
A Winter's Walk 

T h i s i s the r e c o r d of a walk made on Tuesday 8th February j u s t a t 
the beginning of the f i r s t r e a l l y c o l d s p e l l t h i s y e a r . B r i g h t 
blue s k i e s and a hard f r o s t w i t h a l i t t l e snow l y i n g from the 
n i g h t b e f o r e made a long walk a b s o l u t e l y compulsory and the 
s c e n e r y as near as i t w i l l e ver get to a w i l d S c o t t i s h moor. 
There were b i r d s i n abundance r i g h t from the v e r y back door -
w i t h 80 F i e l d f a r e on the s e t - a s i d e by the pony p a s t u r e and a lone 
M i s t l e Thrush s t a n d i n g s e n t i n e l among them. What immediately 
caught the eye was a l i n e of Lapwing b e a t i n g s t e a d i l y south-
westwards, a f o r e t a s t e of the many more to come as the morning 
progressed, some f i v e or s i x hundred i n a l l i n f l o c k s of up to 
one hundred, a l l f l e e i n g from the b i t t e r weather f u r t h e r n o r t h 
and e a s t . Two swans i n the middle of a f i e l d near Cold B r a y f i e l d 
made an incongruous s i g h t but u n f o r t u n a t e l y f a i l e d to m a t e r i a l i s e 
i n t o a p a i r of w i l d ones. The t a r g e t of the walk was H a r r o l d 
Country Park, v i a H a r r o l d Lodge Farm and ' P i c c a d i l l y C i r c u s ' - a 
meeting of s e v e r a l paths near Nun Wood - and then a r e t u r n v i a 
C a r l t o n , Great Oak Farm and Abbey Park, a d i s t a n c e of some twelve 
m i l e s . 

The w i n t r y scene was made complete by a s m a l l f a l c o n f l y i n g up 
to an i s o l a t e d t r e e and l o o k i n g f o r a l l the world l i k e a M e r l i n . 
A c l o s e r approach s e t i t moving a g a i n , the j i z z was c e r t a i n l y 
d i f f e r e n t from t h a t of a K e s t r e l , but w i t h a sudden j i n k i t was 
gone and the M e r l i n remains a might-have-been. A r e a l t e s t of 
n e r v e s d u r i n g a l l t h i s was the sound of a f l u r r y of wings 
d i r e c t l y overhead accompanied by a s i n g l e p l a i n t i v e peep. With 
the ' M e r l i n ' gone, but the h e a r t s t i l l thumping, t h e r e was a 
chance to look up and see a s m a l l f l o c k of Golden P l o v e r storming 
away westwards. These were to be f o l l o w e d by s e v e r a l more s m a l l 
f l o c k s throughout the day, t o t a l l i n g some 74 b i r d s . 

I t was s t i l l b i t t e r l y c o l d and one's head was down as much as 
up keeping an eye out f o r i c y s t r e t c h e s - no chance of rescue 
here, the n e a r e s t mountain rescue team i s m i l e s away. I t ' s time 
f o r a r e f u e l l i n g stop as the blood-sugar l e v e l i s o b v i o u s l y 
g e t t i n g dangerously low! Coffee and a sandwich i n a secluded spot 
c o n j u r e s up a f l o c k of 25 Yellowhammer, always an e x c i t i n g f i n d 
today. And so f o r the g e n t l e s l o g down i n t o H a r r o l d w i t h 
m a g n i f i c e n t v i e w s over the Ouse v a l l e y . 

The Country Park i s always i n t e r e s t i n g , d e s p i t e the continued 
chopping down of t r e e s (heaven knows why!). But, although t h e r e 
a r e fewer w i l d f o w l now than before C h r i s t m a s , t h e r e a r e s t i l l 
l o t s of Wigeon and Gadwall dogging ( o r i s i t ducking) the d i v i n g 
coot i n the hope of a few scfaps from the t a b l e . I t ' s o b v i o u s l y 
time f o r another v i s i t t o £he lunchbox. The h i g h l i g h t here i s a 
p a i r of Goosander on the r i v e r , the male l o o k i n g e x t r a o r d i n a r i l y 
w h i t e (where has the pink f l u s h gone?). There i s a l s o a male Red-
C r e s t e d Pochard p r e s e n t , but t h i s i s o l d hat now as i t was f i r s t 
seen i n December. 

Now f o r the p y s c h o l o g i c a l l y most demanding b i t , 'over the 
A l p s ' t o Turvey ( r i s i n g to almost 300 f e e t i n one p l a c e ) . A 
c h a t t e r i n g t o the r i g h t and I stand m o t i o n l e s s as a p a i r of 
K e s t r e l come h u r t l i n g over the hedge to w i t h i n 25 y a r d s , the male 
g r a p p l i n g b r i e f l y w i t h the female before f a l l i n g to the ground, 
and then both t a k i n g to t h e i r s e p a r a t e fence p o s t s . There's l o t s 
more, 58 s p e c i e s i n t o t a l , but i t ' s time to go. 
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