Some MBS Memories


My memories of the Marylebone Birdwatching Society date back to Kate Springett’s retirement party when someone, I think it was Esther Wells, announced that a group of Kate’s students had decided to form a society.     Anyone interested could write their name and address on one of a pile of envelopes provided and add an 8p stamp and they would be sent a programme in due course.


Initially there was no formal membership.   Anyone could pay 50p to attend an indoor meeting and about £3 to come on a coach trip.   The meetings were held in the hall of Quinton Kynaston school.  Our connection with Quinton Kynaston was that one of Kate’s evening classes had been held there and the Director of the Adult Education Centre there let us use the hall free for the first few seasons to help the society get under way.


The Society was later advised that there should be a constitution and formal membership, so a subscription was introduced entitling members to free entry to indoor meetings and a discount on coach trips.   But the principle of the Society being open to all remained.   Non-members are welcome to pay at the door for indoor meetings and join our local field trips and coach trips.

     
It is difficult to select highlights from twenty years of participation in the group’s activities.    Every time I visit Stodmarsh I remember the wonderful day when we sat on the Lampen Wall there eating our picnic lunch and watching about twenty bearded tits flying to and fro feeding their nestlings, totally unconcerned by our presence.  At Warsash some years later it was Dartford warblers perching in the brambles which entertained us at lunch time.   We had continued munching and chatting for some time before the Warden managed to draw them to our attention.   It was possibly because we were taking no notice of them that they, also, seemed unworried by our proximity to them.


But not all our birdwatching is as easy or comfortable.   The sun does not always shine.   I remember a visit to Langstone Harbour when, despite our Wellington boots, kagoules and overtrousers, we could not take our usual birdwatching route because the waves were pounding against, and over, the sea wall and the path was under water.   We have weathered steady rain all day, and sudden downpours and the horizontal rain blown into the hides at Titchwell Marsh which made it difficult to view the grey phalarope only a few yards away.   Those of us who braved the snow to visit Paxton Pits a few years ago remember a wonderful day when, as we arrived, it stopped snowing and the sun came out.


Although my strongest memories of the Society relate to field trips, including our weekends away and the week we spent in the Scillies in 2000, I also enjoy the indoor meetings.   Many of our speakers are amateurs, in that they have a “day job” to support their hobby of bird photography.    
Others act as leaders on birdwatching holidays.   Whether we are looking at slides of birds from far-flung corners of the earth or nearer home, the standard of photography is almost universally very high.


So here’s to the next twenty years of  enjoying birds in the field or on the screen and to the company of the many friends I have made through my membership of the Society.
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