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Vice-Chairman’s Notes Summer 2004

Our Branch Chairman lan Duncan has asked me
to pen a few notes.

By way of a sort of introduction:
| have been a Branch Committee member for
almost 6 years.

| grew up in Lancashire and remember going to
school on the odd winter days, before the clean
air Acts, when the smog from household
chimneys, merged with early morning fog was
almost thick enough to plait. | moved down to the
West Midlands in the mid-eighties and now live
on the edge of Wolverhampton, famous or
inffamous as being the heart of the Black
Country.

There are a few theories as to how the region

earned its nickname; my favourite tale relates to
when Queen Victoria passed through
Wolverhampton, she drew the curtains on the
Royal train so that she need not see the smoking
chimneys of the area, which she is reputed to
have called this black country.

Others say that the name comes from the eight-
foot thick black coal seams, which mix with the
loamy earth others say the name evokes
memories of long gone furnaces, lighting up the
night and billowing factory and household
chimneys.

You may ask. What's this got to do with butterfly
conservation?

Thankfully town and city air is clearer nowadays,
though air pollution is still a threat through
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carbon monoxide emissions and, as we all
know, in the built environment there is the need
to build on brownfield sites. Throughout the
wider countryside, butterflies and moths now
suffer greater threats from habitat loss,
degradation of habitats, the proposed
introduction of genetically modified crops, with
their ‘built in’ insecticides and the uncertainties
of global warming and so on.

Big issues and controversial ones — that is why
your membership is highly prized, as it enables
the Branch and the Society to seek ways of
advising and assisting with conservation
measures.

| am very pleased to say that it is envisaged that
funding should be made available for at least a
further twelve months, to enable Jane Ellis and
Jenny Joy, our two salaried Branch Regional
Officers, to continue the excellent work they
have carried out to date and allow them to
continue in their shared post. A big thank you
from the Branch for your efforts to date.

Placing my soapbox to one side, | also wish to
thank James Hill from Newcastle, Staffs for
agreeing to take over the role as Branch
Secretary and to welcome John Bryan from
Stoke to the Committee.

If any Members wish to become more actively
involved within the Branch, please contact me

and let me know where your interests lie and
any ideas you may have to further the cause.

| know ! - It's been a fairly appalling season
weather wise, having only seen a couple of Red
Admirals, a few Small Whites, one Peacock
and the odd Speckled Wood in my garden to
date, but please don’t forget to submit your
Butterfly records to Jim Chance by early
December so that we can add to the proposed
update of the national Atlas.

Lastly, if you can make it, | would be pleased to
see new and old faces at the forthcoming
Branch A.G.M., which will be held on Saturday
16 October at the Wolseley Centre, the
Staffordshire Wildlife Trust's new Headquatrters,
near Rugeley, commencing at 2.00pm.
Entrance is from the second island just beyond
where the A51 joins the A513 alongside the
entrance to the Wyevale garden centre. See
page 16 for map and more details.

Paul Kirkland of Butterfly Conservation Scotland
will give a talk entitled “Kentish Glory, Marsh
Fritillary and Chequered Skipper — the work of
BC”. For a map and more details see the
Summer Newsletter or page 16.

I look forward to seeing you there.

¢ David Jackson (Vice-chairman)

Camberwell Beauty in Wor cester shire

Its always exciting to see a new species of
butterfly for the very first time. Perhaps you
have gone to some particular site especially to
see the species or maybe you have just caught
a glimpse of something that you can’t
immediately recognise. After this initial sighting
there may well be a chase, ploughing through
brambles, up hill and down dale until, if you are
very lucky you are rewarded with a “full frontal”
view and immediately recognise it, a new
species for your records. But it isn’t always like
that. Sometimes it is a much slower and more
cerebral process.

15 July, a warm, sticky, overcast afternoon.
Reading or maybe dozing in my garden in
Callow End, | got up and, wandering into the
house through the open half-door, | disturbed a
butterfly in the rear hallway. Small
Tortoiseshell was the immediate reaction, but
no! It was very big and very dark. Peacock
then? As it headed towards the open door | got
a good view of the silhouette and the wing

shape was certainly like a Peacock, but
something wasn'’t right about it. Twice it tried to
re-enter the house and twice | shooed it out
again. (Fool') and then it fluttered up among the
exposed ceiling beams of the covered extension
at the back of the house. It was then that |
noticed that that both the very dark, plummy-
black fore and hind wings were edged with a
band of dirty white about 5mm wide. It was in
view for about 10 to 15 seconds before heading
into the garden leaving me to go through a
process of elimination until the penny finally
dropped, it must have been a Camberwell
Beauty! A quick search of the garden,
particularly the Buddleias, proved fruitless.
However a glance at the Millennium Atlas
confirmed that, whilst most sightings are in
August and September, July sightings have
been recorded even as far west as
Worcestershire, these migrant butterflies having
come from the east over the North Sea from
their breeding grounds in Sweden, Finland and
maybe northern Germany.



It is always gratifying to see a rare butterfly, but
there is a bizarre twist to this story. In “A
Practical Guide to the Butterflies of
Worcestershire”, the late Jack Green records
sightings of Camberwell Beauties in Welland
1966, Callow End 1975, Great Malvern 1976,
Leigh Sinton, Upton Warren and Alfrick 1977. |
met Jack Green once; he came to my house on
butterfly business (What else!) and as he

entered he remarked that he had been here
before and proceeded to tell the story. In 1975
the then owner, the village doctor Margery
Pitman, phoned him to report an unusual
butterfly in her garden. He called round to see
her and was given a very accurate description
of a Camberwell Beauty and he had no
hesitation in adding it to his records. One
wonders what he would have thought about a
second specimen turning up in the same garden

Successin Dudley — We name names

I will not catalogue all the activities to promote
the continued existence of wildlife in general,
and lepidoptera in particular, that have taken
place in my local authority during this new
millennium. Suffice it to say there are a lot,
many of which have been referred to in previous
newsletters. However, it might be useful to
highlight to whom approaches were made since
this should give you ideas how to instigate a
similar campaign in your local authority area.

The successful campaigns to protect Hawne
Colliery and question the need for the proposed
Dudley bypass extension started by contacting
the Planning Department. In both cases the final
judgement went to adjudication by an
Independent Government Inspector since the
Unitary Development Plan, a ten year planning
policy document, was in the final throes of
endorsement. Both the proposed schemes
would impact on its structure, hence the
involvement of the Inspector, but | now
understand this is not the norm.

Do not for one moment think that just objecting
is the only route to success. When a leading
councillor said to me ‘“You wildlife people always
tell us what we can’t do’ | realised we would
never win the war if that is people’s reaction to
our aims. Since then | have been an advocate
partnership.

Initiatives to improve current habitat, such as
the council’s parks and open spaces, started by
local councillors approaching me, sometimes
after they had received representations from
local interest groups. A good example is the
flagship borough park, namely Mary Stevens in
Stourbridge. The ‘Friends of Mary Stevens’
Group were initially motivated by growing levels
of vandalism and not biodiversity. However,
what is better than a thorny hedge to keep out
miscreants along with a wildlife hedge margin
that local schools can monitor as part of the
Community Plan and Lifelong Learning

initiatives.

Finally, do not forget a council’s ‘amenity
department’, the one responsible for dustbins,
litter, grass cutting, spraying etc. In Dudley it is
called Engineering for some strange reason that
is lost on me. It became increasingly apparent
that they had an equal, if not greater, impact on
biodiversity than the Countryside Services
Department, the latter being responsible for
nature reserves and nature friendly areas.
Engineering has always been difficult to
influence. | now know why. How would you
react if you get about a hundred complaints a
day from ratepayers and councillors without
adequate funds to address issues in an
appropriate manner? We therefore approached
them officially through the council's LA21
Committee, where | am a member. In a formal
meeting we agreed to a ‘step-by-step’ approach
to improve current practices in a cost neutral
manner but also get favourable publicity. We
nearly had our hands bitten off by their
enthusiasm.

All this has not been a ‘one-man-band’ and |
would like to thank the following for their
contributions —

Local Branch Members who have both
recorded butterflies and sent in their records to
inform the Council and those that wrote to
object to the proposed developments at Hawne
Colliery and the Bypass Extension - Mrs
Armstrong, Celia Barton, Eric Bird, Mark
Chester, Colin Hale, Steve & Carol Harper,
Keith Harris, Tony Marsh, Brian Marsh, Joy
Stevens, Jim Whitehouse, Nick Williams and
Richard Woolley. | special thanks to Dave White
for his transect data at Hawne which was so
influential during the appeal process.

Local Agenda 21 Organisations who have
either been pressure groups, other wildlife
organisations or educational bodies -



Stourbridge College, Nick Williams — British
Trust Conservation Volunteers, Richard
Billingsley & Alison Wilkes - Soroptomists, Iris
Berrow - Halesowen Wildlife Group, Colin &
Hazel Gurney - British Waterways, Paul
Wilkinson — Friends of Bumble Hole, Mike
Parks - Urban Wildlife Trust, Chris Parry &
Paul Stephenson.

Local Council Officials - Planning
Department, Ali Glaisher & John Mainwaring -
Countryside  Services, Kevin Clements,
Jonathon Preston, Antony Ravenscroft & Anna

Gorski - Engineering, Russell Newey -
Community Plan Officer, Alex Webb.
Other organisations and Individuals -

EcoRecord, Sara Carvalho — Birmingham
University, Dr Andrew Pullin & Alison Loram,
the latter who is about to publish her doctorate
on ‘Butterfly species in urban grasslands’ -
Pensnett Wildlife Group, Brian Marsh & Celia
Barton — Halesowen Township Council, |
have learned a huge amount about planning
regulations and technical details from Mike &
Carol Freer, a special thanks — WM Police,
Dave Friday who has championed the cause of
biodiversity, kept me informed and put up with
my constant queries on moth identification —
Dave Grundy for getting a number of moths
into the area’s Biodiversity Action Plan, more on
this in the future | predict - Non Ratepayer

Branch Members, John Wills, Alan Prior & Val
Weston, and all those who wrote to object to the
planning consent at Anchor Meadow that
prompted all this local activity — The Media,
including BBC Midlands Today, the Birmingham
Post and the Express & Star — Commerce,
Chelsfield PLC (Merry Hill) & LCP Properties
(Pensnett Trading Estate) - and last but not
least , all the Local Councillors from all
political persuasions who took more than a
passing interest.

My apologies in advance for anyone | have
missed either due to my memory or those that
did something anonymously. Has wildlife
benefited? Yes it has. The improving habitat
infrastructure in the borough is flagging up more
colonies of Dingy Skipper and Green
Hairstreak who are finding new locations in
which to breed suggesting Dudley is reversing
the national trend.

And the future? Wildlife will go on in Dudley with
so many ‘safe pairs of hands’ taking an active
interest but my hope is the newsletter will
receive articles of others’ experiences in your

metropolitan boroughs and rural districts
throughout the branch territory. It's already
happening in Stoke but what about ......... ?

* Richard Southwell

Trip to Kazakhstan July 12 —29 2004

While we were waiting at Frankfurt airport for
our flight to Almaty, the major city and former
capital of Kazakhstan, the seven of us who had
opted for this year’s trip abroad shared notes
about other people’s reactions to the prospect.
Most people had no idea where Kazakhstan
was or that it was a country the size of Western
Europe. But perhaps the most telling response,
reported by Mike Wiliams, was the stark
guestion, ‘Why? Now, looking back at our
seventeen days spent in the steppes and
mountains of Central Asia, | feel sure that all of
us, in our own ways, could convince the most
hardened sceptic of the virtues of Kazakhstan.

When we arrived at Almaty it was 10.0 pm local
time and after meeting Vladimir, our guide for
the trip, we were ushered into the first of many
small buses of uncertain vintage, diesel-
smelling bone-shakers which were robust
enough to go virtually anywhere, on or off-road.
Then we drove for two hours into the night, first
through the sprawling city and its suburbs and
then in increasingly lower gears high into the

Tien Shan (translated from the Chinese as ‘The
Celestial Mountains’) to the ski hotel at
Cimbulak where we were to spend the night.
For me, thereafter, this sense of being on the
move never ceased. For the first time on one of
these Green Tours we were going to explore
both the Tien Shan, in the south of the country
bordering Kyrgyzstan and Uzbekistan, and the
Altai, further north and east bordering Siberia,
Mongolia and China and because of this there
would be a lot of travelling. Thus the trip took on
the character of an expedition, or as Vladimir
put it, ‘a gipsy journey’, which seemed
appropriate in a country where in pre-Soviet
times the people were largely nomadic.

On our first morning patterns were set. Vladimir
made sure we kept to schedule; breakfast was
at 8.00 sharp and we were away at 9.00.
Though breakfasts varied, our first one
contained items such as tomato and cucumber,
strips of cheese, Swiss roll and a kind of rye
bread cut into unaccountably small pieces,
which were not only breakfast staples but turned



up at lunch and dinner too. Overall, the food
prepared by our Tien Shan Kazakhi cook and
our Altai ‘Russian’ one was very good and
distinguished by the use of a wide variety of
herbs.

We were blessed with bright sunshine for our
first morning in the mountains above
Cimbulak. Climbing to 3000 metres, the
distant glaciers glistened and the flora was
spectacular, especially the salvias. Within
minutes Vladimir had spotted a Lammergeier
perched on a crag. As it warmed up butterflies
appeared, joining the small day-flying moths in
the still air. My first impression was of the
number of common British species present
such as Peacock, Small Tortoiseshell ,
Small Copper, Large and Green-veined
Whites and Orange Tip. Then there was a
sprinkling of Continental butterflies like Niobe
Fritillary, Eastern Bath White and Eastern
Clouded Yellow. However, for me, it was the
Asian ones that caught my eye. The
wonderfully named Boloria generator was one
of my stars of the trip, a small brilliant orange
fritillary with minimal black markings on its
upper wings. | also took a fancy to a beautiful
little copper, Polycaena tamerlana, with single
white spots on its upper forewings. Exotic by
European standards was an Asian heath,
Coenonympha sunbecca, a wraith-like
creature with bold white markings on pale
grey. There were high expectations of seeing
some of the local species of Apollo and we
were not disappointed to find the magnificent
Parnassius delphius with blue spots at the
lower edges of its hindwings. Settling among
rocks between short hops, this butterfly
seemed to behave more like a grayling than
an Apollo. At lunch time the cloud began to
build up setting a pattern for the weather in the
Tien Shan in the days that followed.

That afternoon we started our overnight train
journey to Dzhabagly, four hundred miles west
of Almaty, by spotting Rollers, Bee-eaters and
Lesser Grey Shrikes on the telegraph wires.
During the next four days it seemed that we
had the pristine mountain wilderness of the
Aksu-Dzhabagly nature reserve entirely to
ourselves. After a day at the stunning Aksu
Canyon and surrounding area where we saw
three species each of eagle and vulture
among other raptors, and butterflies such as
Hungarian Glider, Ripart’s Anomalous Blue
and a distinctive Asian wall brown,
Lasiommata eversmanni which was as
ubiquitous as Eversmann the taxonomist in
these parts, we headed for the mountain
house where we spent three nights. For me,

this part of our journey was memorable for the
mountain ascents on horseback and by the
extraordinarily rich alpine meadows. At higher
altitudes several species of tulip were still in
flower and one of the ultra-rare local
specialities, Primula minkwitzae, a tiny pink
primrose which grows in rock crevices. At
lower levels the glowing orbs of purple, white
and pink alliums stretched away as far as the
eye could see, while up at 3000 metres,
brilliant against the snow patches, were drifts
of bright orange Globe Flower.

Having seen bear prints and dung on our way
to the mountain house, while we were there
we were privileged to see one of the sixty
resident Isabelline Brown Bears feeding high
up on the mountainside. On another occasion,
also with the aid of a telescope, Vladimir
counted twenty-six Siberian Ibex. Closer at
hand we saw Red Marmot, while in the house
itself we were entertained by the delightful,
resident Forest Dormouse.

My favourite butterfly images of this area were
the freshly emerged Cardinals nectaring on
pink scabious with their green suffused
hindwings and pale green underwings with
their distinctive light crimson flush, and my first
encounter with False Comma and Yellow-
legged Tortoiseshell which reawakened
childhood memories of at last finding the
elusive Large Tortoiseshell. After our
precipitous ascent to the Ukkun Kaindi Pass,
in the saddle, the Apollo-fanciers were
delighted to catch and identify the superb
Parnassius maximinus, broadly similar to
delphius. This took place against a dizzying
backdrop of glaciated peaks soaring to nearly
5000 metres, perhaps the lepidopterist’'s
ultimate mountain experience !

As we flew north-east to Ust-Kemenogorsk to
begin our Altai adventure, the rain clouds
dispersed and the steppe-desert below could
be clearly seen . Vladimir described Ust as a
‘Siberian’ town and it had a more ‘Russian’
than Kazakhi population. In fact, this country
is ethnically very complex because of Stalin’s
‘redistribution’ policies in the thirties. In Ust |
had a strong sense of the former Soviet
regime with lots of concrete buildings, either in
the process of going up or coming down; we
suspected mainly the latter.

Next morning after meeting our ‘Russian’ team
we climbed into two smaller but no less
rugged vehicles and departed for the
Kalbinskiy Hills. These hills rise to about 1800



metres and from a distance look parched and
barren. Up close there is a rich and colourful
flora with plenty of butterflies as we discovered
at a little place we dubbed ‘the gully’ where
over 35 species were congregated. The
smaller fritillaries were a special feature —
Twin-spot, Lesser Marbled, Glanville,
Spotted, Knapweed and Nickerl’s. We also
saw plenty of ordinary Apollos. The fresh
Amanda’s Blues were eye-catching and |
was pleased to get close enough to
photograph a Yellow-legged Tortoiseshell.

Our first night in this region provided us with
one of the most surreal experiences of the trip.
We stayed at a large former Soviet biological
research station which was gently
disintegrating and seemingly doing service as
an ersatz holiday camp superintended by
some formidable Russian matriarchs.
Needless to say, ‘Butlins’ became its name.
Here we had at our disposal the usual earth
closets plus a communal one and an outdoor
metal trough for washing in where, for my
taste, the sort of nipple-release water
dispenser was no match for the free flow of a
mountain stream.

A memorable stop on the next leg of our
journey through the hills was at a roadside
yourta, the traditional Kazakhi tent made of
hides, which among other things provided
curdled mare’'s milk to thirsty travellers.
Against my better judgement, | was persuaded
to sample it. My forebodings underestimated
the experience. The phrase that came to mind
was ‘the quintessence of vomit’. Vladimir said
that my mistake was to taste it, | should have
knocked it straight back like vodka. However,
there were consolations at this unlikely spot.
Behind the earth closet with its collapsed roof |
found a crowd of nectaring white admirals, the
Asian species Limenitis helmanni. Nearby
were Hungarian Gliders and Map completing
this study in black and white. The little
roadside stream had attracted a lot of
butterflies, Mallow and Orbed Red
Underwing Skipper, Holly Blue, Wood
White, Apollo and plenty of fresh Chequered
Blues with their bold underside markings.

Before taking a ferry across a vast lake, which
was strangely reminiscent of the West Coast
of Scotland, we made a desert stop,
particularly to see the Zaissan Toad-headed
Agama, a lizard, the male of which was
fearless in guarding its territory thus allowing
us some close-up photos.

| think all of us enjoyed staying at Mimyr,
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which was our last stop before ascending the
Altai Mountains. Here we were accommodated
in yourtas, a shack and a converted railway
carriage while Olga our excellent, and it must
be said, beautiful cook, combined forces with
our hostess to produce a lovely evening meal,
starting with borsch.

Our ascent into the Altai was via the notorious
Austrian Road. By any standards, this was not
a road. In parts it was a boulder-strewn
mountain stream bed and in other parts a
guagmire; nowhere was it better than a very
rough track. It was estimated that we travelled
up it at an average of six miles per hour. Its
name derived from the Austrian prisoners who
built it during The Great War because the Tsar
wanted the delectable fish from Lake
Markakol, twenty miles from the Chinese
border, transported to his table. Our
destination too was Markakol and our first
butterfly stop was at the Burkhat Pass. My
impulse on arriving here was to climb to the
top of a crudely cairned hill and take pictures
of the mountain panorama. This done, |
noticed two, presumably male, Swallowtails
hilltopping. Some other butterflies enjoying the
ample nectar were Small pearl-bordered and
Mountain Fritillary and two attractive Asian
fritillaries Melitea arcesia and Issoria eugenia
which as the name suggests is a relative of
the Queen of Spain Fritillary ( seen
frequently during the trip) and has striking dark
green and spangled underwings. This was the
only place we saw Purple-edged Copper and
it was here that | began my attempts to get a
good picture of the skittish Asian erebia,
theano which with its orange barred wings is
like nothing in Europe.

Given the average age of our group, sleeping
on the ground in tents while the temperature
dropped to near freezing that night was fairly
challenging. Unforgettable, however, was
sitting around a driftwood fire on the riverbank
drinking vodka under the brilliant stars while
Vladimir extolled the elements and the joy of
living in the moment. | must have been
suitably mindful the following morning as |
managed to find a single Violet Copper, a tiny
butterfly in rapid decline in Europe. That day
on the Austrian Road was bright and clear
affording fabulous views of the mountain
scenery at the Pass of Alatay and luring blues,
fritillaries and whites to the water’s edge at the
rivers and streams we passed. At one such
place | was surprised at the sheer size of the
Tessellated Skipper, one of the largest of the
European ‘grizzleds’.






