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         THE ATLANTIC FOREST BRAZIL, ANTARCTICA,  
         FALKLANDS, S GEORGIA, TRISTAN DA CUHNA 
                               AND CAPETOWN                                         



This was to be our second trip to Antarctica 

aboard the motor vessel Discovery. We had 

enjoyed last year’s trip enormously, and the 

thought of travelling from Cape Horn to the 

Antarctic Peninsula, The Falklands and S 

Georgia, passing  through Tristan da Cuhna in 

mid Atlantic, before seeing the fair Cape of 

Good Hope and Capetown really wetted the 

appetite.  

Some South American birding was in order 

too, so we planned to fly to Sao Paulo, meet 

up with our American friends, and Gunnar 

Engblom of Kolibri Expeditions and spend twelve days birding the Atlantic Forest. This was to be our 

first real taste of S American birding having spent just a couple of days birding the Mindo Reserve in 

Ecuador last year. 

We focussed on three main areas- Intervales NP 

south of Sao Paulo, Ubatuba a resort town just south 

of Rio De Janeiro, and Itatiaia NP inland and north 

east of Rio. 

We arrived mid morning and it was a 4 hour drive to 

Intervales from Sao Paulo- four that is if you know 

your way around Sao Paulo- five hours if you don’t! 

We picked up Roadside and Savannah Hawks on our 

drive through, but the birding only really started the 

next day, the first of two full days there. Our local 

guide Luis could only speak Portuguese and quite 

incredibly only knew the birds by their Latin names so it was a mad scramble for the bird book when 

we saw something Gunnar didn’t recognise with much pointing and back slapping when the correct 

page was turned . There were lots of good birds here and every one a lifer- Maroon-bellied Parakeet, 

Pileated, Scaly-headed, and Blue bellied Parrots, Short-tailed and Long-trained Nightjars. Plenty of 

hummers- Scale-throated and Dusky-throated Hermits, Racket-tailed Coquette, Glittering-bellied 

Emerald, Violet-capped Woodnymph, and 

Brazilian Ruby. The forest trails were level and 

easy paced. We enjoyed our first ever 

Toucans- Saffron Toucanet and Red-breasted 

Toucan. Lots of Foliage Gleaners , 

Woodcreepers and even Sharp-tailed 

Streamcreeper .  Brilliant views of Swallow-

tailed Cotinga with her chicks on the nest . The 

difficult to track down Bare-faced Bellbird was 

finally spotted high in the canopy.  It was easy 

to go into over load here. Many Antbirds, 



Tyrant Flycatchers , Tanagers and Euphonias  

later, it was time to leave  for our four night stay 

in Ubatuba.  En route we stopped at the Biritiba 

Mirim Marsh where we found an undescribed 

form of Marsh Antwren and then onward past 

the wonderfully scenic coastline to our pleasant 

hotel in the middle of town.  

We visited several sites around Ubatuba- an 

overgrown cocoa plantation, Fohla Seca and 

Corcovada and the next day Fazenda Angelim 

and Fazenda Capricorni. Day three we  caught up 

on some missing species and headed further 

along the coast to the little resort of Paraty for lunch. 

More good hummers on our stay here- the endemic Saw-billed Hermit and Sombre Hummingbird, 

Tail-banded Hornero, Pallid Spinetail, Spot-breasted Antvireo, Unicoloured Antwren, Scaled Antbird, 

Black-cheeked Gnateater- the list of endemics 

seemed endless. Endemic  Brazilian , Azure-

shouldered, and Golden -chevroned Tanagers- 

OK that’s enough-  I will stop now. 

Our last morning saw us visit a very pleasant 

spot –the Itamambuca Eco reserve before 

heading off for Rio. It seemed to be an 

interminably long drive and we had to abandon 

the idea of sightseeing ,simply driving along the 

famous beaches. Where were all those long-

legged Brazilian beauties? Most Brazilian women 

I saw were short, fat and ugly!  . It was late 

afternoon, caught in the Rio rush hour it took us another four hours to reach Itatiaia. Our American 

friends were not amused!!  Another four night stay at the Hotel Simon. Two full days birding on the 

Tres Picos trail, a day on the Agulhas Negras road in the high altitude area of the park and a morning 

birding the Pedra do Bau road before driving back to 

Sao Paulo. 

I will just mention a couple of the birds seen here- 

Dusky-legged Guan gave us great views as it 

wandered down a trail close to the hotel- 

unconcerned at our presence. Itatiaia Thistletail and 

Araucaria Tit-Spinetail showed well, Grey-capped 

Tyrannulet and Serra do Mar Tyrannulet-both 

endemics passed through in a flock. Velvety Black 

Tyrant showed on the forest fringe. Burnished Buff 



and Green-headed Tanagers came in to the fruit 

feeders. 

 I Liked Hotel Simon. It was old and gracious with 

wonderful grounds and a great view over the 

forest- what a shame that it was practically 

empty. And so ended our first real taste of South 

American birding. We bade our farewells to 

everyone in Sao Paulo and flew down to Ushuaia 

We arrived here with a day to spare so we could 

bird Tierra del Fuego National Park and call in at 

the Ushuaia rubbish tip.  Rubbish tips are always 

great. We found Black-chested Buzzard-Eagle, White-throated, Southern Crested  and Chimango 

Cararcaras and even a ringed Kingfisher.  

We enjoyed the dramatic landscape of Tierra del Fuego . We found Crested Duck, Yellow-billed 

Pintail and Great Grebe. Land birds were few and 

far between- we found some Upland Geese and a 

few Sierra finches but an hour’s solid search could 

not produce a Magellanic Woodpecker. 

We were welcomed aboard the Discovery like 

long lost friends- all the crew remembered us. 

How are you Sir Kenneth our cabin boy said to me. 

The Drake passage was really rough this time 

around, making photography difficult.- but there 

was lots to shoot at- Sub Antarctic Skuas and 

South American Terns in harbour and many 

different plumaged Wanderers, Southern Royals 

Black-Browed and Grey-headed Albatrosses all the way across. We spent only three days on the 

Peninsula this time, landing at Half Moon Island for great views of the Chinstraps, passing through 

Antarctic Sound again and failing once again to land at 

Hope Bay. We headed on to Point Wild and cruised 

past Elephant Island . We could see the cross erected 

on the shoreline commemorating the spot where 

Shackleton’s men overwintered underneath their boat 

before finally being rescued by Shackleton who had 

travelled to South Georgia in an open boat to find 

help.  

After a day at sea we arrived off West Point in the 

Falklands where we hoped to visit a Black-browed 

Albatross colony. We were bitterly disappointed when 

once again gale force winds prevented us from 

landing. We sailed to New Island and the Jason Islands 



getting reasonably close to another Albatross 

colony but no landing was possible and we made 

our way to Port Stanley . 

Fiercely British, right down to their red postboxes, 

the Falklands were a real treat. We met and 

chatted to people who had helped the British army 

during the Falkands war and we were really made 

to feel at home: the cruise line trade is big business 

for the Islanders. 

You have to go off road to reach all the penguin 

colonies. The Rockhoppers we were told had 

recently moved out to sea so went to see the King 

Penguins instead . We closely followed a muddy track in the fleet of Landrovers provided. We could 

still see cordoned off areas where the Argentinians had planted landmines.  Unless you can be 100% 

certain of removing all mines, you have to 

restrict entry, and because these mines were 

made of plastic, flailing tactics are used to 

explode the mines but you can never be 

certain that you haven’t missed one 

somewhere. 

Back before lunch we walked along the 

shoreline admiring the view and watching the 

incredible flightless Steamer Ducks doing their 

“paddle-steamer” thing- it’s incredible how 

quickly they can move when they want to.  

We found a private tour in the afternoon 

which took us round the headlands to a 

Gentoo colony and then a quick tour of town before heading back to the jetty and the “Discovery” 

We headed on to South Georgia.  The seas between the Falklands and S Georgia are incredibly 

productive. There were huge flocks of Prions, diving Petrels, Storm Petrels and Fulmars. We arrived 

at Grytviken early in the morning and realised almost at once that there was going to be no way we 

would be able to get on shore. The wind seemed to reach hurricane force, so strong that it flattened 

the waves leaving little ripples as it gusted towards the shore. We hove to for a hour hoping against 

hope that the front would pass us by but we sadly had to leave without putting a foot on S Georgia. 

And so we headed out into the Atlantic heading east towards Tristan da Cunha three days sailing 

away . Tristan Da Cunha lies in the middle of the Atlantic-3360 kilometres from South America and 

2816 kilometres from South Africa. In 1961 a volcanic eruption forced the evacuation of the entire 

population to the UK but most families returned in 1963 ( I wouldn’t want to live in the UK either!!) 

Today just 271 inhabitants sharing just seven surnames live on the Islands which in 2005 were given 

the United kingdom postcode TDCU 1ZZ.  



Birding was good during the crossing with the 

highlight being a Sooty Albatross which flew 

briefly around the boat before disappearing as 

quickly as he had arrived. The day before arrival 

we picked up our first Tristan Albatross and they 

followed the boat when we left half way back to 

South Africa following the boat for a full two 

days. 

We cruised past Inaccessible Island at 6.00 in the 

morning with its 7 million pairs of a variety of 

Albatross, Petrels and Penguins. 

We had been incredibly unlucky with our landings on this trip and Tristan was to prove no exception. 

Once again gale force winds prompted the Captain to decide against unloading the tenders. This 

however didn’t stop the Islanders from using their own boats and boarding with some difficulty to 

sell us their wares. Tristan postage stamps and first day covers seemed to be the favourite- they sold 

everything they had with them.    

And so we left the small village of Edinburgh- the 

remnants of the lava flow still very visible close to 

the edge of town, on the last leg of our trip and 

another 3 days at sea before arriving in Cape Town. 

 More good sea birding was to be had with lots of 

Leach’s Storm petrels around the boat the day 

before our arrival. 

We were outside the 200 mile limit as darkness fell 

and I needed this bird for my Southern African list. 

Please let them still be there at dawn I quietly 

whispered. On deck while almost still dark I quickly checked all round the boat- not a Storm-Petrel in 

sight. It was to be another 4 years before I saw them again on board the Symphony on its way up to 

Walvis Bay. 

It was an emotional moment arriving back in Cape 

Town- being high on the deck gave you a different 

perspective as that all too familiar shoreline and 

harbour hove into sight. We were greeted by one 

of the tugs blasting its water cannon high into the 

air.  So all that remained was for us to make our 

way back to the airport for our flight to 

Johannesburg. 

We were sorry to see the Discovery go after 

another fantastic trip sailing half way round the 

world. 


