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he last time I had flown from

Gatwick, I left in heavy snow: this

time, at any rate, was a little better,

as we all gathered ourselves
together and boarded our British Airways
flight for Bucharest on Saturday, 2 June,
scheduled to leave at 10.15 am—a most
civilised hour. Jenny (coming from
Mewcastle) and Graeme (Isle of Skye, via
Inverness) might have had different ideas
about the timing . . .

The flight was on time and, with John
and Rosemary comfortably upgraded to
Business Class (John apparently fluttered
his eyelashes at a stewardess) we travelled
smoothly to Bucharest Otopeni airport in
Romania, which we reached at 2.40 pm UK
time, 4.40 local time.

Sonia was met by friends at the airport
while the rest of us were greeted by Mihai
Petrescu, one of our leaders for the week,
together with our driver and the Ibis Tours
bus. Simplicity itself: we were quickly
through the formalities (very swift, really)
and out on the road for our first proper
look at the country, which had had already
looked intriguing from the air with its
miles of strip cultivation and patches of
forest.

These forests reach right up to the
airport and we were soon travelling
th.mugh a mix of built-up areas, big, open,
hedge-less fields and patches of dense
green broadleaved woods. The area around
the airport is a fairly developed one with
plenty of American-itis in the form of
McDonalds and Coca Cola signs,
something that was really to hit home far
more on the return trip: leaving it all
behind is one thing, coming back to it quite
another.

The drive to Tulcea is a long one, more
or less in two halves, thoroughly described
and accounted for by Mihai: itis all a
matter of geology. The first section is wide
open, with vast fields divided into strips
but, as each abuts the next with no gap or
division, the effect is essentially the same as
‘prairie farming’ back home, but with a bit
more interest. There are people
everywhere—not overcrowded or anything
like that, but people in the landscape,

waorking the fields, typically a small group
standing side by side with a cart, horse,
and mother and baby parked up at the
roadside. It looked like something from a
Van Gogh painting. In some fields, though,
there might be 20 or 30 or even more
people at work, hoeing or digging, while
here and there a big tractor took over. Some
massive and expensive combine harvesters
showed the way things are going.

Birds on this first section were frequent
but with little variety: essentially loads of
hooded crows, jackdaws, rooks and
collared doves, with a few starlings and
magpies, house sparrows and the
occasional swallow.

The second half, across the mighty
Danube into Dobrogea, was more
interesting scenically, less plain and flat,
with distant hills and rolling uplands, often
topped by several conical burial mounds—
this is an area with an ancient history and
it is archaeologically interesting. We were
soon to see the typical roads of the area,
miles and miles dead straight, through
areas with no trees, but lined by avenues of
walnuts or poplars, all neatly white-
painted at the base of the trunk: very
‘regular’ but creating a highly distinctive
and attractive character.

These trees form migration routes for
birds such as lesser grey shrikes, which
were noted here and there along the road,
while rollers were quite frequent on nearby
wires. A few storks were seen, but the
fields are notably rather empty of birds
and, for anyone familiar with Spain, for
example, surprisingly not populated by
Montagu’s harriers or kites.

We reached the small town of Tulcea,
our ‘base’, at 8.45 pm, whisked past the
Restaurant Select and pulled up beside the
Hotel Europolis: our home for just one
night. There was hardly time to investigate
before we were walking down the road to
the Select for our meal, which proved very
good and very well served by the attentive
staff: it is obviously a popular place and
there was constant coming and going of
mostly the younger people of Tulcea.



SUNDAY 3 JUNE
A shrike day

It was a warm, sunny morning, remaining
bright most of the day until a duller,
cloudier late afternoon. This seemed
promising . . .

We met Mihai and also Daniel Petrescu,
our other leader for the week, and were
away quite early and drove westwards out
of Tulcea, a rather stark place although
with some interesting bits in the centre of
town. The very first bit of wetland that we
passed by had several black dots around
one side—glossy ibises—and whiskered
terns over its blue pools.

We came to the Lake Somova area,
which had a remarkable flock of mute
swans, probably well over 100. We are
accustomed to passing these off as semi-
tame (if beautiful) birds at home and it is
odd to see big flocks like this in a wilder
state. The odd bee-eater, lesser grey shrike
and even a fly-over golden oriole were
noted. These were regulars on the trip, bee-
caters scattered, lesser grey shrikes more
frequent, as we drove along (a bit
frustrating really but we saw them so well
at other times) and golden orioles now and
then giving a glimpse, more frustrating as
they never did give a good view at any
other time.

We stopped near Parches, overlooking a
vast area of wetland in the ‘green corridor’
upstream of the delta proper, from a high
ridge with rough grassland and vineyards.
The view across the Danube into the
Ukraine was the real attraction, and the
wetland birds all somewhat distant, but as
it was our first stop we were looking hard
at little dots, making out pygmy
cormorants, purple, grey, night and
squacco herons, great white and little
egrets, glossy ibises and whiskered terns.

Close by were better things, such as a
couple of rollers—stunning birds—and
several bee-eaters. Most interesting for
most of us, though, were groups of rose-
coloured starlings flying by in tight little
bunches, never stopping—>50 or 60 all told,
which is about 45 or 55 more than I'd seen
in my life before!

A Syrian woodpecker and a tree sparrow
were indications of what was to come, both
being frequent during our week.

We drove on via Issacea and Luncavita,
seeing a few storks and other birds,
including seven lesser grey and two red-
backed shrikes from the bus. Through
Garvan and Micin, we reached the Macin
quarries. This is an area on the edge of the
‘mountain’ range, an important wildlife
area and scenically interesting, too.

We soon saw (but did not see again) a
lesser spotted eagle and a booted eagle: a
shame we didn’t have better views,
especially as this was the only booted of
the trip! A black stork flew over later, as
did a group of what looked like white
storks and a white pelican. Bee-eaters sat
on rusting machinery by the quarry, ortolan
buntings sang from the same bits of iron
and several rocks, while woodlark, golden
oriole, tawny pipit and isabelline wheatear
gave brief views.

Stars of the stop, though, were pied
wheatears (about four, with one
particularly good view of a male for most
of us), here at the extreme edge of their
range where it just becomes Furopean;
long-legged buzzards (about four), and
lesser grey shrikes (stunning views). A
barred warbler was attracted by Daniel
with his playback equipment but gave only
brief views in song-flight flurries above
some trees. The wing hindered our efforts
with the smaller birds in the trees.

Here, too, was our first suslik (to become
familiar later) and a big Greek tortoise, as
well as a good mixture of wild flowers and
butterflies. Mihai was soon busy with the
botanists of the party, finding ‘red list’ and
localised plants as well as many more
familiar and colourful ones.

Red list plants included a salvia, Salvia
aethiopis, a cornflower Centaurea kanitziana,
a pink, Dianthus nardiformis, an endemic
bellflower Campanula romanica and a
campion, Silene compacta,

From here we drove on to the Grechi
area and into a lovely area at the foot of the
hills with wide open grassland and
woodland with grassy glades. We parked
the bus beneath the trees and had lunch:



unfortunately, so did scores of other
people, in assorted vehicles, from
minibuses and cars to horse-drawn carts
and, worst, on noisy motorbikes. Trying to
spot a woodpecker or icterine warbler
while some curious young man rides up
beside you, to sit there revving his
motorbike while wondering what strange
behaviour these foreigners might be up to,
is not easy.

MNevertheless, we tried and Daniel used
his CDs to good effect (although there were
times when the sound of calling
woodpeckers, recordings, music from cars
and motorbikes all got a touch confusing).
We thought we saw Syrian woodpeckers
but perhaps most were middle spotted:
views were generally brief and
inconclusive. But no such trouble with
grey-headed woodpeckers, which gave
superb views.

[cterine warblers in the woods were
frustrating but did give good views with
patience, but the shrikes were again star
birds. Here were two woodchat shrikes,
very local indeed in this part of Europe,
and several red-backed shrikes, all giving
brilliant views and tempting Ray to get
going with his impressive video gear.

The area was interesting, too, for its
peculiar little houses, with only a roof and
a doorway above ground, the rest
embedded underneath to give protection
from winter cold.

After lunch we moved on a bit, to a
‘saker cliff’, but despite a long wait we
didn't find the falcons at home. Long-
legged buzzards were very much at home
here, though, giving excellent comparisons
with superb honey buzzards.

It was by now quite late and the rest of
the day’s programme was slightly curtailed
as we made the long journey ‘home’: in
fact, to our new’ home for the rest of the
trip, our floating hotel moored up against
another boat on the river in Tulcea.

This was great: tiny but comfortable
cabins and spotless bathrooms
‘downstairs’, while the upper deck had a
small bar, a lovely dining area and and
open deck, under a canopy, from which we
would surely enjoy the sunshine as we

drifted along the glass-like Danube Delta
waterways . ..

After a Tuborg beer, and accompanied
by good Romanian red wine, we eagerly
attacked our first evening meal on board,
served meticulously as was always to be
the case and much enjoyed.

MONDAY 4 JUNE
A gull, pelican and flood day

Woops: a dull start. The morning remained
determinedly dull and grey, hazy and
lacking the crystal clear visibility that
would have done more justice to the views
we enjoyed. Early in the afternoon it
brightened up, but we finished in really
dark conditions, with the onset of rain and
some lightning about.

This, though, was evidently nothing
compared with what was happening
elsewhere as we drove back through
Babadag in torrents of brown water
flowing through the streets and reached
Tulcea to find the town awash. It was an
amazing sight, with thick muddy water
sweeping through the streets, sometimes
over the door sills of parked cars, stopping
a number of cars in the streets as they
flooded. The whole inundation headed
downhill towards the river, swirling into
shop doorways before finding its way out
again and heading inexorably for a massive
grille in the street nearest the Danube,
where the water whirled round and down
in a great maelstrom.

That, howewver, was still to come as we
set out to an area east of Tulcea, stopping at
an earth cliff by the roadside (which was
ablaze with flowers).

There were some 50 bee-eaters, at a
splendid colony, giving excellent close-up
views on wires, the bank above the cliff, at
the nest holes and in flight around our
heads. The dull light, in a way, enhanced
their colours especially against the sky.
There were also two or three rollers here,
tree sparrows and a little owl. This was a
real highlight of the trip: marvellous stuff.

Next stop was at Bestepe. We walked up
a long hill path to a telegraph station, set
above limestone grassland, which gave



extensive views across the Delta. The dull
light and mist did little to enhance the
view, but it was clear enough to get a good
idea of the ‘layout’ of the region and to
give us an idea of what lay ahead, all being
well. It was very useful as I, for one, was
completely disoriented and needed to sort
out what was what and where.

Here we had a good idea of what we
were to appreciate later, a sort of duality
about the delta (which is, indeed, full of
such split personalities). It was, obviously,
vast: as wetlands go, it is enormous,
gigantic. Yet here we were, able to see most
of it in one sweep. Far away on the horizon
were two giant cranes: Daniel pointed out
that these were our goal on one of the
‘delta’ days and were beside one of the
villages that we would wvisit right in the
middle of the delta itself. And the hills that
we were on would also be visible as
obvious landmarks from almost
everywhere that we went.

The delta is, in
that way, really
small. It is
immensely
important, yet its
mere 30-odd miles
length has been
damaged and
constantly
threatened by
drainage schemes: it
seems so very small,
s0 easy to leave
alone in the overall
scheme of things,
but the authorities
somehow seem unable to do it. Its vastness
is not enough to give protection and its
wilderness quality, while undoubtedly
strong, is overlain by lines of pylons and
such eyesores as these cranes and their
associated factory.

White storks were nesting on a pole in
the village, while stone-curlews were on
the grassy slopes and gave some excellent
views. Rollers and bee-eaters vied for
attention, the rollers especially vivid. A
group of about 38 rose-coloured starlings
flew east; some time later, back down by

the coach, a group of the same size swept
into a treetop nearby, umably the same
flock that had doubled back, but, as seems
to be the way with these migrants, they
were quickly off again.

The storks were typical of all those we
were to see, nesting on top of a quite
ordinary street-side telegraph pole, not
choosing any particular building or pole of
special eminence—just one of the run-of-
the—mill ones on which they built a
substantial stick nest, hatched out a few
chicks, and stood to watch the world go by

We then drove on to Lake Murighiol.
Here we walked across a wide, grassy, flat
area towards the lake, seeing a number of
squacco herons, white storks, glossy ibises,
some ferruginous ducks and so on, and

aps 150 mute swans. These flew over
in several squadrons, making a remarkably
impressive sight and creating a wonderful
sound with their wings, again giving a
quite different view of this species from the
ones we are used to
at home.

There were black-
necked grebes here,
too, and a few red-
crested pochards,
and a fine pair of
black-headed
wagtails, The chief
interest, though, lay
in the gulls and
terns, with 1,000+
black-headed gulls
nesting, maybe 1,500
common terns in
close-packed
colonies, quite a few big 'yellow-legged’
gulls (actually steppe or Caspian gulls,
whichever vou want to call them, Larus
cachinnans) and 50 or so Mediterranean
gulls at their major Romanian breeding
site. Some were second-summer birds but
many were immaculate summer adults.

After lunch here (incidentally the only
encounter with mosquitoes in the first few
days, and not bad at all), we went on via
Plopu to Sarinasuf. Four enormous (or,
ordinary-sized, but they are enormous)
white pelicans sitting on the lake shore



brought us to a halt: there were 2-300
pochards, nine red-crested pochards,
avocets, curlews, rollers, cuckoos (common
throughout our trip), little egrets and
squacco herons, Then we came across a
group of 28 white storks, and a Syrian
woodpecker, before reaching Enisala where
we stopped on a small eminence
overlooking a vast marsh. A purple heron
fished quite close by while many others
flew over the reeds; a little bittern perched
in the open; red-crested pochards and
ferruginous ducks flew about and our first
view of Europe’s great rarity, the Dalmatian
pelican, was of one flying by at some
distance. It is, actually, one of the world’s
great rarities, reduced to pitifully small
numbers.

A bee-eater colony contained 30 or so
birds; there were the usual tree sparrows,
cuckoos and, for the first ime, a few swifts.
A fantastic chorus of great reed warblers
echoed up from the reeds.

Not far away was the Enisala fortress,
which we visited in increasingly dark,
ominous conditions (but saw a distant
Dalmatian pelican, purple herons, great
white egrets, a marsh harrier, long-legged
buzzards, avocets, hoopoe, roller, Calandra
lark and some Spanish sparrows).

Here, though, after a short visit to some
dank, dark lagoons, we called it a day and
returned in the rain, to Tulcea.

Tulcea has been the ‘threshold of the
delta’ since ancient Greek times, noted by
the great traveller, and early Honeyguider,
Herodotus (I believe he recommended it to
Chris). It is on a great bend of one of the
major Danube channels and our boat was
moored just east of the southernmost point
of the river, not far from the ancient (but
dull-looking} Arizie mosque.

Our view encompassed a series of great
cranes bevond the river (a shipbuilding or
repair vard) and a long line of concrete-
faced flats, which, with the sun on them, at
a distance, looked fine but, through
binoculars, seemed very run-down (and,
surprisingly not fallen down, when you
examined some of the structure).

Between us and the flats were many
boats, including quite a number similar to

ours, or bigger and ‘flashier” looking,
tourist boats that may or may not be well-
used. These, with the flats and the river,
made a quite attractive and interesting
scene in the sunshine, but under dark,
heavy cloud and in driving rain, the
atmosphere was rather different.

TUESDAY 5 JUNE
A wet day

“What's a little wet to a Water Rat? I'm
more in the water than out of it most days.
Water Rat, The Wind in the Willows, by
Kenneth Grahame

Owernight the wind grew in strength and
the boat rocked gently at anchor, creaking
and squeaking against the similar vessel
alongside. Dawn—if there was such a
thing—came dark, dull, very wet and very
windy.

The morning went by slowly as we sat
on the boat, firmly shut inside, watching
the canopy of the boat next door slowly
come adrift, tattered at the corners and
finally become ripped to shreds and blown
away. John Durdin extracted an admission
from Daniel that he had never read The
Wind in the Willows (hence a few extracts
here) and we watched a video or two on
the Danube, together with Daniel’s father,
Eugen Petrescu.

The afternoon went by in similar
fashion. So did the evening. Indeed, the
day finished as it began, with unchanged
heavy rain and driving wind from the
north-west.

A largish boat, what I would call a cabin
cruiser at home, had been sunk by the
wind and waves: we didn't see it happen,
but watched as efforts (unsuccessful) were
made to raise it all day.

Apart from some black-headed and
steppe gulls (as the local ‘vellow-legged’
gulls increasingly looked like) we saw a
cormorant or two, some common terns and
an occasional jackdaw and starling. That,
I'm afraid, was that.



WEDNESDAY 6 JUNE
A better day: pelicans

“It's the only thing . . . there is nothing—
absolutely nothing—half so much worth
doing as simply messing about in boats.”
Water Rat, The Wind in the Willows

To the uneducated eye, the weather did not
look much better except that the rain had
stopped. There was not really much sign of
brightness and not much reduction in the
wind and waves. But, having had no
permission to move from the
harbourmaster all the previous day, now
we had that all-important agreement that
we could set off and head for the delta. 5o,
off we went.

First the small “tug boat” had to be
secured to the front of our vessel, and then
we were towed slowly across the choppy,
brown river. It was not, to us, a problem:
indeed, the boat was remarkably solid and
stable.

With the little tug chugging pleasantly
away up front, we sailed smoothly and
quietly along, past the long string of boats
of all sorts up against the south bank, with
the Romanian navy much in evidence after
a mile or two with an assortment of gun
boats or torpedo boat types.

We were all well-wrapped against the
cold (did we really need to pack all of these
sweaters and jackets?—yes!) but happy to
be off: and, gradually, the day brightened
and we stayed dry, although the evening
was again windy and wet.

The boat headed east for Maliuc. Two

gmy cormorants! They seemed pretty
good (add a few noughts later). We saw
white pelicans, too, but decent numbers of
these in big flocks up ahead, not very close,
but impressive enough: 6-700 of them, then
40 or so really close and marvellous. There
were little egrets everywhere (never
abundant, but odd ones and twos all along
the route), squacco herons, a distant cattle
egret with some cows I:remarkabl}r rare
here, but increasing, the egrets, that is),
purple and grey herons, night herons, four
spoonbills, a glossy ibis, some greylag
geese and the usual scatter of rollers, lesser

grey shrikes, red-backed shrike, golden
orioles, cuckoos and a hoopoe, and 11 rose-
coloured starlings. Whiskered terns fished
the channels. No great numbers, but typical
of travelling along one of the major
channels of the delta, with big shipping
going by, already full of interesting birds.

At Maliuc we moored alongside the
north shore and walked around the village,
hoping for a black woodpecker (but failing
to see it) and olivaceous warblers, which
we did see, very well, very quickly in a
kind of bushy ‘park’. Then we hopped into
our small boat, the plastic chairs lined up
under a neat canopy, and went off along a
narrow channel to Lake Furtuna. The
Grajata channel narrowed considerably,
overhung by willows and poplars (many of
them big trees, but many showing
extensive damage caused by the gale) and
then opened into a wide, windy, bright and
birdy lake, full of life.

There were many whiskered terns (as
there had been at very close range on the
channel), fantastic views of the egrets and
herons (especially little egrets very closely),
50 odd pygmy cormorants, 10 glossy ibises,
100 mute swans, 100 gadwalls, 10 or so
teal, 20 or more garganeys, 100 mallards,
some shovelers and pochards, ferruginous
ducks, greylag geese, hundreds of coots,
rollers, hoopoes, tree sparrows, redstarts:
good stuff, and we deserved it, too!

On the return we tried hard for
woodpeckers, Daniel using his CD
equipment to the full. Two grey-headed
woodpeckers appeared, loping along by
the boat and coming very close when
‘summoned’ by recordi of their calls.
Black woodpeckers (despite extensive
evidence of their “‘work’ on the branches)
were not so easy, but finally, a little behind
the boat and slowly drifting away, there
was a male, perched in full view on a big
branch, watching us go . . . Never mind, it
was enough for a “first’ for several of us
{(well, me anyway, after years of effort) and
surely there would be more to come (there
were not).

On eastwards, to Crisan: brilliant views
of pygmy cormorants (100+), 50+ little
egrets, squaccos, night herons, a little gull:



and 100-150 white pelicans. These were
stunning, close and low down: but as we
pulled in to the bank we saw a single
pelican on the water and this was a
Dalmatian.

COwr little boat was brought into action
again and we crossed the main stream to
enter a smaller channel, heading for Lake
Iacob and Caraorman (the place with the
giant cranes that were such a landmark and
eyesore yet, oddly, not always so noticeable
from a distance). This was, despite the dull
and cold weather (which deteriorated to
rain as we returned), a fantastic trip. It was
what we had come for.

Our Dalmatian pelican gave a good
view, to begin with. There were white
pelicans about most of the time, close or
distant, few or scores at a time: at one point
several were on the left bank, really close-
up before they opted to fly, a dramatic
moment in itself. Pygmy cormorants were
NUMEerous, as were
cormorants, little
egrets (50 or more),
grey herons (30+),
night herons (15,
superb views too)
and squacco herons,
while purple herons
were fewer and a
great white egret was
the only one of its
kind. Great crested
grebes were seen at
times, but for all of
us red-necked grebes
were much more
unusual. There were
several groups of
spoonbills, mostly excellent adults with
really bright bill-tips, vivid yellow bare
skin beneath the bill and orange throat
pouches: about 38 in all. Gadwalls were
maostly in pairs (40 or so), mallards in
bigger groups, garganeys in small parties
(20), as were red-crested pochards (25) and
ferruginous ducks (60+); pochards in larger
Hocks and mute swans numbered around
300. Fifty or so glossy ibises were watched
closely, while we counted seven different
marsh harriers, a hobby, a few kestrels, two

kingfishers, several rollers, the usual
magpies, hooded crows and jackdaws and
a grey-headed woodpecker.

Other interesting spedes included black-
tailed godwit: many groups added up to
around 275 on the channel banks, and we
followed a green sandpiper and passed 10
or a dozen black-winged stilts. As we
returned mostly along the same channel,
most of these birds were seen a second
time, giving excellent close-ups all over
ﬂgﬂlﬂ.

Penduline tits proved very elusive: we
heard a few and saw a couple of family
groups, briefly, but really didn't get to grips
with them, any more than we would with
bearded tits, although we did see a nearly-
complete nest.

A highlight, too, was the sudden sight of
an otter on a rocky embankment: it took off
in a series of undulating bounds, into the
water, and disappeared. We all thought it
was a ‘really big’
otter, but having
little experience of
them wondered if
we might be
exaggerating things
a bit (even Daniel
had seen otters in
the open in daylight
only a couple of
times before) but
Graeme, an Isle of
_ Skye man, who sees
otters frequently,
confirmed that it
was ‘a big dog otter”.
It looked enormous!

Caraorman was
an interesting place. It is overshadowed by
the half-finished sand extraction plant built
in the Ceausescu era, and the block of flats
for the workers alongside, still unoccupied
and falling apart, but the main village itself
was fascinating, with its little church and
colourful houses with well kept gardens.
Sadly, for us, it was grey and damp, wet
underfoot, and not really showing us either
the delta or Caraorman at their best.

Sonia returned to the boat with a
handful of big white lilies, handed to her



by a lady of the village, which were to
scent the boat for the rest of our trip. Some
storks were nesting here, hobbies swept by
{one three imes, or three?), stilts fed on the
sandy lagoons.

Mihai, whose commentary on the people
and houses of the area as well as the plants
was as interesting as ever, informed us
about the history and lifestyles of the
villagers and the building styles of their
predominantly Ukrainian village.

THURSDAY 7 JUNE
A better day still: more pelicans

The river . .. ‘It's brother and sister to me,
and aunts, and company, and food and
drink, and (naturally) washing. It's my
world, and I don't want any other. What it
hasn't got is not worth having, and what it
doesn’t know is not worth knowing.’
Water Rat

‘But isn't it a bit dull at times?’

Mole

The Wind in the Willoes

We had not seen where we were sleeping
overnight, having arrived, after a
spectacular sunset, late the night before.
MNow, for the early risers, it was absolute
bliss. The boat was by a bank of huge
reeds, with a big willow nearby. The water
beneath was blue and brown, flat calm. On
the other side was a broad pool, rimmed by
equally gigantic reeds which went away
into the distance. The pool was wide and
blue, its centre choked with enormous
water lilies, in which a boat with two
fishermen laying nets was floating. There
was a great chorus of great reed warblers.
It was cool, the sun only just shining on
a few patches of the scene before us, not
yet bright and clear. Beyond the reeds was
a belt of tall willows and it was evidently
from these that a constant stream of birds
was flowing. The air was full of hundreds
of cormorants and pygmy cormorants:
night herons in twos and threes, squaccos
moving about their business, purple herons
floating gently above the reeds. Whiskered
terns, and the occasional black tern, flitted

around above the lake, a marsh harrier
drifted over the marsh. Then the pelicans
started: lines and spirals of white pelicans,
250 or more altogether. This was not at all
dull, Mole.

In the hour and a half after breakfast we
travelled in the small boat to the
cormorant and heron colony. A Dalmatian
pelican flew by, red-necked grebes dived
ahead of the boat and the “usual fare’
(already) included the typical list of egrets,
herons, ibises, greylag geese, garganeys,
ferruginous ducks and the like. We heard,
but did not see, a Savi's warbler and
penduline tits,

At one point we turned off the engine
and floated into the edge of the reeds,
positioning ourselves close to some night
herons and an exquisite glossy ibis in a
nearby tree. Pygmy cormorants must have
numbered 1,000 or more, night herons 100.
It was a great privilege to see them, and to
see them so well.

A wvisit to a black tern colony was less
rewarding: whether because of the storm,
or fishermen (as Daniel suspected) the
nesting black terns and black-headed gull;s
had all lost their eggs and few of either
were around where, only a week before, all
had been noise and activity.

We chugged on, in our main vessel
behind the tug, to Mila 23, where we
anchored mid-channel and went ashore by
boat. This was a lovely walk through a big
village next to a substantial main channel;
the newish church was interesting,
alongside the spot where the old one has
fallen to the winds.

Pelicans were always in view, distant,
close-up, alongside or right overhead: often
scores of them, sometimes hundreds. It was
impossible to keep any ‘count’ of how
many we saw, as we were presumably
seeing the same ones over and over again,
but 2,000+ seems a fair estimate. The
images of lines of pelicans, or spirals
changing colour as they spun around
against blue sky and white cloud, were
extraordinary.

Great spotted woodpeckers had a family
here and the young ones persisted in
perching on a wooden fence even as we



approached within a few feet of them, A

rey-headed woodpecker, responding to
Daniel’s CD, also came remarkably close,
the best view vet (indeed, the best view
imaginable). And wonderfully, a flock of 46
rose-coloured starlings descended into a
mulberry tree and, for a few glorious
minutes, fed amongst the rippling green
foliage before flying off south.

Cut short by our day lost to the weather,
we were now heading back west, along the
Soutea channel. Around 1,000 pelicans
again may have included birds we had
already seen, but doubtless also some extra
ones: many views. Two honey
buzzards added variety, while whiskered
terns were suddenly remarkably abundant,
probably into the hundreds.

Glossy ibises often look ‘black’, at close
range ‘brown’, in good light showing their
coppery colours well: the dark green on the
wing, shining in the sun, is more elusive.
Here we saw not only that, but flashes of
magenta, too, as the light caught them ‘just
right”.

We stopped just at the entrance to Lake
Furtuna: we had been here before, if via
another route. A distant Caspian tern dived
in with a splash. Black woodpecker
‘damage’ was everywhere, but of them
there was no sign. Daniel tried tirelessly to
find more for us, but it was not to be. A
migrant black kite high overhead was a
local rarity.

Owur little boat took us along a really
narrow channel, sweeping through heavy
overhanging foliage which deposited
remarkable numbers of insects, including
some fine hairy and very colourful
caterpillars, over us and into our shirts. We
found Lake FRotund, a little lake rapidly
silting up and covered in green. There were
around 350 whiskered terns over it,
shimmering in the sunlight and wind, and
many herons and egrets about. A lesser
spotted eagle appeared, very distant, and
13 honey buzzards.

From Lake Furtuna, we circled north
and then west again, along the Channel
Soputea and past Lake Nebunu (200 mute
swans) and onwards to rejoin channel to
Tulcea, which we reached by about 9 pm.

This was a fascinating journey: for some
reason, the channels here were perfect for
red-necked grebes and I counted around
125, including many large young, knowing
that I missed several that others saw.
Around 100 great crested , hundreds
of white pelicans (some dramatic fly-by
views), a Dalmatian pelican, hundreds of
cormorants and scores of pygmy
cormorants, 100+ grey herons (many in
flooded trees each side of the channel, with
little egrets also fishing beneath the
willows), little bitterns, purple herons,
squacco herons, great white egrets,
spoonbills, 15-200 glossy ibises, garganeys,
2,000 or more coots, a black stork, hobbies
and a red-footed falcon, two honey
buzzards, a long-legped buzzard and five
marsh harriers, grey-headed and great
spotted woodpeckers, golden orioles,
cuckoos and rollers made up the list in the
notebook. And here we hit gold with a
magnificent adult white-tailed eagle:
followed, several miles later and clearly
different, by another, being chased by a
hobby which looked barely the size of its
tail. We were fortunate to see these, which I
had been hoping for all along: the weather
had made it difficult before, but now it was
fine and sunny, warm, before a dull
eve :
The dullness was fitting because we
were, sadly, already back at Tulcea, our
delta foray all too short. We found our
berth at Tulcea and saw the cabin cruiser
that had now been pulled back to the
surface being emptied of water. Another
excellent meal and plenty of good red
Romanian wine sent us to bed content,
after a great day, but sorely regretting the
loss of a full day's cruising, completely out
of our hands, because of the weather.

FRIDAY 8 JUNE
Sunshine and sun-tans: and rare plovers

“You surely don’t mean to stick to your dull
fusty old river all your life, and just live in
a hole in the bank, and bosi? I want to
show you the world!”

Mr Toad, The Wind in the Willows

Off to see the world, then: back into the



bus. After breakfast, as always very good
(with plenty of Lipton’s Yellow Label tea
for Jenny) we plodded ashore, confident in
the improving weather. A long day lay
ahead, but all of us were determined to
make the most of it.

First stop was Babadag Forest: a short
walk, with some good flowers, but not
many birds. Quite a few ortolans sang, and
hawfinches flew over now and then, but
persistent cloud ‘kept the raptors down'.
We were later to quiz Daniel on his Book of
Excuses, important for every tour leader—
“Too early in the day’, "Too late in the
morning’, ‘Not quite warm enough’, “You
should have been here in May’, “You really
need to come in July’. All very well, so long
as you have a good memory.

‘But didn’t you say we were too early
last time, and now we're too late?

It was pleasant to
hear a constant chorus
of skylark song: the
view across the low-
lying areas was one of
extensive, almost
unbroken cereal
cultivation.

Sa, we went on via
Cogealac, Rampico de
Jos and Gradina to ~
Cheia, a little village at -
the edge of the rolling
cereal fields, where
limestone rose almost
imperceptibly into a :
long series of ridges, between which was
broad-bottomed, steep-sided “gorge’.

Two lesser spotted eagles caused us to
stop the bus for a good view; we saw a
Montagu's harrier, several lesser grey
shrikes, corn buntings, a calandra and a
few crested larks.

The gorge itself was quiet and beautiful:
on its grassy floor a hundred tiny heads
appeared above two hundred tiny front
feet as a hundred susliks sat up on their
hindquarters, alerted to the presence of a
long-legged buzzard. Susliks were
everywhere here, in the gorge and outside,
beside the road. Long-legged buzzards
gave good views and pied wheatears were

b

here, at least two males and three females,
but a bit elusive.

Leaving the gorge, mildly disappointed
at the lack of raptors, we went via Tirgusor
and Gura Dobregei, through seemingly
endless miles of cereals, not on plains but
on impressively rolling landscape: what
this must have been like as original steppe!

We stopped for lunch in a poplar
plantation near Vadu, where Syrian
woodpeckers and red-footed falcons put on
a show. This overlooked a marsh and some
lagoons, overshadowed by a vast factory,
half-finished but with a possibility that it
might be completed soon. Lunch was the
familiar ‘coach day’ fare, fresh tomatoes
and cucumbers, lovely cheeses, ham and
bread, cakes and coffee.

The area has a mixture of reedbeds,
lagoons, muddy and grassy areas and high
embankments built
around nearly-empty
lagoons, with mud-
fringed, overgrown
islands. This complex
proved a paradise for
birds, and mostly ‘good
. ones’ at that.

_ First to occupy us
A, were black-winged
stilts, avocets, a few

- pratincoles and Kentish
= plovers; there were
black-headed wagtails,
bearded tits (hard to
see as ever), bee-eaters,

| hoopoes, marsh harriers, vociterous great

reed warblers and crested larks.

Then we reached the top of a bank to
look over a lagoon and, surprisingly,
among a group of little gulls, there was a
superb male red-necked phalarope.

It was a great bird, good to see, but
Daniel strolled up and said ‘Have you seen
the white-tailed plover at the end of the
island?’ which rather put it in the shade.

Now, white-tailed plovers have nested in
Europe for just two years, at one site from
which we retreated early in the holiday in
the face of a gathering storm, and here,
where we now saw two birds, male and
female, engaged in chasing black-winged



stilts. Once or twice another flew up from
the island’s grassy centre: I saw four
altogether, I think. But it was the pair that
stole the show, allowing splendid views
through he telescope, while Ray took some
magnificent video sequences which we
later enjoyed on the television on the boat.

The male was a little brighter than the
female, a little darker, but chiefly distinct
by virtue of his extraordinarily vivid lemon
vellow legs. At one point the two flew over
to us and circled overhead, calling. This
was a fantastic encounter with a rare and
lovely bird.

On the adjacent lagoon was a big tern
colony, including many common and some
little terns, as well as scores of ]:rralinmlea.
A Dalmatian pelican flew over and, later, as
we walked to the Black Sea beach and
paddled in the sea, there were four on the
sea nearby. A pygmy cormorant tried to
make up for the lack of some of the ‘delta’
birds, but there were also white pelicans,
purple herons, glossy ibises and so on, as
well as avocets with chicks (swimming
together), 50 or so black-winged stilts, little
ringed plovers, wood sandpiper, marsh
sandpiper, redshanks, Mediterranean gulls,
five slender-billed gulls over the sea, a
Baltic gull (that is, a fine adult
Scandinavian lesser black-backed), and 50
or so little gulls (all first summers).

Next up was a stop at Corbu, to look at a
rookery in a group of tall poplars: some
rookery, as it had a colony of red-footed
falcons in it, and we had marvellous views
of several of them perched and in flight,
both males (mostly “immature’ but some
fully adult) and very rufous females. The
noise they made was amazing.

And finally we stopped at Histria.
Daniel was busy with his (D and soon we
had glimpses of paddyfield warblers: but it
was a matter of 'keep watching until you
get a good view' and some did, some
didn't, as the warblers moved around in
the reeds, sometimes perching in the open
for a matter of seconds. It was a good bird
to finish up with, it seemed.

‘On the bus—we've got to see if the

Demoiselle crane is still there’ said Dandel. 1

smiled: he said ‘I have to say something to

zet them back on the bus’ and off we
drove.

“There it is, stop, the Demoiselle crane!’
said Daniel after a mile or two.

It was a Demoiselle crane: I hadn't
realised he was serious, and there had been
one about. And here it was, in a sea of
Euphorbia, with a group of white storks.
All out, all look through the telescope: here
was a bird that is only a vagrant even in
Romanial Splendid it was, too, a lovely,
elegant, delicate crane, and a new bird for
all of us,

So that was a good bird to finish with
and we left, late, to enjoy the drive back to
Tulcea through some delightful
countryside, with miles and miles of
avenues of walnut and poplar, golden
fields and flowery verges, and some
picturesque villages.

It was a late evening meal, but we had a
duty to perform, first: a very pleasant one,
too, as John Durdin handed over a bundle
of cash from Honeyguide to the teacher of
a local school and a group of keen young
birdwatchers in the Falco cherrug bird and
wildlife club.

Honeyguide always makes a donation to
a local organisation and here, where there
seems to be no birdwatchers at all, other
than a handful of ‘professionals’, it seemed
especially important to help nurture a
realisation that birds are brilliant and the
Danube and Dobrogea is especially so.

SATURDAY 9 JUNE
Time to go home. ..

In due time we shall be homesick once
more for quiet water-lilies swaying on the
surface of an English stream. But today all
that seems pale and thin and very far away.
Just now our blood dances to other music.’
The Wind m the Willows

Yes, it was time to go, and all too soon: we
were not eager to leave, just yet,

It was, though, once again a civilised
hour at which to depart, after a good
breakfast and goodbyes all round, followed
by a long (five hours) coach trip to



Bucharest, via Lake Hazarlik, where we
stopped and had great views of great reed
warblers and little bitterns and heard
another magnificent chorus of frogs.

Owr flight was at 4.30 pm, so we were
well within ime when we reached the
airport with Mihai and not so very late (for
those of us in the south, anyway) when we
got to Gatwick and found our way home.

HOLIDAY PARTICIPANTS to whom the
leaders give their warm appreciation for
being such a great group:

Sonia Anderson

John Durdin

Ray Gould

Marcella Hume
Michael Jeeves

Jenny Loring
Rosemary MacDonald
Graeme Robertson
John Rumpus

Rob Hume
Darniel Petrescu
Mihai Petrescu
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Bird List

While Peflcan
Dalmalian Pelican
Little Grebe

Greaat Crested Grebe
Aed-necked Greba
Black-necked Grabe
Cormarant

Pygmy Cormorand
Lit#e Bitternm
Squacco Heron
Kighi Heron

Girgratl White Egret
Lit#e Egrat

Gy Heman

Purple Heron

Black Stork

White Stork

Spoonbil

Gilos=y Ibls

bute Swan
‘Whooper Swan
Grayiag Goose
Shalduck

Gindwall

Taal

Mallard

Garganeny
Showalar

Pochard

Tufted Duck
Farnuginows Duck
Aad-crested Pachard
Honay Buzzard
Black Kne
While-talled Eagla
Marsh Heerler
Mantagu's Hamier
Buzzard
Longdegged Buzzam
Lesser Spotted Eagle
Booted Esgle
Kastral

Aead-tooted Falcon
Hiobay

Fhaaszant

Mioorhen

Good

Demois=lie Crane
Black-wingad Stilt
Avocel
Stone-cumlenw
Collared Pratincohs
Little Ringed Plover
Kentish Plowver
Lapwirg
White-tailed Flover
Littha Stirt

Dundn

Black-tailed Godail
Curiaw

RAedshank

Green Sandpipar
Wood Sandpiper
Aed-necked Phatarope
Meditarransan Gull
Litiia Gull
Bilack-headed Gull

Lesser Black-backed (Baltic) Gull

Steppe Gull
Yellow-lagged Gull
Caapian Tem
Comman Tarm
Litha Temn

Elack Tem
Whiskered Tem

Woodpigaan
Collared Daove

Turtim Diove

Cuckaa

Litthe Ol

Swift

Kinglisher

Bea-sater

Feolier

Hoopos

Wnymeck

Grey-headed Waodpecker
Black Wondpeaker

Great Spatied 'Woodpecker
Middie Spofted Woodpeckar
Syrian Woodpecker
Calandra Lark

Short-toad Lark

Crested Lark

‘Woodlark

Sinfark

Sand Martin

Swallow

Housa bartin

Taamy FipH

Black-headed Wagtail
White Wagtail

Reobin hard
Wightingake haard
Radstart

Black Redstart

Stonechat

Vineatear

Pled Wheslear

lsabeline Wheataar
Fock Thrush

Blackbird

Savl's Warbiler haand
Bedge Warblar

Fead Warblar

Paddysiald Warblar

Great Reed Warbler
Icharine Warblar

Bamad Warblar

Lessar Whitethroat
Blackeap

Wiood Warblar heard
Chilfchalt haand
Baarded Tit

Marsh Til

Blus Tik

Pendulng Til

Golden Oriole
Red-backed Shrike
Legsar Giray Shrike
‘Woodchat Shiriks

Jay

Maggie

Jackdaw

Raok

Hooded Crow

Raven

Sharing

Rose-oolouwed Slatding
Hause Sparrow

Spanish Sparrow

Trieer Spamrod

Chatlinch

Goldlinch

Linmal

Yelowhammer

Oriplan Bunbing

Litthe Bunfing

Aeed Bunting

Carn Bunling

Mammals

European Suslik
Crlar

Hedgehog
Muskrad

Groek Torinise
Grass Snake



Plant List

Kindly provided by
Mihai Petrescu

English names largely from Flowers of Europe by

Polunin = apologies if they are out of date!

End = endemic, AL = Red List, Pont = Pontic (Black

Sed);

Med = Mediterranean;

Macin Mountains

Aginas arvansls Basll-thyme
Anagaiiis anvensis Scarlet pimparnal
Trifptivm arvense Hara'stopd clover
Ciovanila varia £ rowm vetch
icla tenuiioda Slandar-aaved Tulted watch
Comeivulve canfahrica (Med) Fink cormvohus
Centaures kanitziang [RL)

Tragopon odubins a goatsbeard
Alyasum murdie an alys=um
Alyasim hirsutum an alys=um
Chryaopogan grius

Saivia nemarees a clary

Saivia asthiopls (FL) Woally clary
Micropus areciug

Efipa capillats a feathar grass
Dignthus nandWormis (HL) & pink

Badwm sarforianum ssp hilebranat & shonecrop
Toucrium a garmander
Tauariimm chamaadris Wall germandear
Achies coarclala

Maramhamim annwm Pink evarlasting
Achiliea selalas

Potaniila argeniea Heary cinguelall
Caraus Hhaanmeand

Helofropum sravanians

Porufacs olaraced Purslane
Mostiringla grisabachil

Campanula romanica [FL, Emnd)

Sploraniiug Snmuun Anmual kel
Sclaramiig parenng Parennial knawel
Potanti Ka repens

Siang compacta (AL}

Grechi

COrobanche aranans Sand roomrape
Linum awsirigcum B Hex
Moetwingla grisabancil (RL} B sandwort
Lachica vimines (RL) Pliant Latisce
Fesfuca callan (AL}

Lampanula rapunciioldas Creeping Beltfiower
Carpinus orfantals Oriental hommbeam
Sadum maximum

Melca cilata {Mead) Hairy malick
Frunus mahalsh (Swb bad) B Lucia's cherry
Cuercus puhescens (Sub Med) White oak
Cuercus paduncyiittors (Fond-Galk) an aak

Cuercus polyearpa an oak

Cuercus pairass Heasile oak

Tilia famentosa [Bak) Silver lima
Parches

Agropiron erisfahim a pouch graess
Crovanila varia Crawn Vebch
FPapavar hybiridum Rough Poppy
Thjmis marschallanus a thyma

Sahia nemaresa Meadow clary
Trifaliimn rapens White Clowver
Arfempsia absinflum ‘Wiarmmwood
Ongpordum acandhium Cation Thistia

Road to Bastepe
HyosCiamms mger
Carduie nufans

Vicia fenuifoda
Fastuca valesiscs

Gypsophda glomerafa

Murighiol

Bassin hrsula
Svaeda marifima
Satcarnia herbacea
AchiVea depressa
Obione peduncivala
Spargulaia mariiima
Arlpmesin sardeiicum
Crobanche cemus

Enlsala Fortress
Faronychla cephakias (L)
Al saxatie (AL}
Campanuia romanica (AL, End)
Stachys recta

Siderlis mondana
Tanacefumn mieioium (JL)
Palitrus spina-chisti (FL)
Eupharbia hyrsiniles (L)
Asplanium ruta-muvania
Thymus Fygoides (FL)
Afinwania adensirica (AL)

Enizala ponds
Cnopandum teuricum

Agropyron cristatum
GFalium humitasum

Maliuc

Cafalpa bignomioiges
Dwuntaia scabra
Springa vagans
Papulus X canescons
Movus nigra

Henbana
Muesk thistle
Shender-ved tufted velch

B8 ENEeeTawnr or Yo
8 ENeeawnr! or Yarrow
an Aslatic pink

Smeall alyssum

&N aly=EIEm

Girecian foxghove

a gaindoin

Tree ol Heaven

51 Lucia’s cherry
Smaoth-leaved alm

Felty germandsar
Hairy melick
Comman toadilax

Hadry seablite
Annuval seablie
& glasswort

B BRLITEY
B Sl8ppe WM wood
8 broomrape

Yallowy woundwort

a marigoid
Christ's thom

a samdwort

Soollish thiste
a eolsch grass

CGatalpa (Indan bean)
Lilec

Mulberry

Honey locust
Quince
Monpedler maple

Cherry plum
Londan plane
Wnite wilow
Crack willow

White popiar



Babadag Forest
Centauraa orianfalis
Cantauea marshuliana
Limaganym abartivm
Anacampiis prramidaiis
Meatla nidus-avs
Fotantila iaurica
Folygala vulganz
FPolygala major
Cephalacothara
Damaspnivm ¢ b
Sfipa poramics

Sahvia ausinaca

Salvia nufans
Medampyrum cristatum
s pumila

s simtenis

Laser frilabium
Asynsuma antharicoides
Glotunaria aphyantes
Tanacsium conymbosum
T miefolium

Sdaritis montana
Eupharbia sfepposs

E agraria

Aitardhus aitlssima
Sahis nemarosa
Frunus spinosa
Wituymuwm laniana
Comus mas

(rvarlus puhsacens
Eupnymus suropasa
Thalctam minus
Achilaa nobiiis

Waler chasinut
Fennel-I'd pandwaed
Curled pandweed
Perolizle pondwead
Yallow waler Iy
While water lily
Waler plantain
Arrawead

a lamarisk

Fan ragwar
GEraundse]
Logsa-llowersd orchid
Fime-laavad vabch
Slranghewor
Cresping cnguelail
Small mallow

Sea buckthom

Gray willow

Water soldier
Eiflarswael
Mislletoe

Comiray

Builrush

i Spurge

Sand aalchifly

Riigid horrwort
Lesser waler parsnip
Greal yelowcress
Craeping jenny
Wervain

Fig

Wirginian poke

Limadore
Fyrarnidal orchid
Bird's-nest crchid

Comimon mmilkwart
Large milkwor

a tealher grass

Cresled cow-wheal
an ifig
an irig

Tree of Heaven
& mmeadow olary

Winylating tree
Carmnélian cherry

Spindle free

Lesser maadow-rise
A arrow

a yarrow
Traveller's joy

a mulkein

V phipmaides

V¥ phosniceum
Fragana winolz
Adonis vemaks
Fasanls paregring
Koalarla brewis
Cotinus copgpgia
Astragaivs giaucus
A comufus

A onabrychis

Cheila Gorge
Campanida romanica
Caterach officivarsm
Calfis glabrafa

Minvariia adensinicha
Moparingin grisehachi
Aristolochin clematitis
Stachys recfa
Sempervivam ruthemicum

Vadu

Cranchum acufum
Euphariya wosa
Asiragalrs vanus
Crchis afegans
Holaschoenus valparis
Poiygoniam arenarum
Comvohass Wneahs
Sacals gilvesine
Salksolg soda

Elymus sabauiosis
Fhragmiles ausirals
Crambe marima
Erprypium marimmm
Salcarmia harbacad
Susada mantivna
Sifene cankca
Obane padiculnly
Bassia rsuta
Euphoria seguimriana
Canfaures afenarin
Cansolda orardals
Conkum maculaiim
Spolymus Rispanicus
Argoosh sibirica

Histria

Crnithogalum remides
HeranthamuNm L
Varbascum chaldl
Syesda mantima
Saficovnia herbaces
Cihione peduncuiala

O verrucifera
Euphorbia segiserina
Lirmandum beldifolam

& mullen

& il hein

a sirawbarry
Yeliow adonis
a peony

a hair-grass
Wig fres

a milk-veich

Sainfoin milk-vatch

a neftle-irea
& gandwor

Birthivwon

Ferennial yellow walindwort

a houseleak

Aound-haaded club-rush

Silvery-leaved pink convohwulus

4 ry@ grass
Saftwort

a lyme grass
Ased

Sea kel

Marsh samphine
Shrubby seablite
Siriated catchiy

Larkegur
Hermliack

Spanish oysler plant

Pink avariasiing

barsh s=amphire

hdattad saa lavender

Thanks bo Mihai far this splendid s as they say, any incomact
spelings of English names are, however, entirely my responaibiity,

nod his!

May you continue to experience much Clematis wilaibs on

many more Honeyguide tours

U Yoo



SOCIETATEA ORNITOLOGICA ROMANA (S.0.R.)
The Romanian Ornithological Society (R.0.S.)

Societate pentru studiul si protectia pasarilor si a mediului inconjurator
Society for the study and protection of birds and environment

Central office:3400 Cluj, Danube Delta office: 8800 Tulcea,
Str Gh Dima 49/2 Str. Garii, Bl G5, S¢ B, Ap 2
Tel /fax:+4064438086 Tel/fax: +4040515438
Grupul “Falco cherrug” -Tulcea “Falco cherrug” Group
Str. Garii Bl G5, S¢ B,Ap 2 ROS Tulcea branch
28 July 2001
Dear Chris Durdin.

We would like to thank you personally and Honeyguide for this year’s financial and
material support, which helped us, extend our network of young ornithologists in Dobrogea.
We received £225 and we already decided how to use them properly.

With your help we were able to extend our ecological education activities between
youngsters, and so we raised the interest in environment protection, ornithology, which for
Dobrogea is vital. knowing that our area is one of the most important bird places in Europe.

Thanks to you, now we are able to do what we always wanted: that is working with
youngsters and teaching them how to protect the environment and how to do this with passion,

With the help of money and field guides that you generously gave us, we will try to
initiate more and more youngsters in ornithological activities such as the late august “Youth
Ornithological Camp™ in Danube Delta for ecological education, bird ringing. keys for
identifying birds, bird survey methods and not last, identilying the problems of the area and
the possible solutions for those problems.

We will also try to use in our ringing activities and bird calling sessions. modern
lechniques, such as a portable CD player with bird songs.

We can only hope that our activities regarding youngsters will grow more and more, and
that they will be able to help the environment and initiate more youngsters at their turn.

We would like to thank you again for all your support and promise that our activities
will only increase.

Sincerely yours,

Prof. Dorosencu Gabriela
President “Falco cherrug”
Tulcea, Romania



