
 

 

Tamborine Mountain Natural History Association Bird Walk Report 

 

18th September 2013   SPRING WALK IN PLUNKETT RESERVE 
Plunkett Reserve, not far west of the Tamborine-Beenleigh Road, is a large but rather 
ordinary area of unwanted farmland and old forestry country that runs between 
Tamborine and Logan Village. It consists mostly of mixed eucalypt, acacia and Casuarina 
woodland with ironbark ridges, rocky outcrops and a bit of dry rainforest along the creek 
lines. Good for bird watching and horse riding and not much else. 

 
Hot and dry for much of 
the year, in spring it gains 
a brief glory from 
wildflowers and birds 
intent on creating and 
raising the next 
generation. This is why 
the Tamborine Mountain 
birdos like to descend 
occasionally from their 
lush rainforest heights 
and hike along the many 
confusing Plunkett trails 
in search of our 
particular idea of 
excitement. 



 

 

The September bird walk offered quite a bit of excitement. Led by Julie, only eight of us 
– Pat, Ros, Jim, Marg, Jeff, David and new member Jenny – set off at 6.30 am (picking up 
Jenny from the Cedar Creek hall on the way) and enjoyed a glorious morning drive down 
the mountain. Everything was fresh and sparkling after two days of very welcome rain.  
It did seem sad not to have Susan with us. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
We left a couple of the cars in the tiny space near the forest entrance and took the other 
two round the corner a couple of kilometres, so we only had to walk the track one way. 
Once we started along the track we were immediately aware of all the small honeyeaters in 
the treetops above us, plus some very vocal Noisy Friarbirds and Orioles in full song. 
Breeding season was indeed upon us!   

The planned walk is only about three kilometres 
but as usual we travelled at about lkm per hour 
because it proved full of interest.  
Highlights included Leaden Flycatchers closely 
tending a nest (with several other pairs of these 
pretty birds obviously nesting nearby) and  
   a pair of Common Bronzewings also nesting     
We don’t see these pigeons all that often in our 
part of the world but on that day they were 
EVERYWHERE. Not in flocks, just breeding pairs, 
very busy and active and often feeding along the 
roads. Pat was excited when we found a pair of 
her beloved Speckled Warblers. 
When we’d done with this part of Plunkett, and 
ferried ourselves back to our starting point thanks 
to the two big Inglis and Eller 4WDs, we had smoko 
and debated the merits of cheap versus expensive 
binoculars.  

   
                                                        Busy birding                                   Lace Monitor (Goanna) 



 

 

                                Jenny 

Then we drove the short distance to another part of 
Plunkett and did our second short walk of the day. This was 
through very similar forest and didn’t yield much in the way 
of different birds, though we got a White-bellied Cuckoo-
shrike and Julie saw a Channel-billed Cuckoo – the first for 
the season. 
Jenny left us at this stage to return home while the rest of 
us went on to Logan Village where we had lunch in the park 
opposite the pub. This park has been recently up-graded and 
has some really excellent picnic shelters, like miniature 
bandstands and well-equipped with benches, tables and 
barbecues. This location was cunningly chosen by Julie so 

she and Pat could get a beer from the pub. David and Ros joined them. Amazingly, nobody 
took advantage of the nearby ice cream shop as well! 
Pat managed to throw her perfectly good James 
Boag draught all over Julie but it was a good lunch 
all the same. 
After lunch we made a couple of brief stops. One at 
the end of Pine View Way (grandly named but still a 
small country dead-end road) yielded a Black-faced 
Monarch & an Eastern Yellow Robin sitting on a nest    
The others at Clutha Creek, yielded a Brown Falcon   
a Wedge-tailed Eagle and a few smaller birds. Pat 
thought she nearly stepped on a snake but it turned out to be a stick! 

Then it was on to the climax of the day – the lakes and 
wetlands at Riemore Downs.  
After a quick cuppa we began our usual anti-clockwise 
circumlocution of the lakes, with a frustrating glimpse of a 
rail which couldn’t be positively identified but was probably 
a Buff-banded.   As always, Purple Swamp Hens were 
everywhere.  
Then, for the first time in all our years of birding as a 
group, we encountered some unpleasantness.   
A man in one of the lakeside houses came down and abused 

us for walking on his property.   We tried to explain that we had permission from the 
original developer to bird on Riemore and that we were very careful to keep to the 
waterline and not go anywhere near his boundary fence.   Whereupon he said that his 
property extended to the waterline, or at least the red pegs (only one of these and hidden 
in the grass) despite the fence being halfway up the bank.  In the end we gave up trying to 
reason with someone who obviously needs anger management counselling and went round 
the lake in the other direction which got us to the wetlands on Tom Yore’s land, which 
was our main objective anyway. 
 



 

 

 
 

We were soon consoled for our 
unpleasant encounter by seeing three 
Latham’s Snipe – again, the first of 
the season.    The wetlands were 
wonderful as usual and yielded lots of 
birds, though nothing out of the 
ordinary.   Also a fairly large Red-
bellied Black snake right in our path – 
definitely not a stick this time and not 
too happy when Julie took a pic of 
him (or her).  
 

Pat and Julie thought they heard a bittern but it turned out to be the call of the 
ubiquitous Brush Bronzewing, as Marg was able to prove with her iPhone app.  
What DID we ever do before we all had these apps on our phones or iPods?  
(Though Pat’s isn’t much use because she never remembers to recharge her batteries!!!!). 

It was dusk by the time we packed it in for the day and all agreed it had been a very 
successful one. Pat and Julie went via Palomino Road and past Jenny’s place in the hope 
of seeing some Babblers but, alas, no luck and it was getting too dark anyway. This did, 
however, give us the most glorious view of our dear mountain bathed in the most glorious 
golden-rose evening light. How lucky we are to be able to live and watch birds in such a 
beautiful place that offers such varied surrounding country and habitats. 

 
 
 
 


