
 

 

Tour Report  

Portugal – Alentejo & Algarve in Spring        

07 – 14 April 2018 

 

 

Purple swamphen Booted eagle with stone curlew 

Little Bustard  European bee-eaters 

Compiled by: Frank McClintock 



 
 

Tour Leader/s: Frank McClintock and Tony Cox with 8 participants 
 
Introduction  
There were a total of 135 different species of bird seen and one heard only. On the mammal front the 
number was four, and amphibians and reptiles were four counted. The weather conditions kept insect life 
to a sad minimum with only four butterfly species seen, no dragonfly or damselflies at all and only three 
other insects of note. 
 
Day 1: Fly to Faro, transfer to our hotel               Saturday 7 April 2018 
As everyone’s flight came in on time we were lucky enough to be able to meet up quickly, and we were 
away from the airport pronto, and by 1300 birding off the end of the runway, where we had a picnic sitting 
in a hide overlooking a reed-fringed lake. 
 
The weather was not great with a cold, easterly wind so there wasn’t much action to be truthful, though we 
did see purple swamphen, red-crested pochard and had a quick view of black-headed weaver, originally an 
escaped cage-bird, but now a well-established breeder in this area of Portugal. 
 
Of course there were the local residents like mallard, common pochard, gadwall, Eurasian coot, great 
crested and little grebe, common moorhen and Cetti’s warbler called repeatedly from the bushes 
surrounding the hide while we ate our picnic lunch. Both Spanish pond terrapin and European pond 
terrapin were noted, as well as the introduced American red-eared slider. 
 
After a while we took a quick look at another, shallower, lagoon situated in the woods just behind us and 
there we found several pairs of black-winged stilts, but the weather was continuing to be unkind so we 
called it a day, (which suited those of the group who’d had an early start), and we had arrived at our home-
base for the week, Quinta do Barranco da Estrada, by 1600, where a welcoming cup of tea and plateful of 
biscuits awaited us, before we unpacked and then met again for the first of our delicious dinners. 
 
Weather: A cold, easterly wind. 
 
Day 2: Quinta                             Sunday 8 April 2018 
This morning was a gentle introduction to the local wildlife around the Quinta, a nice contrast to 
yesterday’s early start to catch our flights. Breakfast was served at 0730 and we were away by 0800 with 
Frank taking us to a flat-bottomed local valley dotted here and there with small, self-sufficient farms 
practicing mixed agriculture. The ground was a patchwork of cultivated and semi-cultivated fields of about 
an acre or two in size with wasteland, thick hedgerows and scattered woodland, the whole bisected by a 
small stream flowing from an irrigation dam at the head of the valley. All in all, it was a birder’s dream as 
the low-intensity agriculture meant that there was plenty of habitat and food for species of many kinds. 
 
On the fifteen-minute drive from the Quinta down to the valley we’d seen a pair of little owls, another of 
red-legged partridge, a crested lark, a Eurasian jay, a blackbird, house sparrows and a flock of feral pigeons, 
so the day had started well enough, but once we’d parked the van we started in earnest, and first out of 
the blocks was a Zitting cisticola which we found within the first 20 metres from our parked vehicle. 
 
As we stopped a little later to look at a common stonechat posing beside a European blue tit on a 
convenient wire a cuckoo called from further down the valley, competing with the farmyard cockerels and 
guinea fowl in a farm on the other side of the stream. 
 
Not to be outdone by the various farmyard noises a common nightingale sang lustily from the bushes next 
door to us and after a little while Mary managed to find it, unfortunately just before it dropped down out of 
sight once again, so we moved on, Frank assuring us that we’d see another before too long, as there were 
at least four individuals that we could distinguish within hearing range. Winter wrens and Cetti’s warblers 
were also noisily making their presence felt and it was as much as we could do to concentrate on just one 



 
 

species, so we were doubly glad when Pat found our third little owl of the morning which perched nicely in 
the open for us casting an uninterested glance in our direction from time to time. 
 
We carried on walking slowly and it wasn’t long before Frank’s prediction of finding another nightingale 
was proved true as, walking through a small area of scrubland, one popped up and sang for us from a 
thoughtfully situated telephone wire.  
 
Considering the normal reticence of this species it was a real joy to see one for once in such an uncluttered 
environment – it didn’t feel real somehow! 
 
Something else that didn’t feel real was our next species which was a common cuckoo, which was also 
sitting on a wire out in the open, and this was followed a few minutes later by our fourth little owl of the 
morning, basking in the early morning sunlight on a ruined hovel. 
 
An Iberian green woodpecker yaffled in the distance and, carrying on, we found a mixed flock of 
greenfinches, serins, Iberian chiffchaff and goldfinches foraging in amongst the weeds of a small plot while 
spotless starlings picked their way along the furrows of the recently ploughed field on the other side of the 
track.  
 
Returning to the van we were entertained by a pair of red-rumped swallows, busy nest-building under a 
small bridge; the differences in their plumage, size and manner of flight were compared to the ubiquitous 
barn swallows that had been our companions throughout the last hour or so, before our attention was 
drawn to the five or six common waxbills chattering in the tamarisk and bamboo that bordered the stream. 
 
Following a half hour revitalising coffee break we boarded the van once again and set off to our second 
local hot-spot of the morning, a bee-eater colony. These birds had only arrived that morning and were 
naturally feeling tired from their long migration from southern Africa, so there was not much movement, 
but it was indeed nice to know that the first arrivals had weathered the recent bad weather and had 
returned to us safely. 
 
Having had our fill of the several pairs that were present, (this colony normally holds about thirty-five 
pairs), we moved on to our third stop of the morning, a small hide overlooking a slow-moving river. There 
were several species calling, including blackbird, nightingale, chiffchaff and wren, while a Cetti’s gave us a 
few very quick and furtive fly-pasts before satisfying everyone with a clear view well out in the open for 
once. This was followed by a grey wagtail which darted from one lily-pad to another, picking insects off and 
from between them all. After we’d been there half an hour the azure-blue arrow of a common kingfisher 
flashed past us before disappearing upstream. A water rail was present and close-by judging from the 
proximity of its piglet-like squeals and grunts but unfortunately it didn’t show itself. This disappointment 
was in some small way mitigated by very good views of a southern variety long-tailed tit, its dark plumage 
so different from its paler northern cousin. 
 
Upon exiting the hide to return home in time for lunch our last joy for the morning was to find two 
different types of orchid in the verge between the hide and the van, both a tongue orchid and a pale green-
winged orchid, the last being uncommon. 
 
The afternoon was spent resting and exploring the garden, preparing ourselves for the early start 
tomorrow, scheduled to be a day on the Plains of the Alentejo; no matter how grand the morning, certainly 
something to look forward to! 
 
Day 3: Plains of the Alentejo                 Monday 9 April 2018 
We left the Quinta nice and early at 0520, arriving at our breakfast café an hour later. On the way we’d 
come across several rabbits on the track, (a marked increase from recent years when both Myxomatosis 
and Rabbit Haemorrhagic Disease, (RHD), had taken their toll), four Granada, (or Iberian) hares, two owls of 



 
 

undetermined lineage and two wood mice. This was a good “bag” as more often than not there are very 
few mammals seen. 
 
Arriving at our first stop of the day as the sun broke the horizon, we were overjoyed to be met by more 
than eighty great bustards spread out in the shallow valley below us. We were far enough away for them to 
see us as no threat but luckily close enough to enjoy stunning views of this amazing species through ‘scopes 
and bins as it undertook its “foam-bath” display, the females slowly walking from one male to another who 
shook and shivered, seemingly pirouetting before each inspection. What made this wonderful view even 
better was the lone red fox threading his way between the bustards, who, while moving cautiously out of 
his way, seemed to otherwise pay little attention to this top mammalian predator of the Plains. 
 
Following this good start, a mile or so later we came across a nice pair of little owls sunning themselves on 
a small pile of rocks, and nearby, within 25 metres of us, a beautiful male little bustard well out in the open 
and seemingly oblivious of how close we were.  
 
Every now and again he’d throw his head back and utter his loud “prruut” call, then walk on again before 
repeating. 
  
Above and beyond the little bustard a Montagu’s harrier was mobbing a European honey buzzard, and 
beyond that again, but still within 200 metres of us, flew a further five Montagu’s, both males and females, 
lazily scanning the ground below them for prey and every now and again indulging in their “food-passing” 
mating behaviour. 
 
Moving on we visited a Spanish sparrow colony. This colony was nesting both in an olive-tree orchard and 
also in the lower levels of a white stork’s nest, and, as this species was sharing the stork’s nest with a few 
house sparrows it was instructive to see the clear differences between them, the boldly streaked flank and 
the cleaner, brighter brown on the head of the Spanish sparrows being easily contrasted to the duller 
house sparrow. 
 
Following this we came across two pairs of crag martins collecting mud from a small stream to make their 
nests under the bridge we had stopped on, while above them, again on a strategically placed overhead 
wire, an Iberian grey shrike showed us his rosy-pink chest, well lit by the early sun behind us. 
 
This was followed by a pair of great spotted cuckoos, a field of short grass filled with calandra larks showing 
the characteristic white trailing edge to their wings well, and yet another little owl, this one less than 
5metres away, again in the ubiquitous pile of rocks. Not wanting to spook this latest little owl we moved 
slowly on but within 50 metres had to stop to avoid a pair of little bustards that flew across in front of the 
van, and these in turn put up a pair of stone curlews, which flew around us before disappearing into the 
grass and flowers again. It really was a difficult decision to know which way to look and what to 
concentrate on! 
 
A little while later we came across a large, shallow irrigation lake bordering a large expanse of olive trees 
and on it we found a few mallard and gadwall while bee-eaters flew overhead. Mary soon picked up a 
common sandpiper and a little ringed plover foraging along the edge and all the while, above us, sang a 
greater short-toed lark which took some finding but eventually we all saw it when it spiralled down to earth 
again.  
 
A black-eared wheatear sang from a nearby pile of earth and a Eurasian hoopoe called repeatedly in the 
distance, but the piece de resistance at this stop was the appearance of several collared pratincoles, 
expertly found and identified by Lindsay. 
 
By this time it was 0930 and, leaving the lake behind us, we soon came across several more black-eared 
wheatears followed by newly-arrived woodchat shrike with its rusty-red head showing brightly in the 



 
 

sunshine. Red-legged partridge ran along the track in front of us before exploding into rapid-winged flight 
and sweeping away to right and left of us over the low fences to land and scuttle away into the flowers, 
occasionally stopping to poke their heads above them to see if we were far enough away to be no threat 
anymore. 
 
Stopping for a cup of coffee in the next-door village we watched the house martins re-building and 
squabbling over last year’s nests, before moving on in the rapidly warming morning to find some more little 
bustards, but in this, at this time, we were unsuccessful, finding instead another pair of quartering 
Montagu’s harriers and a distant Eurasian black vulture. 
 
An attempt for another difficult species, black-bellied sandgrouse, was unsuccessful, but the search did 
produce another small drove of great bustards, so the search wasn’t completely wasted, and following this 
we climbed a volcanic outcrop to the small chapel perched on the top.  
  
This view-point gave us a splendid idea of the miles and miles of sparsely occupied surrounding countryside 
that is the hallmark of southern Portugal lying anywhere to the north of the villa-encrusted Algarve, and, 
having the good luck to meet up with a birding friend of Frank’s at the top, we were able to have a group 
photograph for posterity.  
 
This meeting was doubly propitious as Frank’s friend, having come from the west while we’d arrived from 
the east, was able to point us in the direction of a dead sheep that had attracted the attention of red kites, 
ravens and a pair of juvenile Spanish imperial eagles, so we jumped in the van and hurried off. Arriving at 
the venue shortly thereafter, we caught a very quick glimpse of the eagles just before they departed 
around the side of a hill, but had much better views of the red kites and carrion crows squabbling over 
possession of the carcass now that the prime aviators had retired. 
 
By this time it was lunchtime so we stopped in the shade at a small river where we put up a grey heron. 
Newly-arrived bee-eaters were prospecting for nesting sites along the banks and feeding up next door to a 
row of bee-hives. Blackbirds, greenfinches, collared doves, nightingales and goldfinches were calling and a 
woodchat shrike seemed to be nest prospecting in the small orange grove beside us. 
 
After lunch we headed for home, being at this time roughly two hours away, and on the way we stopped 
for a pair of black kites feeding off some road-kill.  
 
We arrived home tired but well satisfied at 1430 and while the group went to rest, Frank headed off to his 
computer and the cataloguing of the photos, meeting up again at 1800 for the Daily List before a mouth-
watering dinner cooked by Frank’s wife, Daniela. 
 
Day 4: Rest Day                 Tuesday 10 April 2018 
Today was scheduled as a rest day and everyone enjoyed the garden and the surrounding area when they 
could get outside – which wasn’t often as it chucked it down pretty well the whole day. Most of us read 
books, sorted photographs, cursed the dark sky and contented ourselves with relaxing indoors close to the 
fire, drinking tea and coffee and eating a succession of cakes and biscuits that were available throughout 
the day.  
 
Weather: Relatively heavy rain all day. 
 
Day 5: Monchique; Coastal plain near Sagres; Cape St Vincent                   Wednesday 11 April 2018 
Frank was unfortunately engaged today in a Birding Census for Birdlife International, so our guide was the 
equally impressive Tony, and, after a prompt 0600 start and an hour’s drive through the long and winding 
road to Monchique, we started our ascent to the summit of Mt Foia.  
 
The weather was not ideal, and the forecasted light rain was by now falling rather on the heavy side.  



 
 

 
We’d started off with the best intentions – and we did our best to fulfill our planned objective of walking 
the high alpine meadow of Foia, but unfortunately the last 50 metres of the ascent defeated us as at 850 
metres the mist closed in and by the time we reached the top it was as much as we could do to see the 
length of the van. We were greeted by driving cold winds and almost nil visibility. The whole area was 
completely empty, with only a forlorn looking rock bunting seen on the parking area, attempting to protect 
itself from the cold winds. 
 
These were impossible birding conditions and, cursing our bad luck, we shot down the other side of the 
mountain, and then headed straight for the coastal plain near Sagres as fast as our wheels would carry us. 
The weather en-route was an improving picture with the rain being left behind, and, on our approach to 
Sagres we had good views of a common buzzard sitting on top of an over-head cable.  
 
Having been on the road for almost two hours the priority was a warm drink and a quick breakfast. Straight 
afterwards we set off for Cape St Vincent, arriving at the lighthouse marking the most south-western point 
of mainland Europe within five minutes, but we were again greeted by ugly weather, this time the culprit 
being strong off shore winds that chilled to the bone; not ideal birding conditions at all, especially with the 
cliffs here being two hundred feet high and we had to avoid being blown off the edge.  
 
A quick scan from the top of the high cliffs did not turn up very much. A sighting of a Northern gannet and a 
number of yellow-legged gulls were the meagre offerings from the seas below. The normal headland birds 
were staying well down out of sight apart from the ubiquitous Sardinian warbler that flitted around some 
low shrubs. To the groups’ amusement a solo violinist was sat, and being recorded, playing right on the cliff 
tops despite the howling winds!!!! 
 
The decision was made not to hang around for too long in such adverse weather conditions as Tony knew 
of some more sheltered areas that would probably produce more on the birding front, but before doing so 
there was a slight distraction from birding as the group were taken to a location to see and photograph 
three species of orchids, namely the tongue, mirror and yellow bee that were all found in a relatively small 
area along the coast road, while a common kestrel kept us company overhead as it attempted to hover in 
the strong winds.  
 
An unfinished and partly abandoned development of holiday homes produced house sparrow, blackbirds 
and some more Sardinian warblers, but the real prize were a few red-billed chough which soared overhead, 
being flipped this way and that as they battled the gale. This species’ numbers in this area have shown a 
marked increase over the 25 years that Frank has been guiding groups here. 
 
From the housing estate we headed off road across the heathland along narrow tracks that had been made 
all the more difficult to negotiate due to the recent rain of the past month, (Portugal had just had its 
second wettest March of the last ninety years), which had left large puddles and rutted tracks. However, 
local knowledge proved its worth as Tony stopped in an area known to be frequented by the elusive 
spectacled warbler. Within a few minutes of searching Tony located one of these birds as it flew low across 
the ground before landing in a low shrub about twenty feet from the expectant group, and all managed 
some excellent views of this bird with Roger managing to get a few photographs. 
 
However, the wind was still proving a problem, so Tony left the open heathland and followed a line of trees 
and shrubs to secure some shelter. This seemed to be more productive, as within a very short while, he 
managed to get the transport level with a corn bunting that quite happily sat on the top of a low shrub 
while it sang its heart out. We stopped for a good five minutes to enjoy excellent views and sounds of this 
bunting, with crested larks also approaching very close. Everyone managed to obtain some photographs. 
 
Moving on across the headland we saw stonechats on a regular basis and they competed with more corn 
buntings and crested larks for the best perches, but our attention was soon caught by a flock of Alpine 



 
 

swifts, who, alone on this blustery day, seemed to be enjoying themselves. They numbered 30 to 40 birds 
and appeared to be feeding above and around a line of pine trees, their number being bolstered by large 
numbers of spotless starlings who were similarly feeding on the ground around the same line of trees. 
Exactly what was attracting their attention was not clear. 
 
As we were passing a farm building eagle-eyed David spotted two little owls sitting out in the open on the 
roof of a disused farm building. We were now all becoming accustomed to the perches this species adopts, 
but nonetheless it was amazing to see how well they blended into the background.  
 
Following this Claire spotted a raptor in the distance which turned out to be a short-toed eagle, but 
unfortunately it kept its distance and we were unable to garner closer views.  
 
Turning north, we drove through some arable farmland which held goldfinches feeding off the flowering 
thistles and cattle egrets accompanying a herd of cows while further along the coast we enjoyed good 
views of a Western marsh harrier as it quartered the fields and ditches ahead of us. 
 
After a very quick pit stop and bite to eat we set off back to Foia so as not to miss out on its birding 
opportunities and when we again reached its summit the conditions had improved but were still not 
perfect for birding, with less rain but a still persistent wind.  
 
A short drive around the area did not reveal anything of note birding-wise so Tony decided to descend 
down the protected slope with the hope of seeing some birds. This decision proved fruitful and soon the 
group were treated to close views of two rather chilly Dartford warblers and some more Sardinians. 
 
This seemed to provide a satisfactory way to end a somewhat challenging days birding, and within an hour 
or so the group had returned safely to the Quinta. 
 
Weather: Not ideal, rain. Cold winds. 
 
Day 6:                Thursday 12 April 2018 
The weather continued to be unkind to us today but it cleared a little in the afternoon so we grabbed the 
chance and drove to a small local valley, this time one that was much more enclosed, sharp sided and with 
the surrounding slopes covered in dense cork oaks and Arbutus bushes. It would be a challenging venue 
whatever the weather, but it was the best possibility we had of seeing anything worthwhile that we hadn’t 
seen before, so, fortune favouring the brave, we approached our destination with hope and brave faces if 
not expectancy. We needn’t have worried! Quite quickly we found a small flock of cirl buntings feeding in 
the open on the ground; after all the rain we’d had and the small chances they must have had to feed 
recently they appeared to be making the most of this break in the weather and gave us good views. 
 
The valley, normally so peaceful, was awash not only with water coursing down from every side, but 
unfortunately with the gurgle of the cascading torrent that coursed along its depths this noise made any 
“audible” birding redundant to a great extent. We walked for quite some time without seeing or hearing 
anything at all, but eventually we came across a lovely firecrest, shortly followed by reasonable views of an 
Iberian chiffchaff that was competing hard with the noise of the rushing torrent below it. 
 
Turning around when the stream made it impossible to carry on any further, Roger spotted a high, male 
displaying sparrowhawk; it too was obviously making the most of the sunny spell we were enjoying 
hundreds of feet below. Notable by their absence were nightingales, but then it was the middle of the 
afternoon, a time when any respectable nightingale is grabbing forty winks, so this wasn’t unreasonable. 
 
Just before we got back to the vehicle we bumped into our fourth “good” bird of this short walk when we 
found a pair of crested tits. Everyone had good views of them – a pleasure that was unfortunately not 



 
 

enjoyed by Frank’s camera that had a job and a half focusing on the bird rather than the jumble of leaves, 
twigs and branches that surrounded it. 
 
All in all the outing had been a success - and one gained against the odds, a fact which made it the more 
enjoyable. 
 
Weather: Morning rain, clearing in the afternoon. 
 
Day 7: Lagoa de Santo André                  Friday 13 April 2018 
Suddenly the weather we had been coping with over the week made sense when we looked at today’s date 
… having said that, the general consensus was that we hadn’t done so bad, and this day was to put some 
icing on an already well-scrumptious cake as we were scheduled to drive north to the Lagoa de Santo 
André, a brackish lagoon fringed by dense reed beds – a real birder’s place if ever there was one! The 
weather forecast was good too, with a rise in temperature and a drop in wind speed and cloud cover, so we 
started off at 0515 and arrived at our breakfast café at 0630 for a restorative cup of coffee and a warm 
toasted sandwich. 
 
The lagoon itself was only a five-minute drive from the café so we arrived in plenty of time just before the 
sun broke the horizon behind us. The lagoon itself was calm, but through the gap where it empties 
periodically into the sea we could see huge rollers crashing against the shore, and the noise was our 
constant companion throughout the next few hours despite the shore being a mile distant. 
 
Away to our south there were several Eurasian spoonbills swishing their heads left and right through the 
shallows, all the while being watched by both grey and purple Herons, while closer inspection – of us this 
time – was being conducted by a small flock of linnets which gathered on the fence five metres away as we 
de-bussed and shook ourselves down, sorting out the settings on the cameras, adjusting hats, wiping 
binocular lenses, extending tripods and all the hundred and one other things one does when setting out for 
a walk.  
 
An interesting and unexpected surprise was a pair of greylag geese, uncommon this far south, but, of 
course, money for old rope as far as the British were concerned. Common swifts flew above us, sweeping 
through the clouds of surprisingly un-biting midges that were rising from the reeds, while out on the water 
hundreds of Eurasian coots made spotting the several little grebe problematical, but a low-flying pair of 
great cormorants gave those of us who hadn’t spotted them a fix, and this was followed by several red 
crested pochard and two pairs of great crested grebe and a higher flying carrion crow which called, bell-
like, as it flew towards us from the tall pines on the other side of the water. Stonechats replaced the Linnets 
on the fence clicking at us, bobbing up and down and flicking their tails before dropping on to an 
unsuspecting insect and hurriedly flying off towards their reed-bed nests.  
 
This drew our attention to the Savi’s warblers that were churring away in front of us, so we elected to walk 
down into the reed beds themselves to chance our luck at finding one out in the open. On the way we saw 
the first of the many yellow wagtails that we were to encounter throughout the morning.  
 
Of course the Savi’s proved difficult to locate but eventually we managed it as one climbed the reeds, 
churring away, scarcely 5metres in front of us. Despite the short distance this was a difficult species to get a 
good view of – so Mary found us another, further away to be true, but a whole lot easier to see and, with 
the early morning light from behind us, everyone had a good view of this elusive species. 
 
Mary and Pat next found a very difficult bird to see in this area, a purple swamphen. They are seldom heard 
here, let alone seen, so this was a real feather in their caps. The bird was only located a few seconds before 
it disappeared back into the reeds again, but it was enough for a definite identification and while 
continuing to search for it we had several fleeting glimpses of Cetti’s warblers and to add to our “bag” for 
the first hour, good views of a great reed warbler. 



 
 

 
Not to be outdone, Clare popped up next with a European reed warbler, the great’s smaller cousin, while 
one of the Eurasian spoonbills flew straight over the top of us; once again it was a question of “Where to 
look?” 
 
Moving through the reeds along a small footpath produced more European reed and Savi’s warblers and, 
upon reaching a drying reed-covered lake, we came across two different purple herons, for once showing 
up well as they stalked through the green background, and then a beautiful Savi’s that was calling from a 
line of low reeds bordering a small channel and that allowed extremely close inspection. 
 
Leaving the waterside behind us we turned inland, quickly encountering a mixed flock of blue tits, crested 
larks, corn buntings, linnets, goldfinches and, thanks once again to Pat, a small flock of common waxbills, 
which all took flight when a male Western marsh harrier flew overhead, unfortunately up-sun of us.  
 
A stand of pine trees a little later produced the real surprise of the day, a scaly-breasted munia, another 
escaped but established breeder, originally from the Indian sub-continent. Frank was especially enthused as 
it was the first example he’d had of this species this far south as their range is for the most part confined to 
the area around Lisbon, some 70 kilometres further north. 
 
Moving on towards some houses hidden in the woods we found several serins, blackbirds, a pair of collared 
doves, a willow warbler on migration, house martins, a scattered flock of Iberian magpies, a white stork, 
chaffinches and more blue tits and two Eurasian nuthatches which posed well for us on a pine tree, with 
great tits calling. 
 
Returning towards the van through a field of yellow and blue lupins scattered throughout with rabbit-ear 
lavender we had closer views of the foraging Iberian magpies and also a displaying hobby away to the south 
of us. Casting one last look at the lagoon while we packed our stuff away produced a great white egret and 
this last species sent us on our way to a nearby café for some light refreshment, during which we found 
both a black, and an uncommon common redstart, as well as a white wagtail. 
 
Returning southwards down the coast we stopped near a beautiful sandy beach and later on a small rocky 
cove to scan the sea and this produced both Cory’s shearwater, Northern gannets, a pair of ruddy 
turnstones, a few rock doves, (these last actually being rock doves and not feral pigeons, those these were 
present as well), some more black redstarts and also three whimbrel sheltering amongst the rocks.  
 
Although a beautifully sunny day with scattered clouds the wind had again “got up” with the crashing 
waves against the cliffs sending spray high into the sky. Any flying birds along this part of the coast were 
travelling at about a hundred miles an hour, and this was definitely the case with the black redstarts but 
passing through the holiday village of Porto Covo a little later Clare spotted a stationary one atop a utility 
box which gave us a longer view. 
 
Leaving the village Clare again came up trumps with a quiet, “Hang on a minute – I think there’s a raptor 
just back there beside the road”, so, quickly putting the van in reverse we came alongside a dark phase 
booted eagle scarcely ten metres from the road which was devouring a recently caught stone curlew.  
 
Cars carried on passing us as we drank in the sight and the bird, although aware of our proximity, seemed 
so indifferent to our presence that after five minutes or so Frank was able to do a quick three-point turn 
and give the other side of the van an uninterrupted view as well. Cameras were smoking by this time, so we 
started off again and this spooked the bird enough that it took flight with its prey for a short distance, less 
than another ten metres to where it could continue its meal more peacefully. 
 
Carrying on southwards we stopped at Cabo Sardão for our picnic which we ate overlooking several white 
stork’s nests perched precariously on the stacks out at sea. There had been reports of a wallcreeper in the 



 
 

area, the first ever recorded here, so we took some time to carefully scan every inch of the cliffs and while 
doing so we noticed a male peregrine falcon which called repeatedly for its mate – but of her there was no 
sign. 
 
Having finished our meal, we moved on towards home, but not before we’d found a little bustard and, of 
course, another little owl – we couldn’t have returned without one of those! 
 
Weather: Rise in temperature, drop in wind speed and cloud cover. 
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  Common Name Scientific Name Seen Spring 2018 and number of days 

  Birds Aves   

1 Greylag goose Anser anser 1 

2 Gadwall Anas strepera 2 

3 Mallard Anas platyrhynchos 3 

3 Red-crested pochard Netta rufina 2 

4 Common pochard Aythya ferina 1 

6 Red-legged partridge Alectoris rufa 4 

7 Common quail Coturnix coturnix 1 

8 Cory's shearwater Calonectris diomedea borealis 1 

9 Little grebe Tachybaptus ruficollis 2 

10 Great crested grebe Podiceps cristatus 2 

11 White stork Ciconia ciconia 5 

12 Glossy ibis Plegadis falcinellus 2 

13 Eurasian spoonbill Platalea leucorodia 1 

Checklist 



 
 

14 Western cattle egret Bubulcus ibis 5 

15 Grey heron Ardea cinerea 3 

16 Purple heron Ardea purpurea 1 

17 Great egret Egretta alba 1 

18 Little egret Egretta garzetta 1 

19 Northern gannet Morus bassanus 2 

20 European shag Phalacrocorax aristotelis 1 

21 Great cormorant Phalacrocorax carbo 6 

22 European honey buzzard Pernis apivorus 2 

23 Griffon vulture Gyps fulvus 1 

24 Cinereous vulture Aegypius monachus 1 

25 Short-toed snake eagle Circaetus gallicus 1 

26 Booted eagle Hieraaetus pennatus 1 

27 Spanish imperial eagle Aquila adalberti 1 

28 Eurasian sparrowhawk Accipiter nisus 1 

29 Western marsh harrier Circus aeruginosus 2 

30 Montagu’s harrier Circus pygargus 1 

31 Red kite Milvus milvus 1 

32 Black kite Milvus migrans 2 

33 Common buzzard Buteo buteo 3 



 
 

34 Great bustard Otis tarda 1 

35 Little bustard Tetrax tetrax 2 

36 Western swamphen Porphyrio porphyrio 2 

37 Common moorhen Gallinula chloropus 1 

38 Eurasian coot Fulica atra 2 

39 Eurasian stone curlew Burhinus oedicnemus 1 (+ 1 food item for Booted eagle) 

40 Black-winged stilt Himantopus himantopus 2 

41 Little-ringed plover Charadrius dubius 1 

42 Whimbrel Numenius phaeopus 1 

43 Ruddy turnstone Arenaria interpres 1 

44 Sanderling Calidris alba 1 

45 Common sandpiper Actitis hypoleucos 1 

46 Green sandpiper Tringa ochropus 3 

47 Common redshank Tringa totanus 1 

48 Collared pratincole Glareola pratincola 1 

49 Black-headed gull Chroicocephalus ridibundus 1 

50 Yellow-legged gull Larus cachinnans 2 

51 Lesser black-backed gull Larus fuscus 3 

52 Rock dove Columba livia 1 

53 Common wood pigeon Columba palumbus 1 



 
 

54 Eurasian collared dove Streptopelia decaocto 5 

55 Great spotted cuckoo Clamator glandarius 2 

56 Common cuckoo Cuculus canorus 1 + 2H 

57 Little Owl Athene noctua 4 

58 Alpine swift Apus melba 1 

59 Common swift Apus apus 1 

60 Pallid swift Apus pallidus 1 

61 Common kingfisher Alcedo atthis 1 

62 European bee-eater Merops apiaster 4 

63 Eurasian hoopoe Upupa epops 3 

64 Iberian green woodpecker Picus sharpei 1 + 3H 

65 Common kestrel Falco tinnunculus 3 

66 Peregrine falcon Falco peregrinus 1 

67 southern grey shrike Lanius meridionalis 1 

68 Woodchat shrike Lanius senator 1 

69 Eurasian jay Garrulus glandarius 5 

70 Iberian magpie Cyanopica cyanus 5 

71 Eurasian magpie Pica pica 2 

72 Red-billed chough Pyrrhocorax pyrrhocorax 1 

73 Carrion crow Corvus corone 4 



 
 

74 Northern raven Corvus corax 2 

75 European crested tit Lophophanes cristatus 2 

76 Eurasian blue tit Cyanistes caeruleus 4 

77 Great Tit  Parus major 3 

78 Woodlark Lullula arborea 1 

79 Crested lark Galerida cristata 5 

80 Greater short-toed lark Calandrella brachydactyla 1 

81 Calandra lark Melanocorypha calandra 1 

82 Sand martin Riparia riparia 2 

83 Barn swallow Hirundo rustica 6 

84 Eurasian crag martin Ptyonoprogne rupestris 2 

85 Common house martin Delichon urbica 4 

86 Red-rumped swallow Cecropis daurica 3 

87 Cetti’s warbler Cettia cetti 4 

88 Long-tailed tit Aegithalos caudatus 1 

89 Willow warbler Phylloscopus trochilus 1 

90 Iberian chiffchaff Phylloscopus brehmii  2 

91 Great reed warbler Acrocephalus arundinaceus 1 

92 Eurasian reed warbler Acrocephalus scirpaceus 1 

93 Savi's warbler Locustella luscinioides 1 



 
 

94 Zitting cisticola Cisticola juncidis 4 + 1H 

95 Eurasian blackcap Sylvia atricapilla 4 

96 Dartford warbler Sylvia undata 1 

97 Spectacled warbler Sylvia conspicillata 1 

98 Sardinian warbler Sylvia melanocephala 3 

99 Common firecrest Regulus ignicapillus 1 

100 Eurasian wren Troglodytes troglodytes 1 + 1H 

101 Eurasian nuthatch Sitta europaea 1 + 1H 

102 Spotless starling Sturnus unicolor 5 

103 Common blackbird Turdus merula 7 

104 European robin Erithacus rubecula 1H 

105 Common nightingale Luscinia megarhynchos 1 + 2H 

106 Black redstart Phoenicurus ochruros 1 

107 Common redstart Phoenicurus phoenicurus 1 

108 European stonechat Saxicola torquata 4 

109 Black-eared wheatear Oenanthe hispanica 1 

110 House sparrow Passer domesticus 6 

111 Spanish sparrow Passer hispaniolensis 1 

112 Eurasian tree sparrow Passer montanus 1 

113 Black-headed weaver Ploceus melanocephalus 1 



 
 

114 Common waxbill Estrilda astrild 2 

115 Scaly-breasted munia Lonchura punctulata 1 

116 Western yellow wagtail Motacilla flava 1 

117 Grey wagtail Motacilla cinerea 2 

118 White wagtail Motacilla alba 3 

119 Common chaffinch Fringilla coelebs 1 + 1H 

120 European greenfinch Chloris chloris 5 

121 Common linnet Linaria flavirostris 3 

122 European goldfinch Carduelis carduelis 6 

123 European serin Serinus serinus 2 

124 Corn bunting Emberiza calandra 4 

125 Rock bunting Emberiza cia 5 

126 Cirl bunting Emberiza cirlus 1 

 


