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   The month started well and ended with a record-breaking heat wave 
throughout southern England.   In between, the weather was largely indifferent.     

Garden birds have been scarce.  This 
has been widely reported and has 
given many local people cause for 
concern.  However,  this year, the 
woods are full of food and, when 
given a choice, birds prefer to take 
wild food rather than the seed mixes 
and peanuts generally on offer in our 
gardens.   They will flood into our 
gardens in a month or two’s time. 

Left: A well camouflaged young 
Greenfinch cracking a sunflower seen 
on the lawn on the 2nd.  

 

A few Long-tailed Tits have passed through the garden this 
month (right)…… 

…. as well as several Chiff-chaffs.  They 
do not stay but are clearly on the move.  
The bird on the left is one of two that 
flitted down to the pond for a drink   It  
was photographed on the 2nd.  We also 
recorded one or two Blackcaps. 

My most interesting bird record of the month was made on 
the occasion of the Bristol Kite Festival which was held on 
the first week-end of the month.  For once, the weather was 
kind and a brisk breeze was blowing across Ashton Court 
Park.  Sally and I walked across the park to see the fine array 
of kites and pennants, and on our return across the golf 
course near the café, we saw no less than 5 Wheatears 
together.    They were surprisingly approachable and could 
not be missed with their white rumps flashing as they 
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hopped around greens catching 
insects.    My little Lumix camera 
was incapable of taking any 
photos of these birds and so the 
image on the previous page is 
not mine.  

Left:  A fresh afternoon at the 
Bristol Kite Festival.  

Work continues on the new 
mountain bike track through the 
forestry section of Leigh Woods. 

 

This will wind its way through the woods, offering the 
cyclists some minor challenges.  My guess is that, after 
initially trying it  out, the chaps who like to feel the mud 
on their backs will find it too easy and prefer to forge 
their own routes through the area.  As it is, the woods 
are increasingly criss-crossed with trails – something to 
be deplored.  

 

Left: The Wye Valley late morning 
on the 2nd, and a lovely day on 
which our photo-voltaics generated 
14 kW/hrs and the solar water 
heaters raised the temp. to 65°C. 
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Left: That Hoverfly which eludes 
me!  ¢ƻƴȅ /ƻǘǘǊŜƭƭΩǎ fine 
photograph of  Xanthogramma 
pedissequum taken on the Avon 
Towpath at the beginning of the 
month.   From my experience, 
this has been a pretty poor year 
for many insects, including this 
family of flies.   I think that 
butterflies are well down, 
indeed our Buddeias hardly 
attracted any this year.   

 

 Right:  A Brimstone feeding on one of 
our Buddleias – photographed on the 
2nd Aug. 2006, a good butterfly year. 
Below: A Peacock  - numbers are 
down this year.  

As the dearth of butterflies has been 
commented upon by many people, 
John Burrell kindly summarised his 
thoughts about the poor showing this 
Summer.    For many years between 
April and September, he has been 
walking transects in three nature 
reserves, including one on the 
Somerset Levels and recording all the 
butterflies that he encountered.   This is a standard method of assessing numbers from year to year.  
He writes as follows:- 

“Sadly, most of our butterflies are in 
long term decline.  Nevertheless, 
variation in their abundance from one 
year to another reflects the quality of 
summer weather, the health of insect 
populations generally and the 
condition of the habitats.  On my 
three sites, this year’s totals for all 
species are down 15-20% below 
average and down to the levels 
recorded during the very wet, cool 
summers of 2007 and 2008. Over the 
last decade, butterfly populations 
peaked between the warm sunny 
summers of 2003 and                  2006.   
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This year, the particularly warm, dry, sunny April 
got the season off to a good start. May too was dry 
and temperatures were average. June was wet mid-
month and temperatures averaged some 2 degrees 
lower than usual. July temperatures were closer to 
average but rainfall was above average for the 
month. August was the coolest for more than a 
decade and this month began in the same vein. In 
summary, from May until present we have been 
rationed to only a few days of sun per month and it 
has been mainly cool and windy after a very dry 
start. 
 

The effect of this on butterflies has been to 
favour those single-brooded species which fly 
early i.e. before mid-June: for example Orange-
tips (above)  and Large Skippers which did well 
this year. Similarly, the first broods of double-
brooded species like Common Blue, Brown 
Argus (left) and Small Heath did especially well 
but their second broods emerging in July and 
August have done very poorly, with totals down 
by about 90%. This is the reverse of what 
happens in most years when the second brood is 
much larger than the first, and there could be a 

serious decline in these species next year. The ‘.ǊƻǿƴǎΩ όaŜŀdow Brown, Marbled White, Ringlet and 
Gatekeeper) whose abundance usually 
bolsters the annual site totals also did 
relatively poorly this year. All are 
single-brooded ‘high summer’ species. 
A few vulnerable ‘site-specialist’ 
butterflies like the White Admiral 
(right) and Dark Green Fritillary which 
almost disappeared in 2010 did make 
modest recoveries this year. 

The familiar garden species appear to 
have enjoyed mixed fortunes this year. 
Peacocks have been slightly fewer 
than normal. Red Admiral numbers 
have been the highest of the decade 
but Small Tortoiseshell numbers are 

down dramatically:  on one reserve they have slumped to less than 8% of their 2010 total. This is 
giving rise to concern as the species had been recovering from major losses owing to parasitism. The 
dry spring could have desiccated the nettles on which they feed or the parasites hit back – or both 
could have contributed to this decline”.           
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Two Small Tortoiseshells – a species which has 
dramatically decreased over the past few years. The 
photo on the left and those on the previous page were 
taken by John Burrell.   

I was interested in what John had to say about Red 
Admirals   (below) having had a good year as I have seen 
very few.  His figures for this species on his transect on 

Westbury Beacon bear 
out his conclusion; 

In 2007 he counted 41,  
2008 10, 2009 21, 2010 10 
and this year, he noted a 
whopping 90! 

 

 

 

I have not seen a Painted 
Lady (far right)  this year, 
nor a Silver-washed 
Fritillary (right).  I took 
these pictures in 2008. 

 

 

I was unable to join John and Andrew Snell on a mothing 

exercise at Lillycombe on the 2nd September. The 

conditions were well nigh perfect. Lots of moths were 

lured into the trap by the dazzling mercury vapour lamp 

but there were not very many species present. Neither 

were there many really 'showy' moths. One of the better 

marked species is shown on the left.  It is a Green 

Carpet, nicely camouflaged against lichen covered bark. 
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Left: The aptly named Blood-vein – another Geometer 
moth and closely related to the carpets. 

Right: A Centre-barred Sallow. 

 

 

Left:  A Broad-
bordered Yellow 
Underwing with 
its flashy hind 
wings well and 
truly concealed. 
This is a Noctuid 
moth. 

 

 

 

 

            

The specimen on the left flew into Sally’s sister’s and 
husband’s house on the edge of Taunton.  From its small 
size, I guess that it is a Lesser Broad-bordered Yellow 
Underwing. 

And now for a complete change of scene – to the Russian 
Far-East. 
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I was invited to represent Wildscreen at the 9th 
International Film Festival of Asia-Pacific held in 
Vladivostok between the 10th and 17th September.  I was 
last there 20 years ago almost to the day when it was still 
part of the Soviet Union.  I was then in the throes of 
producing a BBC Natural History Unit series called Realms 
of the Russian Bear.  This invitation was a chance to see 
how things have changed and to meet up with some old 
colleagues who helped with the filming. 

I left the UK under thick cloud cover which did not start to 
break up until the BA flight approached Moscow.  A line of 
CuNimbs with good anvils stretching way to the north 
marked the beginning of more open skies (left). 

 

Right: The approach to Domodedova 
Airport,  Moscow with low level cumulus 
catching the sun. 

 

Right: A dramatic 
cloudscape over 
the airport with 
high level cirrus 
and ragged 
cumulus.  In the 
distance, veils of 
rain.   Note: there 
was little sign of 

Russian-made 
aircraft.  They 
were nearly all 
Airbuses and 
Boeing 747-400s.  
I flew by 747 to 
Vladivostok on 
Transaero – a 

wholly 
westernised 

Russian airline. 
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Right:  The following morning and 
8hrs flying time from Moscow,  the 
Russian taiga and the low Sikhote 
Alin Mountains stretch forever! 

On arrival, I was whisked into the 
VIP reception of the airport where, 
among others, I met Anatoly 
Petrov, a wildlife camerman who I 
got to know two decades ago.  He 
was to be my ‘minder’.  The 
journey into the luxurious Hyundai 
Hotel in the centre of town was 

along an impressive highway partly under construction 
where I got ready to attend the glittering ‘blue-carpet’ 
opening ceremony of the festival.  This and the following 
party were attended by a host of glamorous stars 
including Liza Minnelli and the mega-rich of Vladivostok.     
However, this is not the place to describe the festival 
which was remarkable enough, but to record things 
relevant to these Nature Notes.    

After the UK’s miserable skies,  ±ƭŀŘƛǾƻǎǘƻƪΩs weather 
was excellent – warm and windless,  and the sky for the 
first two days had an attractive display of cirrus  which 
seemed to be streaming from the NE (see left).   The first 
bird that I saw was a Magpie – the same as our’s.  In fact, 
Anatoly told me that this is one of the city’s most 
numerous avian species.  It was also a reminder of the 
fact that we are all part of the Eurasian continent and 
that many kinds of birds are distributed right across it.  
The Magpie is one of them.   But the sky around the 
hotel was also home to a rather more interesting bird – 
White-rumped Swifts.   

 

As my room was on the 11th floor, I had a 
commanding view of the city and the birds 
tended to be flying at more or less my height. 
On the second morning, I unpacked my Canon 
100-400mm lens and went out onto the fire 
escape to obtain a better sweep of the sky.  
Although the birds were small, swift(!) and 
erratic, I managed to obtain a few shots which 
show their salient features. 
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From below, the white rumps were difficult to 
make out, and only when the birds zoomed 
down below where I was perched high above 
the forecourt, or when the birds  banked that 
the patch of white could be spotted – below. 

 

There is a White-rumped Swift that 
has a toe-hold in Europe – a pair or 
two nest in Monfrague National Park 
In Extremadura, Spain – but it is a 
different species.  That one in Apus 
caffer and has a relatively narrow 
band of white on the rump.  The one 
here is Apus pacificus, and looks 
rather like the swift family’s answer 
to the House Martin.   The Little or 
House Swift is also found here and 
occasionally visits southern Europe 
from Africa, but that has a square 
tail. 

Below the hotel was an old and 
dilapidated building and it looked as 
though these swifts might have been 
nesting in it – or had been during the 
summer. 

I saw several distant Magpies and 
gulls frequently drifted over, heading 
for the harbour which was not very 
far away. 

When I had finished, I discovered 
that the door through which I had 
access to the fire escape had locked 
and had to start the 11 storey 
descent trying every escape door on 

the way down,   luckily finding one that was unlocked.  It was a long way down! 

When I was here in 1991, it was a ‘closed city’ – the harbour was full of the Soviet Pacific Fleet and if I 
had  brandished a camera I would have ended up in The Lubyanka.  There was now very little evidence  
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         Above: Vladivostok Harbour with one of two large bridges under construction. 

of naval ships and it seemed to be a 
very thriving city, lots of expensive 
looking developments and smart 
people.   The first gull that I saw in 
the harbour was a very familiar one 
– a Black-headed Gull.  These were 
common; I think that they are 
‘winter visitors’ and presumably 
move further south when the sea 
freezes solid around here – as 
indeed it usually does.    

Black-headed Gulls resting on a 
quay.  With them are a few Black or 
Ring-tailed Gulls. 
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Above:  A Black-tailed Gull (Larus crassirostris) and rather pretty reflections.  Its scientific name means 
thick or heavy billed gull. This is a species which lives in the Sea of Japan and around the Chinese and 
Korean coast.   All the gulls 
were moulting, some very 
heavily so.   

Right:  A Black-tailed Gull 
sporting a mixture of old and 
new feathers.   The outer 
primaries and the secondaries 
are very worn and faded.  The 
inner primaries are new and 
have not yet reached their full 
length.   Alas, there is only one 
black-tipped feather in the tail.  
The replacements are not yet 
showing.   
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On the 12th, the festival 
organised a boat trip to 
see the second huge 
bridge which will span a 
very wide stretch of the 
bay to enable access to 
the new university which 
is being built.  The bridge 
will have the longest span 
in the World for one of 
this type of construction.    

The hour and half voyage in a 
luxurious launch, allegedly used 
by Vladimir Putin when he visits,  
was a chance to do some bird-
watching but it proved to be a a 
bit disappointing.  There were 
plenty of gulls of the two species 
already mentioned (left, includes 
an immature Black-tailed Gull).  
There were some ordinary 
Cormorants the same as our’s.  

 

Right: An immature Cormorant – these days called 
the Greater Cormorant sitting low in the water as it 
swims rapidly away from our launch. 
 
 

Above: A part of the brand new Vladivostok University seen on our approach.  Students will flood into 
it next year.  However, before that it will be used to host a summit conference of the heads of state 
and governments of the Pacific rim next year.  The staggering scale of the campus, the facilities and the 
standard of workmanship seem nothing short of impressive.  Money appears to be no object in this 
region of Russia.  Compared to how the USSR was twenty years ago, progress has been mind boggling.  
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 After a guided tour around the campus, a walk 
along the bay revealed several scavenging Jungle 
Crows which can be distinguished from Carrion 
Crows by their steep foreheads and heavier bill (see 
above and right).  The latter species is also found here.  There were also White Wagtails – the same 
species as our Pied but with more white in the wings.  Nothing else of interest was observed. 

Left:  A map of the bay in 
which Vladivostok (inside 
the yellow circle) is located.   
On the 13th Anatoly took me 
by boat across to the village 
of Sidimi to stay with him 
and his wife Lyuba at their 
dacha, the plan being to 
make our way back by road 
on the 14th, calling in to 
various coastal locations to 
look for the very rare and 
endangered Spoon-billed 
Sandpiper, and then onto 
Kedrovaya Pad Zapovednik 
(Nature Reserve - the white 
arrow points to its location) 
which I had visited in 1991.   
The arrows indicate the 
route that we took. 

By the morning of the 13th, 
the weather had started to deteriorate.  Although the sea was mirror calm, the sky was now overcast 

with very low stratus.   The 
voyage to Sidimi took 2 
hours. 

Left: Kedrovaya Pad Nature 
Reserve in mist in the 
distance from the boat. 
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By the jetty in Sidimi, a host of Swallows were 
swirling round and landing on some buildings 
which looked like glorified beach huts.  The flock 
was a mixture of Red-rumped and ordinary Barn 
Swallows.  The former, outnumbered the latter 
species.   Both are fairly widespread in Russia, the 
Red-rumped tending to be confined to the 
southern regions.  The birds were obviously 
migrating south, indeed, Anatoly told me that 
most of the summer visitors had already left in 
advance of the severe Arctic winter conditions that this part of the world experiences. 

 

Above:  A mixture of swallow species resting on the roof of chalets.  Immediately above, a Red-
rumped  lands behind a couple of Barn Swallows. 
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I do not encounter Red-rumped Swallows that 
often and so I could not resist the temptation to spend some time watching  and photographing them.  
To see one in the UK, which I never have, is a red-letter day indeed for any bird-watcher.   In Europe, I 
have generally seen them in Spain – see my report for the Coto Donana and Extremadura written in 
2010. 
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Left: And not forgetting a Russian 
Barn Swallow – the same that we see 
in the UK.   The birds here do not 
seem to have a narrow black bar 
across the bottom of their reddish-
brown bib. 

During the day, I introduced one of 
the Wildscreen winning films and 
showed it to a group of delegates 
that had a particular interest in rain 
forests.   This part of the event was 
sponsored by the Primoriye branch 
of 

the 
Worldwide Fund for Nature its deputy director, Julia Fomenko acted 
as my very efficient translator during the presentation.   A discussion 
was supposed to have followed and I was  to be one of the ‘experts’ 
sitting on a panel but somehow it never happened.  A buffet lunch 
was served outside a small museum which included some nicely 
mounted specimens of the local wildlife, including what I took to be a 
Rough-legged Buzzard (below left).    

 

Apart from the many changes that I noticed was the 
number of Nikon and Canon cameras that were being 
used by the delegates instead of the crude, low quality 
film equipment.  I talked to several photographers and 
was very impressed with their work.  One such was Yuri 
Chistyakov, a leading entomologist who also uses a 
camera.    He presented me with a book (see below)  that 
he had published in 2009 and it was full of most beautiful 
portraits of the butterflies which are found in this region 
of Russia. 
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Right:  This scan  from his book does not do justice to 
the quality of YuǊƛΩǎ work – this is one of the exotic 
‘swallowtails’ found in Primorye ς the name for this far-
eastern province of Russia - and is a reminder of the 
fact that this part of Russia is quite close to the tropics.   

 

Another nature photographer that I met and who  
accompanied us back to Vladivostok was 
Vladimir Medvedev (left) of whom more later. 

 

Half way through the afternoon, we 
retired to the dacha owned by Anatoly 
and his wife Lyuba to take a break and 
some refreshment.  I have always found 
the Russian people very generous with 
their hospitality and my hosts proved 
no exception. 

 

Quite a number of yellow butterflies were flitting 
around the bottom of the garden, many making  
what looked like courtship flights (below). 

 

Right: Rather like our 
Clouded Yellows but a 
Colias sp. without a doubt. 
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Late afternoon, Anatoly drove us 
through a forested area to cliffs 
overlooking the Sea of Japan.   The 
country is barely an hour’s flight over 
the Eastern horizon. China and North 
Korea are only about 100 miles away 
to the south.  Resting on top of the 
cliffs were two Whimbrels. 

 

 

From what I could see, the birds did not have the 
white rumps characteristic of our western European 
birds.  The open areas were quite colourful with 
drifts of what looked like Michaelmas Daisies (left). 

At the end of the afternoon the rest of the festival 
came across to Sidimi by boat and an excellent Bar 
B-Q was held near the beach, which included  
dancing by the local native people.  They were 
dressed in their ethnic costumes – seen on the right 
clustered around Liza Minnelli; she was 
accompanied by her oldest friend Rock Brynner – 
son of the Hollywood actor whose father’s family 

came from this area. 

During the evening, a shaman danced to the rhythm 
of his drum and made contact with the spirits of the 
forest in the light of a huge bonfire (right – photo by 
Vladimir Medvedev). 

 

 

 

 

The night was spent in the dacha.   LyubaΣ !ƴŀǘƻƭȅΩǎ wife 
(left).   
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 Anatoly has a distinguished record of 
capturing  Amur Leopards on camera – there 
are only ca. 50 left in the wild.  

On the right is his picture of one of them  
prowling around rocks in Kedrovaya Pad 
Nature Reserve.  I photographed this image 
from a print displayed in the dacha. 

 

 

Left: This one was taken by 
Vladimir Medvedev – he e-
mailed me this image.    The 
Amur race forms an exceedingly 
threatened population of 
Leopards and is confined to this 
region.  Needless to say, they 
are secretive and it takes great 
field craft to get anywhere near 
them, let alone to take a superb 
photo like these.  Some people 
doubt that they can be saved 

from extinction.  If so, then all we will have are images to remind us of this beautiful big cat. 

 Lyuba, a marine biologist by training, has  been making 
her own films.  She has turned her digital cine camera 
onto smaller subjects and, considering she had no 
macro lens, has made a very nice movie on the spiders 

which are found in the dacha’s garden.  There are a surprising number of species.   These are Araneus 
marmorius a very attractive one that features in her film and is closely related to our common garden 
spider (photos taken from the web).   
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Next morning while we were waiting for 
breakfast, Vladimir and Anatoly were looking 
very concerned.  They had just received news 
that one of their friends had been killed by a 
Siberian Tiger.  It emerged later in the day that 
he had miraculously survived the severe 
savaging by a tigress but would need intensive 
hospital treatment.  

Left: A sight to make your heart stop!  
Vladimir’s trail-cam took this. 

 If ever I needed it, the news was a salutary  
reminder that this region is Tiger country.   In 
the Primorye region,  an estimated 500 large 
Siberian Tigers roam through the deciduous 

and coniferous woods not unlike those in the UK,  occasionally emerging to take the odd cow from one 
of the remote villages.  Needless to say, this is something that the peasants do not take kindly and so 
the occasional marauder is killed.  The poaching of this endangered race of the Tiger is not helped by 
the proximity to China and its insatiable demands for exotic animal products to satisfy their quack 
apothecaries.   The Primoriye WWF is heavily involved in the conservation of both Tigers and Leopards  
in the Russian Far-east.   Both my hosts had photographed the local Tigers in the wild, and Vladimir 
has had two narrow 
escapes from them. 

Right: This magnificent  
Siberian Tiger had killed a 
deer by a track, again 
photographed by Vladimir 
Medvedev . 

It pays to take care when 
walking  in these woods in 
this part of the World! 

 

 

 

Left: Dachas in Sidimi opposite the 
tŜǘǊƻǾΩǎ, and very different from the 
expensive luxury apartments going up in 
Vladivostok. 
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After breakfast, I took the opportunity to 
explore locally.      A few House Sparrows were 
around but the light was so dismal I did not 
bother to try and photograph them.  The 
stratus cloud had descended almost to tree-
top level and the forecast was that rain was on 
the way.  What a shame. The most common 
wild flowers that were in bloom were a 
Balsams, very similar to the Himalayan Balsam 
which has been introduced into the UK except 
that the flowers were a much richer colour.  A 
few bees and wasps were buzzing around.  

 

At around 10.00hrs, we all set off  for Vladivostok 
via Perevoznaya Lagoon and Kedrovaya Pad.   We 
passed by vast reed beds which must be a paradise 
for wetland warblers in the summer. 

We eventually arrived at a shore and, apart from 
Black-tailed Gulls the only birds in view were 
several Sanderling ‘twinkling’ by the gently lapping 
waves.  

 

There was plenty of Zostera sea grass rotting on the 
tide line harbouring sandhoppers galore – food for 
birds such as these.   No Spoon-billed Sandpipers 
here.  There are so few now – perhaps only ca 100 
pairs- that I really did not expect to see any. 
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Under the dreadful lighting conditions, the above images of Sanderling were the best that I could 
manage. 

We motored further around the bay, ending up driving along a winding track behind the shore, flushing 
a great many pipits (Red-throated?) and a shrike that I did not get a good look at. The view that met us 
was a great expanse of mud left by the receding tide and with a fair sprinkling of waders that drifted 

away from us as soon as we emerged 
from the vehicle.   The first I set eyes 
on was a Terek Sandpiper – only the 
second I have seen, the last one was  
in Kenya.  There was a scattering of 
Dunlin, a couple of Grey and several 
Mongolian Plovers. 

Left: Two Wood Sandpipers and a 
Mongolian Plover. 
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Left: A Mongolian Plover in winter 
plumage. 

A few hundred yards towards what 
looked like a tidal estuary or bay a line 
of medium-sized waders were near the 
distant water’s edge. 

 

Below:   Seven geese, I presume Grey-
Lags behind the waders in question. 

 

My first inclination was 
that they were godwits 
but when greatly 
enlarged, the images 
indicate that the birds 
had reddish legs and 
some had very dark 
bodies.   They were 
Spotted Redshank. 

  

  All of these birds 
might end up in 
Australia before 
returning once again 
to nest on the Siberian 
tundra.   Apparently 
May and August are 
the best times for 
shorebirds here.   
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Several very small waders were present and, from what I could 
make out, were Little Stints – see my indifferent photo on the left. 

As we were about to leave, a 
pair of Whimbrels flew by the 
other side of the vegetation on 
top of the beach (right). 

 

Right:  A marshy area with 
distant reed beds which 
characterised much of the area 
around the bay.   

We had one more coastal stop, 
passing nearly abandoned 
villages with wooden dwellings 
in a sadly dilapidated state.  And 
why had the people left? 

According to Anatoly, the area was renowned 
for its large Mink farms and, with luxurious 
fur coats now out of fashion, the much 
reduced demand for the skins led to their 
closure.  So the inhabitants left.  A few 
cottages had been bought and converted into 
smart 2nd homes, security fences and all. 

Right:  The last chance to see Spoon-billed 
Sandpipers was to no avail.  However, this 
misty area was seething with very edgy 
White Wagtails (below). 

The birds were on migration and were 
grounded by the heavy mist.  They were  
making full use of the time  by  feeding 
voraciously  on insects in the grass. 
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Note the amount of white on 
the wing and chin which is 
characteristic of the race 
Motacilla alba leucopsis which  
breeds in China.  It sometimes 
goes by the name of White-
faced Wagtail.  The bird on the 
right is very pied, but some, 
like the bird on the previous 
page had yellowish faces and 
were probably young birds. 

This location had one surprise.  
Sitting on the shore was a bird of 
prey.  When disturbed I though for a 
moment that it was a Goshawk, but it 
turned out to be a female 
Sparrowhawk 

 

With all the wagtails that were present,  this 
migrating hawk  should not have been short 
of food. 

We left the coast and headed inland for Kedrovaya Pad, 
a large forest reserve which often harboured an Amur 
Leopard or two and an occasional Siberian Tiger.  A 
winding muddy track  led to the park’s headquarters 
which is much as I remembered it and is home to Yuri 
Shibnev and his wife. 
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Twenty years ago I came here to arrange filming with 
Yuri and had my photo taken with a Leopard skin 
confiscated from a poacher.  He is standing in the 
middle.  Note: the slide has badly deteriorated.  

Right:  Yuri Shibnev and his wife Inna, 2011.  
Once again, their hospitality was generous; lunch 
was served with, among other things, the most 
delicious wild rose-hips in their syrup. 

The big cats of Kedrovaya Pad was YuǊƛΩǎ special 
interest and, by means of 30 cheap Russian cameras 
and trip wires installed by trails, he was the first to 
photograph these secretive creatures.  It was a 
resounding achievement.   His book was published 
Russian, English, German and Japanese.  Long since 
out of print, I bought from him one of his last copies. It 
is the Korean edition (below). 

 

Above: One of YuǊƛΩǎ many photos, triggered by the Leopard 
breaking a fine thread that you can just make out on the left 
of the picture.  He no longer takes photos. 
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A short walk in the forest revealed a number of interesting 
things including this tree which was plastered with small 
bracket fungi (Left).  

 

Right: A close-up of the same. 

 

Left: Most of the flowers looked like a kind of MonkΩs-hood.  
Some were white – see on the left in the picture above.  

 

 

 

 

 Right: A Rose hip of the kind that made 
that tasty dish we had at lunch.  There 
were additional surprises in the garden. 
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Left:  Wild Kiwi Fruit.  Here they are native 
and it was the New Zealanders who took 
them home and developed them as big 
juicy fruit full of Vitamin C that they now 
market all over the world.  The original 
ones like this are born on a creeper not 
unlike a fig, and when the tree which 

supports it dies, the Kiwi creeper collapses in 
a heap. 

 

Right: A Ginseng plant, much loved by the 
Chinese for its supposedly medicinal 
qualities and which is now grown 
commercially. 

The glade in which ¸ǳǊƛΩǎ ‘garden’ and house 
sits was alive with insects – butterflies being the most obvious.  They were nearly all one of the many 
Fritillaries found in this area. 

The Japanese Knotweed was in full 
flower and the butterflies were 
strongly attracted to it.  Incidentally, 
here, this plant is not an invasive 
weed.  It was suggested that the 
bitterly cold winters kept it in check. 

 Fabriciana adippe – a Fritillary -were 
very worn; in some, the wings were 
almost devoid of scales. 

Left:  A different species-Fabriciana 
adippe.  These butterflies tended to 
glide, wafting around the glade with 
great elegance. They were quite 
charming.  
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Right:  This scarlet Dragonfly refused to 
face my way! 

And there were flies – lots of them…. 

 

…… including this familiar looking hoverfly, 
undoubtedly in the genus Eristalis.  It has black 
legs and no wing shades so I guess this is a 
species not found in the UK. 

 

 

Right: There were many of these large and 
fairly sluggish flies.  I thought that they 
were rather interesting looking hoverflies 
when I first saw them.  However, they  
might be tachinids.  

 

 

 

 

Left: This is a very bristly species – 
again, possibly a tachinid. 

 

 



30 

 

 

After this visit, we headed for Vladivostok and 
another couple of days of the festival and evening 
parties, some sober and glamorous and others 
attended by strange creatures (right). 

Before leaving. I visited Julia Fomenko and 
the staff at the WWF offices to discuss the 
festival and other matters, and I was 
presented with a most handsome pictorial 
book of the wildlife and countryside of 
Primoraye. 

 

It had been a very great pleasure to have once 
again spent time with Anatoly and some of his 
friends half a world away in that far-flung corner of 
that vast country which is Russia.  I hope that it will 
not be another 20 years before I do so again! 

I arrived back in Bristol in the early hours of 18th. 

 

Right:  The countryside immediately 
west of Vladivostok with a mixture of 
woodlands, open grassy areas and a 
cottages or dachas connected by 
unmade-up roads. 

September Nature Notes continues with 
part 2. 


