NORWAY - Lista wetland, Farsund
Anthony Toole
The first bird I saw was one I had often heard, but never before seen, a grasshopper
warbler. And there it was, perched in someone's hand, waiting~ for me to photograph.
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I had arrived in Kristiansand, with companions, Miriam and Angela, after a
comfortable, two-hour Wideroe flight from Stansted. We were driven by our hosts,
Pal and Jonas to Lista lighthouse, on the south-west tip of Norway, where we were to
spend the next three nights. Our accommodation consisted of the latter of two
apartments, appropriately named Skarven (Cormorant) and Myrsnipa (Dunlin), in the
former assistant lighthouse keeper's house.

During the middle decades of the 19th century, Lista was the site of three lighthouses,
making it the biggest complex in the world. Improved technology led to the
redundancy of two of the towers, and the remaining buildings are now dedicated to the
monitoring and study of migrating birds. Indeed, this is one of the best birding sites in
Norway, with more than 340 species recorded here.
The day dawned with thick mist and drizzle, so we did not rush over breakfast. We
then strolled over to the bird ringing iaboratory, where Ruben from Spain and Paulina
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from Mexico had been busy since 4.20 am, hanging mist nets and recording statistics
of the captured birds. A dozen small bags, agitating incessantly, hung from a coat
rack. So far, Ruben and Paulina had sexed, weighed and measured more than twenty
birds, almost all of which were willow warblers, with a single wheatear and solitary
blackcap. We just happened to arrive as they were handling their first grasshopper
warbler. Later, they added a wood warbler to the total. The previous day, they had
handled 43 birds, including a spotted flycatcher, whitethroat, redstart, robin and
dunnock. Ruben concluded that a swing of the wind to the north-west had temporarily
arrested the northerly migration of this flock of willow warblers.

This strong wind off the sea was now clearing the mist, so we left the lab, just in time
to see a sparrowhawk flying over the nets. We continued to an observation platform
adjacent to the visitors' car park, which gave an elevated view across the glacial
boulder landscape. Over the next hour, we saw redshanks and oystercatchers
pecking in the shallows, shelduck and eiders bobbing on the swell and a barnacle
goose and several pairs of gannets flying determinedly north. A whimbrel and a
meadow pipit explored a nearby grassy patch, a female merganser slept among the
boulders, and a large .Q,ock.,ofgolden plovers and a smaller one of dunlin flew past.
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Jonas, himself an expert birder, now took us over to the coast hide, to the west of the
lighthouse. The original hide, he informed us, only had space for three people and had
to be entered by an awkward climb through the window. This new hide was much

more impressive. The window was completely open to the sea, with the seating three
metres back. The result, Jonas assured us, was that, though the wind might be strong,
any rain it carried never reached birders on the seats. For three hours each morning,
the hide's use was restricted
to a team of bird Cl·counters...CThen _it was open to the public.
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A wheatear and a white wagtail hopped among the boulders over which barn
swallows and sand martins swooped and a small flock of linnets continually rose
and settled. Cormorants and a shag flew past, and farther out to sea, a great skua
and a pair of Arctic skuas were clearly visible through Jonas's telescope.
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Much of the coastline around and to the south-east of Lista, together with a series of
inland lakes, constitute a wetland of international importance under the Ramsar
convention. On our way to visit a couple of these, we paused for an hour at the Lista
Nature Museum, in the nearby town of Borhaug. This was the almost accidental yet
amazing creation of Tor Hansen and his wife, Theresa. As a boy, Tot developed an
interest in taxidermy, which he developed using dead birds he found on the beaches.
When neighbours began to bring him further specimens, he collection grew beyond its
bounds, and he moved into his present premises. Over the years, Tor and Theresa have
amassed a huge collection, which is housed in very impressive display cases. And the
museum continues to expand.

About four miles from Lista lighthouse, we came to the coastal nature reserve of
Fugelvika, stopping on the way to watch a pair of flying cranes. Several eiders, a
great northern diver and a velvet scoter paddled around a small bay. Notable here
were large numbers of lesser black-backed gulls, Norway's largest colony of which
was to be found on Rauna
Island, which lay about a mile-and-a-half
out to sea.
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Our final visit of the day was to Slevdalsvann, the largest reedbed in Norway. The
tower hide was open to the strong wind, but gave good views over the pools, which
were dotted with coot and tufted ducks. Grey herons stalked the edges, while white
wagtails, lapwings, reed buntings and a hooded crow hoped about the surrounding
scrub and grassy areas.
We spent only the single day birding, and weatherwise, it was not the best. Yet within
this small area, we had seen more than thirty species, enough to confirm the reputation
of Lista as one of Norway's finest birdwatching sites.
Links:
https:llwww.wideroe.no/en
https:/ Iwww.visitnorway.com/places-to-go/southem-norway/farsund-listalthings-todollista-lighthouse-birdwatchers-paradisel

