
1 
 

Sunday 9th May ς we change location to Extremadura.   

Before breakfast, I took the camera down to the side of the lagoon 

and took my best 

shot of the Great 

Reed Warbler that 

serenaded us daily 

from a patch of 

reeds by the hotel.  

As usual, Whiskered 

Terns were foraging 

along the shore, 

showing off their 

sooty underparts.  

Several Gull-billed 

Terns were present as well ς ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ΨǿƘƛǘŜΩ ƛƴ 

comparison with the former species.   Sally and I had 

breakfast across the sandy square in the Hotel Restaurante 

Toruno, settled our bill and departed El Rocio at 8.45.  We 

had covered 817 kms since picking up the car in Malaga, 

and had a 360km drive to Trujillo.  The weather was 

unsettled, with pressure low (1006Mbs), and ominous rain-

bearing cumulus sweeping in from the west.  The forecast 

indicated showers across much of southern and central 

Spain.  We travelled to Seville via Almonte and Pilas ς a 

pleasant minor road, before taking the ring road to the E 

803 north to Extremadura.  {ŀƭƭȅΩǎ diary notes; 

ά±ŜǊȅ Ŏƭƻǳdy and cool. 

Rain clouds gathered 

all the way and we arrived in a shower.   Not what we wanted 

except that it cleaned the windscreen.  The car is covered in 

sand, inside and out!  A long drive but virtually no traffic and 

well sign-posted around Seville.  We stopped a few times for 

coffee, ice cream and a change of driver.  Vast scenery all 

around with vineyards, and earlier on figs and oranges.  Huge 

skyscapes, and very fertile and you can see why we have so 

ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻƻŘ ŦǊƻƳ {ǇŀƛƴΦέ 

Left: Billowing Cumulus beneath Cirrus ς or is it Strato-cumulus 

near Pilas. 

An hour or so beyond Seville, the weather improved, and for a 

time, the sky was decorated with pleasant fair-weather 

clouds.... 
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       ..... like this (right).  But it did not last! 

Further north, near Merida,  the sky changed 

yet again, with great towering shower clouds 

(Cumulonimbus) covering much of it  (below).  

These are typical of the weather which follows a 

cold front.  And it was also very chilly. 

 

We arrived in miserably cool and wet 

conditions in San Clemente,  11 kms from 

Trujillo, where Martin and Claudia Kelsey have 

their comfortable little hotel (Casa Rural 

www.birdingextremadura.com )  The fact that 

this was our fourth visit speaks for itself, and, 

after an absence of 2 years, Claudia gave us a 

warm welcome (and a very warming pot of 

tea!).  Martin  was busy guiding a small party of 

English ex-pat bird-watchers.  It felt good to be 

back and, as ever, we dined royally in-house. 

10th May.   We awoke to a leaden sky and a temperature of only 10 degs C. and I resolved always 

to bring a fleece with me on future trips!   Martin informed us last night that it had rained almost 

everyday from November to March and the reservoirs of the region had never been more full.  This, 

we were to confirm.  However, winter rain had benefited the spring flowers which we had already 

seen on the journey; in short, they were dazzling.  We 

decided to drive out beyond Trujillo towards the plains 

beyond Santa Marta de Magasca to look at the 

colourful carpets of flowers. 

 

Above: Casa Rural el Recuerdo ς the view 

from our ground level apartment. 

Right: Just down the road, many of the 

fields were ablaze with colour.  The cool 

spring helped to prolong the flowering 

season. 

http://www.birdingextremadura.com/
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I have commented before that in this 

part of the world, the countryside is 

alive with birds. White Storks hunt in 

the fields, Black Kites soar overhead, 

both kinds of Magpies pop up 

everywhere ς the common species is 

especially numerous around Trujillo 

ς and Larks (Crested, Thekla and 

Sky) flutter across the roads.  Corn 

Buntings (left) seem to sing from 

every available wire and post.  

Woodchat and Southern Grey 

Shrikes were glimpsed as we made 

our way along the winding and undulating narrow road to Santa Marta.  The olive groves and 

oak/pine  pastures  (dehesa) were a picture, some taking our breath away for the sheer colour and 

diversity of plants. 

The photograph below gives only a 

poor impression of the variety of 

plants in flower between the Oaks 

on the left .  Yellow Camomile and 

Marigolds, and purple Campanulas 

were especially abundant.   

 

We had noticed more cattle than we 

recalled seeing on previous visits, and 

were told that the rains had brought 

forth such lush pasture that the animals 

had been left out longer to take 

advantage of exceptional grazing  

(below). 
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Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǳǇΩŜƳΗΩ  These Spanish cattle 

often sport splendid horns. 

We motored through Santa Marta and stopped 

just beyond the village where the road descends 

through Olive groves to a bridge, beneath 

which, House Martins and at least one one pair 

of Red-rumped Swallows nest.  Upstream a 

patch of mud was providing the building 

materials for them.  A Little-ringed Plover flew 

up from it, landed briefly the other side of the 

bridge before disappearing downstream.  

Above: A pair of Red-rumped Swallows 

collecting mud, and right, one of them carrying a 

beak-full of the stuff back to its nest under the 

bridge (not in focus!). 

The sun had begun to emerge and birds started 

singing ς mostly Blackbirds and a Blackcap.  A 

Cuckoo performed relentlessly and we caught 

sight of it in the distance being mobbed by a 

small bird and probably a potential host to one of 

these nest parasites. 

Right: A very distant cock Cuckoo which was still 

singing on the wing. 
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The only signs of aquatic life was a Terrapin, doubtless feeling 

the warmth of the sun on its exposed carapace (right).   Once 

he spotted us on top of the bridge, he crash-dived and we did 

not see any more again. 

 

Approaching the point where the road joins the new motorway 

between Trujillo and Caceres (A.58),  we stopped by a farm to 

watch aƻƴǘŀƎǳΩǎ IŀǊǊƛŜǊǎ soaring and chasing one another.  

Although mostly males, many of the manoeuvres involved both sexes.  Occasionally, the acrobatics 

were quite spectacular ς as though the males were showing off as part of their courtship.   

Left: A female ΨaƻƴǘȅΩ scans the ground for prey (left), while  

an adult male climbs into the sky, his pearl and black plumage 

catching the sun (above). 

We eventually walked up a farm 

track to view the grassland over 

which the birds were hunting.  It was 

a complete tangle of colourful steppe 

herbs.  I saw some large orthoptera, 

but how these raptors manage to 

locate mice and voles in such a 

habitat is nothing short of a miracle! 

¢ƘŜ ΨHarriers themselves were really 

too distant for decent photography 

and they were mostly into the sun.  

We were to return to this spot  in 

two days time. 
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Right:  The steppe with a distant ranch, a herd of cattle 

grazing and a foreground floral carpet. 

Just before the motorway, a White 

Stork was nesting on a platform and it 

was just about possible to get near to 

it at eye-ƭŜǾŜƭΦ  ²ƘŜǊŜŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ψ{ǘƻǊƪǎ 

that we saw in Andalucia had barely 

started to hatch, in this part of Spain, 

many like the one on the left had 

young families.  I was hoping that the other parent might return but the only other birds that were 

flying around the nest were House and Spanish Sparrows which always find the bulky collection of 

ǎǘƛŎƪǎ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ōȅ ΨStorks very convenient situations to weave their own straw homes.  Note the 

Spanish Sparrow flying up to its nest ς one of several on the edge of the platform. 

We joined the motorway and took the ring road around Caceres, and continued towards Portugal to 

Malpartida de Caceres.  Here, we turned left for a couple of Kms. to a Los Banuecos, passing a small 

reservoir, on the banks of which was a thicket of platforms for White Storks (below). 

Every one of these was occupied, showing that 

the erections ς Ψ{ǘƻǊƪ ƴŜǎǘ ōƻȄŜǎΩ ςhad enabled 

a colony to be established.   
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Another surprise awaited just down the road in the 

ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨMuseum of Modern ArtΩ.  A sign post 

indicating the presence of a cafe led only to a pair of 

locked gates ς and no cafe.  However, on the other side of 

the gates ǿŀǎ ŀ ΨǘƻǘŜƳ ǇƻƭŜΩ ƻŦ scrap metal, incorporating 

three rusty cars and a grand piano.   

Right: What use is a rusty Seat?  The 

local birds know what to do with it!  The 

boot and bonnet make good nesting sites 

for White Storks with the attendant  

House Sparrows.  4 pairs of Storks were 

nesting on this piece of 

contemporary art.    The reservoir at 

Los Barruecos (right) was 

surrounded by huge granite 

boulders.  

 

Left: The jumble of massive rocks in 

the distance is the location of 

{ǇŀƛƴΩǎ only boulder-nesting colony 

of White Storks (below). 
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Otherwise, there was little else to be seen in the way of birdlife.  A few Coot, a Moorhen and a pair 

of Mallard were on the reservoir.  Overhead, a Griffon Vultures wheeled seemingly at cloud level, 

and I saw a pale phase Booted Eagle spiralling upwards.  A pair of Black Kites were having an aerial 

contest, occasionally locking talons.  

I am not sure whether it was 

courtship or a scrap! (left).   I 

flushed a  cock Stonechat while 

photographing the flowers, and, 

once again, they were most utterly 

delightful. 

 

Right: A cluster of Pink 

Foxgloves rooted in a 

crevice. 

Below: A mixture of 

ΨmargueritesΩ ŀƴŘ 

Campanulas. 

 

 


