅË ÉÎ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ 
ÐÌÁÃÅ ×Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ Á ÎÅ× ÂÉÒÄ list as a comparison of the 2 places and 
set about seeing what was around.  We found a Dunnock at the bottom of the 
garden, a few Woodpigeons were sitting up on the overhead cables and in the 
field behind the garden we could see Black-headed Gull, Carrion  Crow, 
Herring Gull  and Pheasant.  This was anything but impressive, so we got 
ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ ×ÁÌË )ȭÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÎ Á ÂÌÏÇ ÐÏÓÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎ 
RSPB fella called Mark Thomas, which looked really good.  The amount of rarities 
ÈÅȭÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÎ Ôhis little walk was mind blowing but unfortunately we stood more 
chance of winning sixty million quid on the lottery with those winds.  Doing the 
ÌÏÃÁÌ ×ÁÌË ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ (1 ÆÏÒ ÌÕÎÃÈȟ ÓÏ 7ÅÎÄÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ 
any sarnies. Sorted. 
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By the time we were setting off it was 9.45am and as we walked up the road we 
could hear loads of Goldcrests calling.  We laughed when we saw that the street 
up from the cottage was called Pump Lane. 
 

 
Pump :D! 
 

Further up the street in Buckton Village we found an old photo of it on the wall 
ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÌÏÏËȢ  )ÔȭÄ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÎȦ 
 

 
Spot the difference 

 
Further up the road I found the track that lead to a pond where ÔÈÅÒÅȭd been all 
kinds of amazing birds, including Bluethroat in the past.   
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Buckton Pond 
 

We had a look at the pond but there was nothing on it and only added Robin to 
our list, so we carried on up the track where there were birds everywhere, which 
) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ at all.   
 

 
Track 
 

There were so many Blackbirds tÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÕÓÔȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á 2ÉÎÇ /ÕÚÅÌ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÍÏÎÇÓÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ  
We scanned through them as best we could and managed to pull out Chaffinch , 
Mistle  Thrush , Redwing , Blue Tit , Goldcrest and a Chiffchaff but nothing out of 
the ordinary :(.  In a brief moment of optimism we thought we heard a YBW but 
ÉÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á #ÈÉÆÆÅÒ ÄÏÉÎÇ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȣȢ"ÏÏÏÏÏÏȦ  ! Pied 
Wagtail flew over and we added Great Tit but our necks were already sore from 
looking up at the trees.  We climbed up the bank to a viewing screen that looked 
down over the pond and we could see how it was a good area but typically it 
looked totally dead.   
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Misty view 
 

There were Mallards on the main pond but after a more thorough scan Wendy 
found a single Ruff feeding at one of the smaller pools to the right.  We also 
heard a Skylark but there was nothing else, so we carried on up the track 
noticing that there was finally some blue sky heading our way.  A Wren flew 
across the path and some Jackdaws flew over just before we went through a 
gate.  We could hear Sparrows chirping in the hedge at either side of the path 
ahead of us and we picked up on how feeble they sounded.  A quick look at them 
confirmed that they were all Tree Sparrows , which was a real bonus.  There 
were loads of them too, which indicated that things were obviously on the move, 
so we started to feel a bit more optimistic.  We stopped for a look when we came 
to a small Copse but there was literally nothing in there and the hedge nearby 
did better by producing some Goldfinches :P.  There was a break in the hedge 
and a fence surrounding the Copse so Wendy went off to investigate.  There was 
ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÏÄÅÎ ÓÉÇÎ ÕÐ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÒÅÁÄ Ȭ(ÏÄÄÙ #Ï×Ó 3ÐÒÉÎÇ 333)ȭȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ )ȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ 
mentioned in the Birding in Yorkshire book. 
 

 
Hoddy Cows Spring SSSI 
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While Wendy was looking at that I found a Yellowhammer in a nearby tree and 
looking around there were loads of them as well as some Linnets .  We then 
heard the high-pitched sound of Redwing and looked up to see a small flock of 
them heading inland having just come in off the sea.  A bit of vis mig is always 
good to see!  We carried on up the path and found a Reed Bunting , heard some 
Greylags and saw our 1st Rabbit of the week.  There was a large heligoland trap 
set up in an area of dense bushes at the top of the field to our right.   
 

 
Interesting 
 

)ȭÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÐ ×ÁÓ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÂÉÒÄÅÒ -ÁÒË 4ÈÏÍÁÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ 
keen to go over to explore, so we started to make our way through the grass 
towards it.  Shortly after Wendy announced that the grass was way too long and 
ÓÏÁËÉÎÇ ×ÅÔ ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÁÎÙ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒȢ  ,ÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ,ÙÃÁ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
struggling too, so I had to agree and we turned back.  The trap was surrounding 
the first bushes birds would reach as they came in over the cliffs.  What a clever 
place to stick a heligoland!  Getting closer to the coast we followed the path along 
the hedge of a stubble field and my eye was drawn to a shape silhouetted against 
the sky in the distance.  At first I thought it was a Merlin but when we actually 
got our bins on it we were disappointed to see that it was just another Kestrel .  
It was nice to know that Kestrels seemed to be doing so well but a Merlin 
×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÁÄÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ trip list.  We finally came out onto Buckton 
Cliffs and were blown away as to how high they were.  The drop from the white 
cliffs was totally sheer, so I stayed away from the edge as much as possible while 
7ÅÎÄÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÌÉËÉÎÇȣȣ4ÙÐÉÃÁÌȦ   
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.Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÃÌÉÆÆȦ 
 

There were so many Gannets ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÁÓ 
ÍÁÎÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÂÒÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÓÅÁÓÏÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÌÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈan 
×ÅȭÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ at that time of the year.   
 

 
Gannet 

 
There were also Kittiwake s and Cormorant s and we walked along the path 
until we came to a viewing platform, which looked like a much safer place to scan 
the cliffs from. 
 



Page 11 of 73 

 
Much safer 
 

The view from up there was amazing and we could just imagine how crammed 
with nesting sea birds ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÆÆÓ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ  4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ 
Gannets sitting on ledges and we could see old nests, which Wendy noticed were 
ÅÎÔ×ÉÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ ÒÏÐÅȢ  3ÁÄÌÙ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÓÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÅȭÄ 
never seen with our own eyes to such a degree and it really highlighted one of 
the many problems caused by plastic pollution to our Wildlife.  Wendy scanned 
the cliffs to see if there were any grim remains of chicks that had become 
ÅÎÔÁÎÇÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ÌÕÃËÉÌÙ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÙȣȢ0ÈÅ×Ȧ   
 
We then sÐÏÔÔÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ  
4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÍÁÎ ÐÅÒÃÈÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÆÆ ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇȦ  7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅȣȢȢȩ  (Å 
×ÁÓ Á ÂÒÁÖÅÒ ÍÁÎ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÒ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȦ  
Wendy took a photo but he was too far away to really see but you can see what I 
mean. 
 

 
Nutter!  
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We spotted a Common Darter and Red Admiral and then a Tree Sparrow came 
in off the sea.  The only other birds we found were some Feral Pigeons so we 
decided to head back.   
 
By the time we got back to the heligoland there was a bloke up there with 2 kids, 
who we presumed to be Mark Thomas.  We wondered what he had in his nets, as 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇȢ  'ÏÉÎÇ ÂÙ 
×ÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉng we doubted that today was his lucky day 
though.   
 

 
What you got? 
 

Heading back down the muddy track I noticed a Lesser Black-backed Gull in a 
field and further down there was a Magpie.  We heard a familiar sounding feeble 
squeak and stopped for a look only to find 3 x male Bullfinches working their 
way up the hedge.  There were a few Tree Sparrows around still but there was 
ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÅÓÓ ÁÃÔÉÖÉÔÙ ÔÈÁÎ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÕÐ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȢ  ! Migrant 
Hawker was zooming backwards and forwards along the hedge line and when it 
ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÔÒÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÈÏÔ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÁÃËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ×ÉÌÄÌÉÆÅ ÐÈÏÔÏÓ 
ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌËȢ  !ÆÔÅÒ )ȭÄ ÓÅÔ ÍÙ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÕÐ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÒÅ-find but 
Wendy had kept an eye on it for me. 
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Migrant Hawker 

 
By the time we got to the pond at the bottom of the track it was really sunny and 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÎÉÃÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ×ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÄ ρst seen it.  We had another look from the 
screen but the Ruff had already gone and there were fewer birds around but we 
added Grey Heron to our list.   
 
It was 12.35pm when we arrived back at HQ and Lyca needed a good toweling 
ÄÏ×Î ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÍÕÄÄÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÔ ×ÁÌËȢ  )ÔȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÍÏÒÅ ÓÕÂÓÔÁÎÔÉÁÌ ×ÁÌË ÔÈÁÎ 
×ÅȭÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÔ τȢπρ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ωȟχπφ ÓÔÅÐÓ ×Å ÆÅÌÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢ 
 

 
Enjoying the swinging chair 
 

It was a great doorstep walk though and one which I planned to repeat if the 
wind switched to a more favourable direction.  Wendy made lunch, which went 
down a treat and we added Collared Dove to our list while I tried to work out 
where to go for the 2nd part of the day.  I reckoned Bempton would be a good bet  
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seeing as it was nearby (we could even see the road sign from the cottage) and 
×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÁÙ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢ  !ÆÔÅÒ ×ÅȭÄ ÃÈÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 
×ÅȭÄ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ×Å ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÔ ςȢρφÐÍȢ 
 
After a short drive down the road we arrived at Bempton Cliffs RSPB car park at 
2.22pm.  We got out of the car and headed towards The Dell seeing a Rat running 
ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÈȢ  ,ÙÃÁ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȟ 
which was lucky.  The Dell looked good especially considering how close to the 
cliffs it was but it was totally dead. 
 

 
The Dell 
 

We went over to the Visitor Centre to get our admission into the reserve.  There 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÒÏÕgh the building but we 
ÈÁÄ ,ÙÃÁ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÎÅØÔȢ  7ÅÎÄÙ ÎÉÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÁÎÄ 
found out that dogs were allowed inside, so she came back out to tell me.  As we 
walked through the busy shop area we overheard an old lady saying to her 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÄÏÇ ) ×ÁÎÔȢȱ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ,ÙÃÁȢ  4ÈÉÓ ÁÍÕÓÅÄ ÕÓ 
no end because she obviously had no idea how exuberant Cockerpoos can be and 
we reckoned that if she ended up with one like Lyca she might just live to regret 
it :P.  Wendy flashed her RSPB card to the lady at the desk, so we got in for free 
×ÈÅÒÅÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Ζτ ÉÆ ×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȢ  ,ÙÃÁ ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ 
attention but I was slightly on edge hoping that there were no other dogs in 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏÃË ÓÏmething off a shelf with her wagging tail!  
Luckily we got through without any incidents and found the footpath, which we 
followed to the coastal path.  Again the views of the sheer, white cliffs and blue 
sea were stunning and we stopped at a viewing platform to take it all in.   
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Steep 
 

7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÒÏÃËÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÂÉÎÓ ×ÈÏ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ/È ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÂÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȦȱ  7Å 
looked at each other in disbelief but when we looked she was absolutely right 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ σ 'ÁÎÎÅÔ ÃÈÉÃËÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÎÅÓÔÓȢ  7Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
see that in October.  I hoped this was just due to a late brood or that they were 
ÌÁÚÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÙÅÔ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÁÄȢ 
 

 
No hurry 

 
We carried on along the path and noticed a Meadow Pipit in a field to our right 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÓÐÏÔÔÅÄ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÃÏÁÓÔÁÌ ÔÒÅÅÓȢ  4ÈÉÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ $ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÙËÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
is a great area for migrants being the 1st ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÔÒÅÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÈÉÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ 
clearing the sea.   
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$ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÙËÅ 
 

It stretches all the way across the peninsula from Bempton to Flamborough and 
ÈÁÓ ÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ .ÁÔÕÒÅ 2ÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȟ ÁÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ×ÉÌÄÌÉÆÅȢ  ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÇÏ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÎÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÄ have to wait 
until we went to South Landing to view it, so I was a bit disappointed.  Further 
along we could see a couple with a kid taking selfies on top of a bank.  They were 
all crowded around a wooden sculpture of some description and when we got 
closer we could see that it was a Puffin.  Wendy wanted to get a photo of it, so we 
hung around waiting for them to leave but they were in no hurry and were all 
over it like it was a celebrity or something!  Eventually they walked off, so Wendy 
could finally get her shot. 
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Puffin 
 

#ÌÏÓÅÒ ÉÎÓÐÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÕÓÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÐÅÒÃÈ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ 
ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÂÉÒÄ ÐÏÏȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ρπÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÒÕÂÂÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ 
ÈÁÎÄÓ ÉÎȣȣȢȢ(ÁÈÁÈÁȦ  7ÅȭÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÌÁÇ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÁÎy 
further and turned back.  Before we did we got a photo of the view southwards 
looking over Flamborough head. 
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Flamborough Head 
 

On the way back a Butterfly whizzed past us and I got a good enough view of it to 
see that it was a Painted Lady .  Wendy wasÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅÄ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ρππϷ 
certain.  We then saw 3 x House Martins, which were flying around the cliffs and 
ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÁÔÔÙȢ  7Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ 
October either but they needed to get their skates on if they were going to 
migrate successfully.  Back at the Visitor Centre Wendy decided that she was 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÈÅÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÃÁÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÁÇÅÓ ÃÈÏÏÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍȢ  ,ÙÃÁȭÓ ÔÁÉÌ ×ÁÓ 
becoming too stressful for me, so I left Wendy to it and lead her away from 
anything breakableȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ τȢρυÐÍ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÄ 
done 8.5miles and 19,000 steps.  I was obviously more tired than I realized 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ 7ÅÎÄÙȭÓ ÁÍÕÓÅÍÅÎÔȟ ) ÄÒÏÖÅ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÐÁÓÔ (1 ÁÎÄ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÎ 
down the road.  I pointed out that I was in unfamiliar territory but Wendy was 
having none of it :P.   
 
Back at HQ it was 4.25pm and our feet and legs felt a bit sore from our walks.  
Wendy fed Lyca before we sat down to eat our tea and we were both hungry and 
wanted something quick.  Wendy, who never eats ready meals, had bought a 
1ÕÏÒÎ 4ÉËËÁ -ÁÓÁÌÁ ÁÓ Á ÓÔÁÎÄÂÙ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÃÏÏËÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ 
×ÁÓ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅȢ  ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÙ ÕÓÕÁÌ 3×ÅÅÔ ÁÎÄ 3ÏÕÒ #ÈÉÃËÅÎ ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÁÓ ÎÉÃÅȟ ÓÏ ÎÅither of us 
enjoyed it.  Wendy went off to soak in the bath and after that she stood at the 
door in the hope of seeing the Barn Owl that supposedly hunts over the fields at 
the back of the house.  One of the guests had commented in the Visitor Book that 
thÅÙȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ ÏÎ Á ÆÅÎÃÅÐÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÒÄÅÎ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÏÔÅÌÙ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔȭÄ ÇÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÄÁÒË ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ  4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
the calmest night of the week too and the wind was set to pick up again from 
then on, so it was possibly our only chance.  Typical!  There was literally nothing 
on TV, so I trawled through YouTube on my ipad and found an interesting 
looking documentary called 1995 Encounters ɀ 4×ÉÔÃÈÅÒÓȟ )ÓÌÅÓ ÏÆ 3ÃÉÌÌÙȢ  )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
disappoint and Wendy even recommended it to her Mum when she Whatsapped 
her after.  After that I found a Birdguides 2 part interview lead by David Lyndo 
with Lee Evans, which was equally as entertaining.  This helped to fill in the 
hours nicely before we headed off to bed, knackered, at 10pm.     
 
 
Monday 16th October 
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It was 7.02am when we woke up but there was no point in leaping out of bed to 
ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÏ ×Å ÄÏÚÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ χȢττÁÍȢ  )Æ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÅÁÓÔÅÒÌÙ ×ÅȭÄ 
need all the help we could get, so you could say we were conserving energy as 
opposed to being lazy :P.  It was misty again but there was hardly any wind, so I 
decided to sit tight and wait to see if any reports came in before rushing out.  
Wendy gave Lyca her breakfast but she turned her nose at it and went back to 
sleep on the sofa.  She then made herself some soup so that she had something 
edible sorted for her tea later and made our sarnies before she had her breakfast.  
Depressingly no reports came in at all, which given the misty conditions really 
ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÍÅȢ  )ÔȭÄ Ìooked like a promising start to the day but there was still 
nothing happening.  Aargghhhhh! 
 
We managed to rustle up the enthusiasm to go out at 10.10am just in time for it 
to start raining.  Great!  It was really misty when we arrived at the North Landing 
ÃÁÒ ÐÁÒË ÁÔ &ÌÁÍÂÏÒÏÕÇÈ ÁÔ ρπȢςπÁÍȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ× ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ 
 

 
Hmmmmm 
 

We were interested to find out that these white cliffs are the most northerly 
chalk cliffs in Britain and are actually 50feet higher than those at Dover.  Wendy 
gave me £1.50 for 2+ hours in the car park (good old cheapo North!) and I ran 
ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÙ ÔÉÃËÅÔȢ  5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ 
ÎÅ× Ζρ ÃÏÉÎÓȟ ÓÏ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÏÎÅȢ  3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
nor did she appear to have enough change to equate to £1, so it looked like we 
were going to have to go somewhere to get some.  Wendy went over to the huge 
Visitor Centre building to try the café, shop or bar but it was all locked up and in 
darkness.  Uh oh!  Back in the car we actually managed to scrape together £1 in 
change including 2x 5p coins, which Wendy doubted the machine would accept.  
As luck would have it the machine took it all and gave me a ticket, so I ran back to 
ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȣȢȢ0ÈÅ×Ȧ   
 
Having wasted enough time already we got our stuff together and got out of the 
ÃÁÒȢ  4ÈÅ ÍÉÓÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÔÈÉÃË ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ× ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ 
the sound of the foghorn added an eerie tone to the atmosphere.  Looking down 
at the bay below we could tell thaÔ ÏÎ Á ÃÌÅÁÒ ÄÁÙ ÉÔȭÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ 
had to cross our fingers that the pea soup would clear so we could see it. 
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Nice view? 
 

4ÈÅ ÆÏÏÔÐÁÔÈ ÔÏÏË ÕÓ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÅÅÐ ÓÔÅÐÓ ÉÎÔÏ (ÏÌÍÅȭÓ 'ÕÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ Á ÇÕÌÌÙ 
caked in dense bushes and is meant to be great for migrants.  Typically there 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÓÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÔÒÉÅÄ ÐÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÌÌ 
something out.  Very quickly I gave up but Wendy got the attention of a Wren 
and then a Dunnock but hilariously that was as good as it got.   
 

 
(ÏÌÍÅȭÓ 'ÕÔ 
 

We then had to climb up some equally steep steps to the other side of the 
headland, which felt far too much like hard work.  We found Shelduck down on 
the rocks below us, a Grey Wagtail flew over and further along we spotted some 
Oystercatchers .  It was a bit drizzly by then and everything was pretty damp 
including the 3 Yorkshire Terriers we could see running around on the grassy 
bank at the side of the path ahead of us.  There was a an old guy sitting on a 
bench with his dogs ofÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÅÁÄÓȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
to run straight for Lyca and freak her out.  As we got closer the dogs spotted us 
and the 2 of them, which seemed particularly full of beans, started running over 
towards us.  Luckily they were just tiny puppies, which explained why they were 
ÓÏ ÈÙÐÅÒÁÃÔÉÖÅ ÂÕÔ ,ÙÃÁ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÍȣ0ÈÅ×Ȧ  4ÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ÒÁÎ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ 
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circles chasing each other like nutters, so the bloke came over to apologise with 
the older dog under his arm.  The puppies were only 18weeks old and were very 
cute and full of fun, which meant that they got more than their fair share of 
attention from us.  We chatted to the bloke for ages and when we finally left he 
thanked us for giving him our time, which made us feel quite sad.   
 
When we reached the 2nd café, which was closed there was a nice area of reed 
bed in a gully, which looked worth a check.   
 

 
Reed bed 
 

)Ô ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
totally dead.  We had a good look and apart from finally finding a Reed Bunting 
and a House Sparrow there was nothing else in there.  We carried on and 
viewed the gully from the top where I caught a glimpse of a bird flying over, 
×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÁÄ ÍÅ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÏÄÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭt get 
$ÅÓÅÒÔ 7ÈÅÁÔÅÁÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ  )Ô ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á $ÅÓÅÒÔ 
7ÈÅÁÔÅÁÒ ÂÕÔ ) ËÎÅ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÅÅ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÂÕÔ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÉÔȭÄ ÆÌÏ×Î 
right off, so there was no way of knowing either.  We then got talking to a birder 
who was fÒÏÍ +ÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ  (Å ÁÓËÅÄ ÕÓ ÉÆ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ 
ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ Á ÆÅÍÁÌÅ 2ÉÎÇ /ÕÚÅÌȟ 
Redpoll and Wheatear further on.  There was nothing outstanding but we 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ Á 2Éng Ouzel again at some point, 
although with our luck we doubted it very much.  All of a sudden he was onto 
something and we all looked round and briefly saw a bird disappearing into the 
ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ  (Å ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄȟ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ  Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á 2ÅÄ-backed 
3ÈÒÉËÅȦȱ  .ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÈÁÄ ÇÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÏÆ Á ÖÉÅ× ÏÆ ÉÔÓ ÁÒÓÅ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȟ Ȱ)Ô ÄÉÄȟ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȦȱ  )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ 
like the size of a Wheatear, so I told him about my mystery bird and threw in my 
suggÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ  (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ςØ 2ÉÃÈÁÒÄȭÓ 0ÉÐÉÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÕÐ ÁÈÅÁÄ 
ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÏÌÄ ÕÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÂÉÒÄÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
past.  We thanked him for sharing his info and headed off to see if anything was 
still about and just around the corner we found the Redpoll in a tree.  It was 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ) ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÍÙ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÈÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÙ 
ÂÅÓÔ ÅÖÅÒ 2ÅÄÐÏÌÌ ÓÈÏÔ ÂÕÔ ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÌÕÓÈ ÉÔȢ  
This meant that it never came out from behind a massive branch until of course 
ÉÔ ÆÌÅ× ÏÆÆȟ ÓÏ )ȭÄ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÁÎÎÏÙÅÄ ÁÔ 
ÍÙÓÅÌÆȣȣ$ÏÈȦ  9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÉÎȦ 
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Redpoll 

 
Further on there was a huge caravan park where the Ring Ouzel was apparently 
by the fence line.  Guess what?  There was no Ring Ouzel in sight just tons of 
"ÌÁÃËÂÉÒÄÓȣȣȢ"ÏÏÏÏÏÏÏ ȡɉȢ  4ÈÅ Wheatear  was hopping about in the field 
though, just as the bloke had said, so after my pitiful attempt at the Redpoll I 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÉtuation and went off to get a shot of that 
instead.  I desperately needed some wildlife shots from the walk but the bird 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÅÔ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ  ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÇÏÔ ÁÎ /+ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÓÈÏÔ ÓÏ ) ÇÁÖÅ ÕÐ 
and we carried on feeling decidedly deflated at the lack of action. Without the 
winds we looked set to be spending the rest of the week just exploring new 
territory in case we ever went back and found ourselves with better conditions.  
7ÅȭÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÙÅÁÒÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÉÎ .Ïrfolk 
until we hit the right time, so I suppose this was just par for the cause.  
Urrghhhhh!  Looking back at the gully on the opposite side I noticed a bird fly 
catching and raised my bins for a look.  I was pleased to see a nice Whinchat 
sitting on top oÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÁÍÂÌÅÓȟ ÓÏ ×ÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÁÎ /+ ÍÉÇÒÁÎÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔȦ   
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Whinchat 

 
We passed Six Pennies Lane where a flock of Golden Plover ÆÌÅ× ÏÖÅÒ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÄ 
already realized that our efforts were fruitless, so decided not to go any further.  
There was just noÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ 
head back.  The coastal scenery was pretty amazing though. 
 

 
Caves 
 

The foghorn was still going although the mist was starting to burn away, which 
meant that we could finally appreciate the views up the coast.  I looked out to sea 
and something caught my eye, which I initially thought was a Fulmar.  I got my 
bins on them and was surprised that it was actually a Mediterranean Gull and 
the other 2 Gulls behind it were juveniles.  Finally something a bit more 
interesting!  
 
Back at the caravan park we had another desperate scan for the Ring Ouzel but 
there was still nothing apart from some Blackbirds in the bramble hedge.  The 
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ÃÁÒÁÖÁÎ ÐÁÒË ×ÁÓ ÍÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÊÏËÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÏ× "ÒÉÄÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÏÏË ÉÎ Á Æew 
years! 
 

 
Caravan Park 
 

The Whinchat was still in the reeds though, which was a nice find having not 
seen any in Norfolk the week before.  While we were admiring the view and 
walking past the 2nd café we noticed a big flock of Wigeon out over the sea.  On 
the other side of the cove was a field that I wanted to explore so we headed over 
squelching our way through the sodden grass.  On the way to this field there 
were some small bungalows perched right on the top of the cliff.  One was even 
being done up bÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÆÆÓ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ 
be eroding quite badly. 
 

 
Precarious! 

 
The area was so soggy due to the run off from the field that Lyca was soaked in 
ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅȢ  ) ×ÁÓ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ Á 2ÉÃÈÁÒÄȭÓ 0ÉÐÉÔ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ all we found was 
a ginormous flock of Finches.  They were lined up on the wire fence but a lot of 
them were feeding on the ground below it, so there were even more than we 
could see! 
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Finch flock 

 
Nearly back at the car park we could finally get a better view of the North 
Landing Bay now the mist had lifted. 
 

 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ 
 

Back at the car it was 1.15pm and Lyca had a huge drink while we hopped 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×Å ÂÏÔÈ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÔÈÅ 7#ȭÓ Á ÖÉÓÉÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎȢ  7ÅÎÄÙ ×ÅÎÔ 
over 1st and came back with a look of disgust on her face and grabbed the hand 
ÓÁÎÉÔÉÚÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÇȢ  3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÍÅÌÌÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÌÅÁÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÎÔÅÎÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÉÌÅÔ ÂÏ×ÌÓȟ ÓÏ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ -ÅÎȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
ÌÉËÅȣȢȢ.ÏÔȦ  4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÆÏÕÌ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÕÁÒÁÎÔÅÅ ÔÈÅÍ to be worse than the 
,ÁÄÉÅÓ ÓÏ ×Å ÂÏÔÈ ÈÏÐÅÄ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȣȢȢÅÖÅÒȦ  7Å ÈÁÄ ÏÕÒ 
lunch and I had a look to see how long our walk had been.  It was 4.95miles so 
×ÅȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ρπȟχππÓÔÅÐÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ Á ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ×ÁÌË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
direction after we eaten.   I was fascinated by the strange building at the North 
landing car park.  It looked like some sort of 1970s café come disco come bar.  It 
×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÉÇ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÓÔȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÉÔÓ ÈÅÙÄÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
deserted and way past its best. 
 
It was 2.08pm when we set off, this time southwards from the car.   
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The bay 

 
7ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÈ ×Å ÓÐÏÔÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÎÎÉÅÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏÇ ×ÅȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ 
running towards us.  Its pointy ears, which were covered in long fur and were 
disproportionately huge compared to its tiny body, flapped around as it ran, so it 
looked comical.  It was a friendly little thing though and luckily Lyca was happy 
to play with it while we chatted to the owners.  Apparently it was a Chihawitzo, 
which is a cross between a Chihuahua and Lhasa Apso but it looked more like 
'ÉÚÍÏ ÔÈÅ -ÏÇ×ÁÉ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ 'ÒÅÍÌÉÎÓ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÄÏÇȣȣ(ÁÈÁÈÁÈÁȦ  !Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ 
ÉÔȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ 7ÅÎÄÙ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ Á ÐÈÏÔÏ ÏÆ ÉÔ ȡ0Ȣ  4ÈÅ 
ÓÃÅÎÅÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈe other side but with the exception 
ÏÆ Á ÐÉÌÌÁÒ ÏÆ ÃÈÁÌË ÃÌÉÆÆ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 4ÈÅ 3ÔÁÃË ÉÎ 3ÅÌ×ÉÃËȭÓ "ÁÙȢ  )Ô ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÔÉÃËÉÎÇ 
out of the sea but had somewhere along the lines been embellished by the 
addition of a tyre, which had been put on the top.  The mind boggles as to how 
ÉÔȭÄ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅÓ ÁÌÌ ÓÏÒÔÓȦ 
 

 
The Stack 
  

,ÙÃÁ ÍÕÓÔȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÍÏÏÄȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÎÉÃÅÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ Á 3ÃÈÎÁÕÚÅÒ 
×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȣȢȢ0ÈÅ×Ȧ  7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÁÎÙ ÂÉÒÄÓ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ 
list but we finally gained another tick when I spotted a Shag out in the sea.  
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Wendy decided to do a repeat performance of Hampshire and let off some very 
ÌÏÕÄ ×ÉÎÄȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ς (ÉÐÓÔÅÒÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ 
behind us.  This obviously created a sniggery moment for us both but there was 
no way I was going to let her blame it on me this time!  I was aiming for North 
#ÌÉÆÆ -ÁÒÓÈȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÂÏÏË )ȭÄ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ Á ÈÉÄÅ 
overlocking the marsh via a permissive footpath.  When I found it I was 
disappointed to see that the footpath was so overgrown there was no way we 
could get up to it.   
 

 
)ÔȭÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ 
 

7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÌÉËÅ 
much point going any further.   
 
Heading back we noticed how red the sky was going and then how red the sun 
was.  We found out later that it was due to the massive storm battering the Isle of 
Man at the time.  An odd gaggle of tiny one-storey houses made for a mad photo 
with the red sun. 
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Strange place 
 

)ȭÖÅ no idea why this bunch of houses were there, crushed together like that but 
can only think that it was originally for the fishermen that fished from the cove 
below? 
 
When we got back to the car it was only 2.59pm but the car park had been great 
value for jÕÓÔ ΖρȢυπȢ  ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ 
years of being ripped off elsewhere.  We needed to go to a shop, so I found a Co-
op in Flamborough Village and set my nav to take us there.  Nothing is ever that 
simple though and we ended up finding ourselves at a dead end, which I had to 
ÂÁÃË ÏÕÔ ÏÆȣȢȢ$ÏÈȦ  !ÆÔÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÃÉÒÃÌÅÓ ×Å ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ 7ÅÎÄÙ 
went in to pick up a couple of bits and bobs that we needed.  It was a decent 
sized Co-op too so that was good to know as it was only about 5-10minutes from 
the cottage.  
 
 It was 16c but it felt quite muggy as I drove back to HQ and I parked up outside 
ÁÔ σȢςςÐÍȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÂÕÔ )ȭÄ ÒÕÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÄÅÁÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÎÄ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ 
ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÔÏÏȢ   7ÅȭÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ χÍÉÌÅÓ and done 15,367steps, which 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÓÏ ÅÁÒÌÙȢ  7Å ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÌÁØ 
but that was short lived when we found that the wind was really picking up at 
home and Hurricane Ophelia was heading straight for the IOM!  We just hoped 
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ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÅÃÁÓÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ 
keeping an eye on :/.  After tea we went for our baths, watched some TV and felt 
ÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÒÅÄȢ  ,ÙÃÁ ×ÁÓ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÌÅÅÐÙ ÁÌÌ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ ωȢυπÐÍ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
fight it any longer and went to bed. 
 
Tuesday 17th October 
 
7ÅȭÄ ÂÏÔÈ ×ÏËÅÎ ÕÐ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÎÄ ÂÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ 
×ÉÔÈ ÎÏ ÓÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÁÎÙ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ,ÙÃÁ ×ÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ  "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ 
×ÁÓ ψȢτπÁÍ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÓÕÒÆÁÃÅÄ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÍÕÓÔȭÖe all needed it.  It was a 
ÓÕÎÎÙ ÄÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ×ÉÎÄÙ ɉÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȦɊ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
will to go out in it.  I took Lyca out for a wee and it felt much colder than it had 
done, so we decided to stay in and chill out for the morning.  Oh dear!  After a 
boring morning reminiscent of Ardnamurchan we had lunch and got ourselves 
ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÇÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ρȢρυÐÍȢ  ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌË ×ÅȭÄ 
ÄÏÎÅ ×ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÄ ÖÉÓÉÔÅÄ ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙ ÌÁÓÔ /ÃÔÏÂÅÒ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÏȟ ÓÏ ) ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ 
the car park at Flamborough outer headland by the lighthouse.   
 

 
Lighthouse 
 

It was 1.27pm when we arrived in the busy car park and it was still sunny but 
very windy.  We headed straight for Motorway Hedge and gave it and the field 
next to it a good going over even though we pretty much knew we were wasting 
our time.   
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Motorway Hedge 
 

We walked up the hedge through a field where the farmers were cutting hay. 
The whole area looked like it had so much potential if the conditions were right 
and all the local ÂÉÒÄÅÒÓ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÄÅÁÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÏÎÌÙ 
ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ψØ 4ÒÅÅ 3ÐÁÒÒÏ×Óȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×Å -ÁÎØÉÅÓ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ 
complaisant about.   
 

 
If only the wind would change 
 

Back on the coastal path we could see a woman with a Border Collie running 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÕÓȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ,ÙÃÁ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ 
grumpy, as she hates Border Collies.  When we crossed paths she stopped for a 
ÃÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ,ÙÃÁ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÃÁÌÍȣȢȢ0ÈÅ×Ȧ  (ÅÒ ÄÏÇ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ψÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ 
he was so lovÅÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȣȢ(ÁÈÁÈÁÈÁ ȡɊȢ  3ÈÅ 
was really nice too and had lots to tell us about living in the area especially 
during storms!  She also told us to avoid a house on the approach road that had a 
2ÏÔ×ÅÉÌÌÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÉÔÔÅÎ σ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÔÍÁÎ ÓÏ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȣȢ%ÅËȦ  !ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ 
Old Fall Hedge and up to Old Fall Plantation, which are both mega migrant 
hotspots.   



Page 31 of 73 

 

 
Old Fall Plantation 
 

We could just imagine how good they are when the conditions were right and 
ÊÕÓÔ ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÅÁÓÔÅÒÌÙ ×ÉÎÄÓȢ  4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÏÁÄÓ ÏÆ "ÌÁÃËÂÉÒÄÓ 
feeding along the hedge-ÌÉÎÅ ÂÕÔ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓ ÏÆ 2ÉÎÇ /ÕÚÅÌÓ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȣȣ"ÏÏÏÏÏÏÏ ȡɉȢ  Looking in the plantation we 
could see a Badger Sett but it was very quiet on the bird front.  It reminded us of 
the plantation at Stiffkey or Warham and in our heads we could just picture a 
Red-flanked Bluetail or something even better in there.  In realÉÔÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
even a Robin, so we carried on and found some Lesser Black-backed Gulls in a 
ÐÌÏÕÇÈÅÄ ÆÉÅÌÄȢ  7Å ÔÈÅÎ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇ ×ÅȭÄ 
ÂÅÅÎ ×ÁÒÎÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÌÉÖÅÄȢ  7Å ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ 
house and then Wendy stopped for a photo of the old lighthouse. 
 

 
Chalk Tower 


