
SOUTH AFRICA  

Trip Report  
October 3 - 14, 2011 

 

Disclaimer:  This report is as accurate as possible using limited notes taken in the field.   Species have been reported 

on the proper day(s) but, with multiple sites visited on the same day, it is possible that some species are listed as 

being seen at the wrong location.  Any such errors are unintentional.

 

 
 

                                    Knysna Turaco 

 

Species seen by group:  247  
           (Cape Tour only) 

 Note:  491 species were seen during the combined Cape 

and Subtropical Tours.  The trip report for the 16-day 

Subtropical Tour will be available soon.) 

Additional species heard:  6 

Birding guide:  Brian Vanderwalt 

Tour leaders: Cindy and Jim Beckman        

   (Cheepers!  Birding on a Budget  owners)  

Group: 5 + 2 tour leaders and guide 

 

Highlights: Verreaux's Eagle, Knysna Turaco, 

Secretarybird, Red-chested Cuckoo,  7 species of 

Larks, African Penguin, Denham's Bustard, 

Spotted Eagle-Owl, Malachite Kingfisher, 

European Bee-Eater, African Hoopoe, Ground 

Woodpecker, Grey Cuckoo-Shrike, 6 species of 

Chats, African Paradise Flycatcher, 5 species of 

Sunbirds, Protea Seedeater, Hamerkop, Greater 

Flamingo, Knysna Woodpecker, Tambourine 

Dove, 22 Pelagic species, Grey-winged Francolin, 

Ostrich, Black Crake, Southern Black and Karoo 

Korhaans, Curlew Sandpiper, Ruff, Little Stint, 

Pied Avocet, Chestnut-banded Plover,  

   
This trip report was written by co-leader Cindy Beckman. 

 



Day 1, Monday, Oct. 3 

We departed on Oct. 1, connecting in Washington DC for a South African flight to Johannesburg.  Bernie and Jude had 

flown in from Texas, and we met them at the gate at Dulles.  Much to our dismay, South African Airways gave us seats in 

the very last row of the plane instead of the two aisle seats across from each other in row 53 that we had reserved.  We 

had confirmed the seats twice in the previous two weeks (once  on the day of the flight), so my frustration level was 

quite high when I was told that the central computer system had not passed that information along to the gate agents 

who had given our seats to someone who had requested seats closer to the front.  This made the long flight even less 

pleasant than we had expected, sitting at the entrance to the restrooms where people stood with their posteriors in our 

faces with a wall behind us so reclining was limited.  It also made us the last people to leave the plane, which allowed us 

the very minimum amount of time to transfer to our next flight when we arrived in Johannesburg.  Even after coming in 

at the very end of a very long line, we had to wait over 30 minutes for our luggage to show up on the carousel, so we 

barely made it to the gate in time for our flight to Cape Town, ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

people who were on the Cape Town flight out of line and expedited the luggage transfer.  Once we arrived huffing and 

puffing from rushing around, the announcement came that our flight had been delayed.  After a second delay, we finally 

arrived in Cape Town at approximately 11:00 PM on October 2, where we met Jean and Andre who had been waiting 

with our driver for about an hour.  It was after midnight when we arrived at the Bed & Breakfast in Simonstown and 

almost 1:00 AM on October 3 by the time we were able to go to bed.  
 

When Jim and I awoke at Avian Leisure, we heard some strange calls from outside, and after much searching and 

deliberation found the source of the sound: an ibis!  Andre joined us and said it must be a Hadeda Ibis.  Ha ς day ςda 

was our pronunciation until Brian explained that it was named after its call (Ha dee dah  pronounced like lah dee dah).  

Other feeder birds included two different sunbirds, Laughing Dove, Cape White-eye, and Common Waxbill.  We were 

also able to identify a Cape Robin-Chat. 

 

   
Feeder birds at Avian Leisure Bed & Breakfast 

         Cape White-Eye      Cape Sugarbirds 
 

We had learned a few days before our departure from the US that the weather forecast for October 4, the day for our 

scheduled pelagic trip, was not good, nor was our back-up day of Oct. 5 likely to be suitable for the boat to go to sea.  

October 3, the day we were supposed to be taking it easy and allowing time to adjust to the time change and recover 

from the long travel days, was likely to be the only day possible for our pelagic excursion.  We had to decide to either 

agree to go on our very first day there or risk not being able to go at all.  Everyone agreed that we should go on the first 

day, so we were up at 6:00 AM for a 7:00 AM breakfast with departure schedule for 7:30.  It took just ten minutes to 

arrive at the dock to report for our 8:00 departure for what is reported to be one of the best pelagic experiences in the 

world.  I was apprehensive about going out to sea after a horrible experience with motion sickness several years ago, but 

my doctor had prescribed a patch to deter seasickness and I was hopeful that the seas would be kind to me this time. 



 

We gathered the others from Port of Call B&B a few houses down the road and proceeded to the boat dock.  I was 

concerned when I saw that the boat was very small, even smaller than the one I had been on when I got so sick a few 

years ago.  There were some seats on top, a few seats inside and some on the bow.  I immediately went to the bow 

because I know fresh air is essential to avoid motion sickness, but when we were given our safety orientation, we were 

asked not to sit out front when the boat was moving.  We were also told that going inside would make most people sick, 

even old salts who are not prone to seasickness, so that left the back of the boat (where there were no seats) or the top 

as our only two choices for the 2.5-hour ride to the continental shelf.  The top of the boat had plenty of fresh air, but 

also offered exaggerated motion, so I went to the back and found a place on the railing to lean on and hold onto for the 

ride.  Two ropes were tied to provide people with something to hang onto as the boat made its way to the continental 

ǎƘŜƭŦΦ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ {ƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ wƛƎƘǘ ²ƘŀƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

better look.  As the small boat bobbed around on the fairly sooth water, it was obvious that this was a mistake; I really 

should have known better than to try this again.  As visions of 7 - 8 hours of misery flashed through my head, the captain 

pointed out our B&B on the hillside we were passiƴƎΦ  L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

the others in the group would lose birding time, but I jokingly commented that if they could just let me off on the rocks I 

could walk back to Avian Leisure.  Jim asked if I was serious, and once I convinced him that I really wanted off that boat, 

he went inside and asked the captain if it was possible for someone to disembark without going all the way back to the 

ŘƻŎƪΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ were within five minutes of the last boat ramp in the bay before open 

sea, and I could get off at a place called aƛƭƭŜǊΩǎ [ŀƴŘƛƴƎ.  The Captain called Brian, our birding guide for the Cape tour, 

whose phone immediately went to answering machine, then called the B&B to see if someone could pick me up.  As I 

climbed off the boat, he told me he thought I was making a mistake, but I thanked him kindly and stuck with my 

decision.  I birded a bit around the dock until Brian picked me up about 20 minutes later.  Cape Wagtail and Cape 

Bulbuls were the only birds I was able to identify and photograph. 
 

 
 

Brian and I returned to Avian Leisure B&B and I enjoyed photographing birds at their feeders until about 10:00 AM.  The 

view from the balcony here was amazing ς the ocean view was stunning, but the hillside below was the real attraction.  



Covered with proteas of all colors and other native fynbos plants, it attracted a wide variety of birds, including 

Sugarbirds, Sunbirds, and Mousebirds.  Cape Sugarbirds were all over the proteas, about ten in all.  Males with their 

long streamer tails sat as if posing for my camera while Speckled Mousebirds, Malachite Sunbirds, Southern Double-

collared Sunbirds, Common Waxbills, Cape White-eyes, and Laughing Doves all appeared at the feeders, allowing some 

attempts to photograph them as they staged to land on the feeders.  
 

At 10:00 AM, I accompanied Brian while he ran some errands, including a stop at Kirstenbosch Botanical Gardens in 

Cape Town.  African Dusky Flycatcher was the first species seen at the Botanical Gardens, immediately after we 

entered.  Following quickly were Somber Greenbul and Black Sawwing, a type of swallow, but Brian seemed to be 

moving quickly through the gardens as if he had a place to go rather than leisurely birding.  When he pointed out a 

Spotted Eagle Owl in a tree overhead, I understood why he had been in such a rush.  As I was moving to a better 

position to see the owls, he motioned for me to move in the opposite direction.  Thinking he might know of the perfect 

vantage point for photographing the owl, I hurried over.  There, at eye level right behind him, were two fuzzy owlets, 

tucked under a bush on top of a rock.  Brian explained that this pair of owls had been nesting in the Botanical Gardens 

for several years, and that they normally nest on the ground, so this ground-level site was not unusual.  After clicking off 

far too many shots, we proceeded to bird the gardens quickly.  The weather was perfect and I was thrilled by the 

excellent opportunities to photograph Orange-breasted Sunbirds, Southern Double-collared Sunbirds, Egyptian Geese, 

Helmeted Guineafowl, Cape Spurfowl, and some other common birds.  We observed several species that the rest of the 

ƎǊƻǳǇ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘŀȅΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Forest Canary, Cape Canary, Red-eyed Dove, White-necked Raven, Olive 

Thrush, and Amethyst Sunbird, as well as most of the aforementioned photographed species.  Fortunately, all were 

seen by the entire group by the time we finished the Western Cape Tour.   
 

 
Orange-breasted Sunbird 

The pelagic tour was scheduled to finish at around 3:00 PMΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƴƎŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǘ YƛǊǎǘŜƴōƻǎŎƘ.  Brian ran a 

few errands after we left the botanical gardens and then we drove to the dock, arriving at 2:40.  We settled back to wait 



in the van, but Jim knocked on the window within a few minutes.  The group was inside a restaurant across from our 

parking place, having coffee or soft drinks.  

 

We joined them and learned that the conditions had been pretty rough once the boat left the shelter of the bay, and 

both Jean and Jim had been sick.  Unfortunately, both of them had fed the fish, something Bernie managed to avoid, 

although he did not feel well on boat.  With the seas so rough, everyone agreed that I had made a wise decision to 

return to land.  The birding had been pretty good on the tour, with 22 pelagic species seen:  Shy Albatross, Black-

browed Albatross, Southern Giant-Petrel, Northern Giant-Petrel, Pintado Petrel, White-chinned Petrel, Great 

{ƘŜŀǊǿŀǘŜǊΣ {ƻƻǘȅ {ƘŜŀǊǿŀǘŜǊΣ ²ƛƭǎƻƴΩǎ {ǘƻǊƳ-Petrel, Black-bellied Storm-Petrel, Cape Gannet, Crowned Cormorant, 

White-breasted /ƻǊƳƻǊŀƴǘΣ .ŀƴƪ /ƻǊƳƻǊŀƴǘΣ /ŀǇŜ /ƻǊƳƻǊŀƴǘΣ {ǳōŀƴǘŀǊŎǘƛŎ {ƪǳŀΣ YŜƭǇ DǳƭƭΣ IŀǊǘƭŀǳōΩǎ DǳƭƭΣ {ǿƛŦǘ 

Tern, Sandwich Tern, Common Tern, and Arctic Tern. 
 

After a late arrival the night before (actually early that morning) and a full day of birding under their belts, I thought the 

group would want to go to their rooms to rest, perhaps do some balcony birding until dinner, but they opted to go to a 

nearby wastewater treatment facility when Brian offered it as an option.  Before we left the parking lot someone told 

Brian about a Great White Shark that had been in the bay since about 10:00 AM, so we stopped to see it.  A man had 

been attacked by a Great White in this bay the week before, and everyone wondered if it was the same animal.  At over 

three meters in length, it was an impressive sight from our vantage point on the hill overlooking the beach.  We also 

stopped for good looks at some Southern Right Whales in False Bay before driving on to the sewage ponds. 
 

 
Blacksmith Lapwing 

Along the drive to Strandfontein Wastewater Treatment Facility, we saw many Pied Crows.  A Black-headed Heron 

stood near the entrance road as we drove toward the ponds.  We quickly added Black Sawwings and Pearl-breasted 

Swallows as we rounded a curve where we stopped to see Zitting Cisticola.  We also picked up Yellow-billed Duck and 



White-throated Swallows at this stop, but only part of the group got looks at Greater Striped Swallows, and no one got 

really good looks of the colorful swallows as they flew with other aerialists, which included African Black Swifts and 

Brown-throated Martins.  At the ponds, Brian called out one ID after another:  Glossy Ibis, Hadeda Ibis, Sacred Ibis, 

Cape Teal, Little Grebe (Dabchick), Spur-winged Goose, Red-billed Teal, Little Rush Warbler, Blacksmith Lapwing 

(Plover), Red-knobbed Coot, Southern Pochard, Macoa Duck (which looks very much like a Ruddy Duck), Black-necked 

Grebe, Yellow-billed Duck, Cape Shoveler, White-breasted and Reed Cormorants, Black-crowned night-Heron, African 

Purple Swamphen, White-rumped Swift, Little Swift (which also has a white rump, but with a stubby tail).  There were 

hundreds of IŀǊǘƭŀǳōΩǎ Dǳƭƭǎ on the road in front of us.  As we were leaving we saw a single Red Bishop female and just 

a few hundred feet down the road a bright male Yellow Bishop.  The last bird we saw as we were leaving was a Fork-

tailed Drongo, which Brian said was not supposed to occur in this area.   
 

 

Yellow Bishop 
 

We returned to Simonstown and went straight to a restaurant for dinner rather than going back to the B&B to clean up.  

None of us had a full night's sleep the night before, and none but David had had any "real" sleep (upright in an airplane 

seat doesn't count as "real" sleep) in the last 60 hours, so a quick meal and early to bed sounded like a good plan.  We 

went to a restaurant where we might see African (aka Jackass Penguins) nearby but learned that the eatery was closed 

on Mondays, so we would have to wait a day to see penguins.  We drove a short distance back into the center of town 

to a different restaurant where we learned on the first night that there is no such thing as a quick meal in South Africa.  

It took nearly three hours for us to order, be served, and eat.  Even without dessert, it was 9:30 by the time we got back 

to our rooms. 



 

It turned out the DǊƻƴƎƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ōƛǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ after all, and we wouldn't have to wait any longer for one of our 

target species.  As we returned to our B&Bs after dinner, we spotted an African Penguin in the darkness as it waddled 

up the hill into the neighborhood where our lodging was located.  We could hardly wait to see more the following day! 
 

Other species seen today included Cattle Egret, Common Moorhen, African Black Oystercatcher, Rock Dove, Speckled 

Pigeon, Cape Turtle-Dove, LevaillanǘΩs Cisticola, Karoo Prinia, Red-winged and Common Starlings, House Sparrow, and 

Brimstone Canary.  We finished the day with 90 species, 12 of which were seen only by me and 16 that were seen only 

on the pelagic trip.  (I did manage to see some cormorants, gulls, and terns that had been part of the count of 22 for the 

pelagic.)  
 

 

Karoo Prinia 
 

Day 2, Tuesday, October 4 

Of our group, three people were staying at a nearby B&B called Port of Call, and we met there for breakfast at 7:00 AM, 

planning to depart at 7:30 so we could be at the Kirstenbosch Botanical Gardens when they opened at 8:00.  I had tested 

Ƴȅ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŀƭŀǊƳ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘƻƳƛŎ ŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎŜǘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ 9{¢ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ 

the night.  There is a button you can push to request a signal, and it did nothing when I pressed it, so I assumed that we 

were too far from Colorado for the clock to work.  Never mind the satellites used to send the signals, I was sure the clock 

would remain set to the appropriate time.  Much to my surprise, the clock reverted to EST during the night, and we slept 

beyond the 5:30 I had set.  Jim woke up at 6:15, and we managed to hurry and make it to Port of Call on time. 
 

¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘŀƭ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ōǊŜakfast was a veritable feast: fresh fruit salad, yogurt, 

eggs prepared to order, warm croissants, bacon, sausage, grilled tomatoes and mushrooms, toast and assorted jams, 



fresh fruit juice, coffee and tea.  Wow!  We learned that Bernie and Jude and David had the same breakfast the day 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ōŀƴŀƴŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳŦŦƛƴǎ ŀǘ !Ǿƛŀƴ [ŜƛǎǳǊŜΦ  ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

able to leave until after 8:30 AM, and arrived at Kirstenbosch at around 9:00.  The sky was cloudy and it looked as if it 

might rain, but not many of us took our rain gear since Brian assured us that it would clear off. 
 

Once again, our first bird at the Botanical Gardens was an African Dusky Flycatcher, but this time we got it in the parking 

lot, before we even entered the gardens.  Red-eyed Dove was also seen in the parking lot, and in spite of the dreary 

skies we knew this was going to be an excellent day.  African Goshawk was seen soaring above us as we stood on the 

inside of the entry gate waiting for people to come out of the restrooms.  As we wandered about the beautiful gardens, 

we spotted many common birds: Karoo Prinia, Spur-winged Goose, Cape Bulbul, Southern Double-collared Sunbird, 

Cape White-eye, Cape Spurfowl (Francolin) with chicks, Black Sawwings, African Olive (Rameron) Pigeon, Cape Batis, 

Somber Greenbul, and Forest Canary were all seen and most were photographed.  Brian explained to us that the 

Afrikaans name for Familiar Chats is άSpekvretersέ (άFat  Eatersέ).  This name was given to them because they used to 

take animal fat that was used to grease wagon wheels many years ago.  Accustomed to seeing the birds around their 

ƘƻƳŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ άCŀƳƛƭƛŀǊέ ǿŀǎ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ Ŧŀǘ as axle grease was no longer the norm.  

Raptors seen included Forest Buzzard, Jackal Buzzard, and Yellow-billed Kite.  A Little Gray Mongoose scampered away 

too quickly for everyone to see it, but we would see more later.  About this time, it began to sprinkle a little and we were 

all regretting our decision to leave our rain gear behind.  But Brian really had known what we was talking about when he 

ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ǌŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ   

 

 
Red-eyed Dove 

 

We ran into another tour operator, Christian, who tried to tell us about the owls, but Brian interrupted him before he 

could "steal his thunder".  We walked on to the spot where the owls were nesting and Brian took me aside to tell me the 



plan he had hatched (pun intended).  We positioned the group in front of the owlets, facing the other way, for a group 

photograph.  After we snapped the photos, Brian told them to turn around.  It took several seconds for them to realize 

what was right in front of them at eye level, and then everyone oohed and aahed as the photographers among us went 

into rapid fire mode, sounding for all the world like the paparazzi had just located Branjelina. 
 

   

Spotted Eagle-Owls, Adult and Owlet 
 

Kirstenbosch is a gorgeous garden, but it has nothing on the natural landscape that surrounds it.  We found birds at 

nearly every turn, and when we weren't admiring a bird, we were checking out the plants and insects.  We spent more 

time there than Brian had intended and finished the morning with lunch at the cafe there.  As we were waiting for our 

food to arrive, someone spotted a raptor overhead that Brian identified as a Black Sparrowhawk. 
 

Our next destination was Cape Point, where we planned to visit Table Mountain National Park.  As we were driving 

along, Brian suddenly made a u-ǘǳǊƴ όǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƛƎƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōƛǊŘƛƴƎύΦ  Lƴ ŀ ǾŀŎŀƴǘ ƭƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘǿƻ 

Spotted Thick-Knees, huge golden eyes staring at us.  Brian got out of the car so the birds would move, and we were 

able to photograph them from the van.   

 

 
Spotted Thick-Knee 

Next Brian took us to Commetjie (Little Bay), one of his regular stops for shorebirds, gulls, herons, etc.  There we saw 

Swift Terns and Common Terns resting on a sandbar and Little Egret (which looks very much like our Snowy Egret) 



ŦƻǊŀƎƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΩǎ ŜŘƎŜΦ  ²Ŝ Ǝƻǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ-up looks at Sacred Ibis and enjoyed better looks at Hadeda Ibis, which we 

heard and saw on every day for the remainder of the trip. 
 

As we drove on toward the national park, Brian spotted some Bontebok in a field.  Also seen on the way were Rock 

Kestrel, Common Fiscal, and Chacma Baboons.  The Baboons were alongside the road just as we entered the national 

park, a family group that included everything from tiny babies to huge males.  We watched them for a few minutes 

before driving into the park. 
  

hƴŎŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ¢ŀōƭŜ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ tŀǊƪΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ Mountain Zebras grazing near the roadside.  

Brian pointed out the difference between this zebra and the ones we would see farther east, most noticeably the dew 

flap on the Mountain Zebra is absent on Burchell's Zebra.  We drove to the visitor's center, where we found Cape 

Bunting.  After looking around for a short while, we drove on a road that paralleled the shore and were able to find 

Gray-backed Cisticola in the short plants that are characteristic of fynbos.  Brian kindly pointed out a distant Cape 

Gannet for me, giving me one of the birds I had missed by ditching the pelagic trip.  Prone to motion sickness himself, 

Brian was very empathetic in this regard.  A bit farther down the road we saw a pair of Ostriches on the beach and 

quickly noticed that they had chicks with them.   
 

 
 

We all marveled at these wonders of the bird world, observing their behavior and clicking off photo after photo.  It 

seemed strange to us that they would be so near the ocean's edge, but we really didn't know anything about the species 

so just about any behavior would be a surprise.  As we were standing at the road's edge, focused on the ostriches 

through our long lenses, the male and the chicks made their way closer to us.  Thrilled at the photographic opportunity, 

we just kept clicking away.  Standing a short way down the road from us, Andre was nearly bowled over by two females 

who came from behind to join the birds we were watching on the other side of the road.  He was so focused on his 


