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OCTOBER    proved to be a month of contrasts with some 

hefty depressions bringing wind and rain but relieved by a 

decent anti-cyclone in the middle of the month which gave 

ǳǎ ŀƴ ΨLƴŘƛŀƴ {ǳƳƳŜǊΩ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ    ¢ƘŜ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŦǊƻǎǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ 

that the trees tended to take their own time to colour up 

and some of our birds like Robins and Song Thrushes 

started to sing their desultory Autumnal songs.   

 

The berry crop was 

outstanding this year, 

perhaps due to the wet 

summer swelling the 

fruit. 

 

The first few days of the month were very unsettled but 

on the 4th,  I managed to get down to the towpath and 

locate a particular Ivy bush that was in full flower and 

humming with insects.  Apart from the usual Hoverflies 

feeding on the nectar, I was pleased to see a number of  Epistrophe grossulariae which 

often tackled the flowers by hovering in 

front of them.  Their abdomens were 

grossly distended and I still have not 

decided whether they were full of eggs, 

food or parasites!  Some organs were 

clearly visible through the transparent 

integument wall (right).  Note ǘƘŜ ΨƘŀƛǊȅΩ 

thorax, the black abdominal bars with 

parallel sides and black bars on the 

underside of the abdomen.   

 

 

Left: A pretty male  Myatropa florea.  It 

just so happens that I have seen more 

of this species this year than in the 

previous few years.   The pale markings 

on the thorax are diagnostic of this 

species.   
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The reason that I had wanted to visit 

this Ivy bush was that Tony Cottrell had 

informed me that Hornets were hunting 

around it.  Last year, we had Hornets 

feeding on fallen apples in the garden, but this year, I had seen only the odd one briefly 

visiting the compost heap.  L ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ ΨǿŀǎǇǎΩ όabove right) which 

regularly patrolled the foliage, swerving this way and that as they attempted to catch flies or 

bees.   

 

Right:  The face of a killer!  

Hornets, like their smaller 

cousins, are hunters.  Wasps 

were very active around this 

bush as well.  This Summer, I 

noted how they were making 

passes at butterflies.  I believe 

that they chew the wings off 

before transporting the bodies 

back to their nests! 

 

 

Unfortunately, I did not 

manage to see any Hornets  

prey but Tony Cottrell was 

luckier and sent me a couple of excellent shots of a Hornet with a Honey Bee (see next 

page).  
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Left:  Tony /ƻǘǘǊŜƭƭΩǎ fine portrait of a 

happy Hornet clutching a Honey Bee.  The 

IƻǊƴŜǘΩǎ Ƨŀǿǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƭŀƳǇŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǇǊŜȅΩǎ 

neck.  Tony ŜȄǇŜǊǘƭȅ ǳǎŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳŜǊŀΩǎ 

built-in flash to illuminate his subjects.  I 

just use the natural light but have the 

camera setting on 800 ASA.  Too high 

perhaps?  May be I should use a flash! 

 

Mowing the grass under our Apple trees, I 

had to move an old stone sun-dial, I was 

surprised to find a young Great-crested 

Newt beneath it (below). 

 

Doubtless it had found a cosy cavity in 

the soil where it was settling down for 

the winter along with a few slugs.  

Needless to say, after I had mown 

around the edges, I replaced it and 

carefully placed the sun-dial back in 

position. 

Sullen skies prevailed at the beginning 

of the month as the aerial photo below 

shows.  This was on the 5th October, 

looking south across the two Severn 

bridges.  On the 10th, the Azores High 

spread across the country, clearing the 

skies and bringing the first bout of our 

Indian Summer.   

Left: I flew to Gloucester Airport and 

back on the morning of the 10th, and 

the scene of the Severn and M5 is quite 

different.  
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During the afternoon of  

the 10th, we drove down 

to Cornwall to spend the 

weekend with our 

friends, Michael and 

Janet Andrews in their 

cottage on the banks of 

the River Tamar.  

 

We woke to early 

morning fog (right)  

which slowly lifted 

(below) and  gave way to 

a simply gorgeous  

day           

                                  A colourful cock Pheasant in the mist. 

 

The grass was heavily beaded with 

dew, something that did not bother 

the Pied Wagtail that was catching 

flies on the grass outside the 

cottage where we were staying.  A 

bird table was attracting a number 

of visitors, including the Robin 

pictured at the head of this ƳƻƴǘƘΩǎ 

account.   A rather smart Great Tit 
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was also flying backwards and forwards and I felt 

that it was much neater than those that visit our 

feeders. 

We spent the day visiting Saltram House ςan 

opulent Georgian manor with Robert Adams 

interiors and owned by The National Trust.  It is 

located near Plymouth in very fine parkland 

which runs down to the nearby tidal river basin. 

 

 

 

Like so many of these stately homes, the 

trees were planted with very much an eye 

to the future as the original owners would 

have had no chance of seeing them reach 

their full magnificence.  On the right is a 

splendid avenue of trees, and at their bases, 

Cyclamen were in full bloom (below). 

 

I spent some time down by the river, where 

the tide was ebbing.  A flock of Canada Geese 

was roosting on the saltings on the Plymouth 

side; these geese are getting pretty well 

ubiquitous in the UK.   Cormorants were also 

present, either fishing or resting on the edge 

of the water. I stationed myself opposite 
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some wreckage where several Little Egrets and Cormorants had gathered (see above). 

 

As the tide receded, the 

Egrets waded out into the 

now shallow centre of river 

to feed along with Black-

headed Gulls. 

Below: An adult Cormorant 

gleams in the afternoon sun. 

 

 

......and take-off!  Unless there is a stiff 

breeze blowing, these birds have to use their 

ample webbed feet to thrust against the 

water to enable them to reach flying speed.  

It looks a laborious business, especially if the 

crop is full of fish and the wings are damp. 

 

 

During the nesting 

season, the adults have 

white thigh patches. 
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The dry stone walls in this damp part of 

the Kingdom posses a rich flora like the 

one illustrated on the left ς with ferns 

sprouting from all the crevices.   The 

larger one with the yellow sporangia is a 

Polypodium ς possibly australe. 

 

Right:  Asplenium trichomanes, the Maidenhair 

Spleenwort ς common throughout Britain. 

 

 

....and making use of the warmth of a stone wall, a near 

perfect Painted Lady absorbs the heat.   

 

 Above: On a placid, late afternoon, we had a fine view 

looking south of the two Tamar Bridges. 

 

As the cottage where we stayed was quite isolated and 

ǳƴŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ΨƭƛƎƘǘΩ ǇƻƭƭǳǘƛƻƴΣ L Ǌŀƴ Ƴȅ Gooden Moth Trap 

for a couple of hours.  All I caught was one Angle Shades ς 

an easy species to identify because of the characteristic 

ΨŦǳǊƭƛƴƎΩ ƻŦ ǘƘe wings.  At least, the light attracted 

something because I have had very little success with it 

when I have deployed the trap in our garden in Leigh 

Woods.  Shortage of moths perhaps? 
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Early in the morning on the 11th, I went for a stroll along a 

short stretch of the Tamar. The only bird of note that I saw was 

a Common Sandpiper ς on the right taking off across the 

mirror calm water.  After breakfast, Sally and I drove up-river 

to Cotele to visit the Elizabethan manor.  

 

 

 The old lime 

kilns by the 

harbour were 

festooned with 

Spleenwort.  

 

 

By way of a post-script to our visit, I must 

comment upon the fact that our hosts are not 

really fly lovers.  And with good cause, 

because they have a surfeit of the little 

insects which come into the cottage from the 

neighbouring field in which sheep graze. To 

help them keep on top of the problem, they 

ƘŀǾŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ΨŦƭȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΩ ƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

flies become stuck (below). 

 

If my identification is correct, I believe that 

they were all  House Flies ς Musca domestica 

ς  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

- a species that we do not see in our own 

home but which was all too common when I was a 

lad before the age of fridges. 




