
        SABAH BORNEO: JANUARY 9-31, 2018 
 

 By Keith Taylor 
 

            
                                                                                                          Golden-naped Barbet 
 

January 9: Yours truly woke to the sound of the owl hooting alarm at five o'clock on January ninth after sleeping through from nine-thirty on 
the eighth.  The gmail account was inspected after dressing and stowing the iPad. The Mazda left the garage at five forty-five with Pat driving 
me to Martin's home, arriving at five minutes past six. The threesome drove straight to Victoria International where Martin and I proceeded 
immediately to Customs due to having our boarding passes printed online. The line was short and except for having my bag opened to look at 
the flashlight, all went quickly and we were seated at about six-thirty. A conversation was underway about Sabah birding, Martin’s new house 

at the pens, and falconry with checks of the email account and bird study in between.  
 

Air Canada AC 8056 from Victoria was delayed with boarding taking place at eight-fifteen in the morning and finally taking off at eight-forty 
landing in Vancouver at nine o’clock at Gate M. Again boarding passes were in our hands and a quick walk brought us to our departure gate 
for the Hong Kong leg where the Lift Restaurant was patronized and where a delicious scrambled egg breakfast with toast, bacon, sausage, and 
ham meal with endless coffee was enjoyed. Martin paid the bill of forty dollars and fifty-one cents on Visa. It was nine-forty when strolling 
over to our gate and studying birds and discussing the birds on the Crocker Range and at Mount Kinabalu until eleven-fifty. A wait in line 

ensued from ten minutes past twelve until boarding Air Canada AC 7 (seats 28H 28K) at twelve-thirty in the afternoon. The movie "Strong" 

with Jack Gyllenhaal re the explosion victim at the Boston Marathon race was watched soon after seating. The movie was glanced at while 
writing the memoirs from about twelve-eighteen until twelve-thirty. The jet was finally in the air at twelve forty-five, forty-minutes late. The 

stress was being felt and mood was low.  
 

                                 

                Aquarium Vancouver Airport            Hong Kong Airport             Hong Kong Airport                En route to Hong Kong 
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A lunch was served at one thirty-five that consisted of tiny round pellets of pasta, chicken, corn and fava beans with a bun on the side and a 
chocolate brownie for dessert. Bottled water and orange juice were used to wash it down. The first dose of Effexor was taken at one forty-five.  
 

The memoirs were underway once more at four minutes past two with a washroom break thus finishing at two twenty-one. The movie ended 
with tears at two o'clock. Jake was starring in the second movie "Life" that began at two twenty-five with ten hours left in the flight. The movie 
ended at three fifty-eight. It appeared as if we were now heading northwest instead of north across the flat barrens of coastal Alaska. I placed 
my head on my hand and against the bulkhead and slept a great deal of the time until five forty-nine when opening the iPad and checking the 
hour. Seven hours remained in the flight but my mood was much better, always improving after rest and meditation. The birds of Borneo were 
studied at that time until ten minutes past six when selecting a new movie "Dunkirk". A light supper of macaroni with beef sauce and fruit 
arrived at seven o'clock and finished quickly. Dunkirk was still playing after the meal at seven-thirty when visiting the toilet for ten minutes. 
Dunkirk ended at four minutes past eight with five hours left in the flight. Another rest ensued for about a half hour after taking the second 

Effexor then watching "It" that finished at ten fifty-eight. Two hours remained in the flight. A rest ensued at that time until an egg sandwich 
and biscuit and coffee were served at about eleven-fifteen. The rest continued until twelve twenty-two when bringing the memoirs up to date 
and placing them aside at twelve twenty-five. Forty-two minutes remained in the flight and I was beginning to feel sleepy. 
 

The flight set down on the Tarmac at Hong Kong Airport at five-thirty local time as scheduled on the tenth of January due to crossing the 
International Dateline. A rush ensued towards Customs accidentally bypassing the stairway, which cost us ten minutes. Two descending 
stairways brought us to a train that made one stop from where Customs was arrived at in short order. The check was quick and our luggage was 
then hauled on a two-minute walk to the hallway leading to the Regal Airport Hotel, that was easily found after exiting the baggage pick up 
area and after asking one official for directions due to the sign being hidden around a corner. Check-in was fairly quick. Tel + 852 2286 8888 

email regalhotel.com/HongKongAirport!"Our room was settled into at six-twenty where I dialed for a wake up call and set the iPod alarm for 

five the following morning. The iPad was then hooked to Wi-Fi to check the mail and a message sent to Pat. The Mount Kinabalu people 
agreed to my offer of two hundred and twenty-five bucks for the extra night that I had forgotten on the itinerary. The memoirs were updated at 
six fifty-one and mailed off. A hot bath then took place and the lights were turned off after eating a granola bar at seven thirty-five local time. I 

fell asleep instantly.  
 

                                                
     Regal Airport Hotel, Hong Kong            Regal Airport Hotel                        Regal Airport Hotel                       Hong Kong Airport 
 

January 11: Yours truly turned off the lights at seven thirty-five local time (after two am at home) and fell asleep quickly only waking at 
eleven, one and three am. I climbed out of bed at three-thirty due to having plenty of sleep and packed and changed my T-shirt. Martin was 
also awake and after checking the email account and making three failed attempts at creating boarding passes, we decided to leave early and 
have breakfast. Martin was anxious to find the Thai check-in counter so we walked upstairs to the Terminal 1 area and discovered that the 
Thai area was in Terminal 2. After a five-minutes walk using the well-signed halls it was found but no restaurants were open or the Thai 

check-in counter, so we strolled back to Terminal 1 where two Egg McMuffins and a coffee were enjoyed paid with my Visa. Terminal 2 was 
then returned to find the Thai Airways counter open at five-thirty and our boarding passes were secured through to Singapore. The ticket agent 
then told us we would have to return to Terminal 1 for Customs that was passed through very quickly. A long journey then took place, part by 
train, to Gate 40 arriving shortly after six where birding in northern Ecuador was discussed. The first Effexor of the day was taken at that time. 
The day’s memoirs were underway at six forty-six and placed aside at seven o'clock.  

 

The travelers boarded Thai International TG603 at seven-eighteen with seats 33E and 33D occupied at seven twenty-five. The flight finally 
took off at eight forty-five, fifty-five minutes late. The movie "War for the Planet of the Apes" was aired immediately. A breakfast of noodles, 
yogurt, fruit, croissant, and coffee was enjoyed beginning at around nine-fifteen. The movie continued until landing with five or so minutes left 

unseen. Unexpected and fortunately there was an hour's difference between Hong Kong and Bangkok, landing at ten minutes past ten where 
planes were changed. Unexpected again was a long walk to reach our gate with no information board after exiting the plane and the first board 
was bypassed and our steps retraced a good three hundred meters. Again we had to pass through security but arrived at our gate at ten forty-
five the scheduled time for boarding. The memoirs were then brought up to date at ten fifty-three. Thai International TG413 left Bangkok on 
time at eleven-thirty in the morning and landed on time at three in the afternoon. Our seats were 32 B and 32C. A horror movie "Annabelle 
Creation" was airing soon after takeoff but landing took place before it was over. A meal was served at about twelve-twenty that consisted of 
chicken and rice, a coffee flavoured creamy dessert, orange juice, water, and coffee. The flight put down in Singapore at Terminal 1 at two-
fifty in the afternoon. Once on the ground a board was found stating that Air Asia was at Terminal Four not Three, as stated by Sheilah’s travel 

agent. Directions to the terminal were received at an information counter and we were told that a free bus was used to the separated and new 
terminal. A small Customs scanned our bags and directions were then followed to the bus that was located two hundred yards away and well 
sign-posted that delivered us to the building at three forty-five or so. Here an extensive Customs check was passed through quickly, arriving at  
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our gate at around four o'clock. My passport had to be scanned to obtain a Wi-Fi password to send Pat a message re arriving safely. The 
memoirs were then updated finishing at four fifty-six.  
 

Air Asia 179 departed on time at five-thirty with no onboard entertainment. A rest took place both to kill time and because the long day was 
taking its toll. It was seven-thirty when the landing announcement was made and seven forty-two when putting down at Kota Kinabalu. There 
was a baggage scan prior to reaching the exit doors where no one was waiting from the hotel as requested. Martin and I got separated when he 
wandered off looking unsuccessfully for booze. Two fellows just outside the building phoned the hotel and minutes later an unmarked taxi 
arrived hired by the hotel staff that drove us at no cost to the hotel in less than ten minutes. Check-in at the Crown Borneo Hotel Tel +60 (88) 
231768 took ten minutes because the requested two singles bedroom was not ready. Yours truly handed over fifty MR as a refundable deposit 
and ten to pay the new hotel tax. Meanwhile, Martin walked across the street to buy a bottle of booze. Arrangements were made to take us 
back to the airport for eight o'clock; breakfast was served at seven in the hotel. 
 

The room was hot when opening the door but the air conditioning was soon working and after a shower it was delightfully cool. The dreary 
windowless place was less than attractive looking nothing like the photos online. Except for a hole on the ceiling in the shower it was clean and 
adequate for a nights sleep. When the room was occupied, the second Effexor was taken and a change of clothing laid out for tomorrow and the 
dead iPad plugged in for a charge. A half hour of conversation and the lights were switched off shortly after nine pm. I slept well with a few 
urinations and a squat on the toilet at three in the morning. Martin and I were wide-awake at five twenty-three due to jet lag when the memoirs 
were updated by five thirty-two. An hour and a half remained until breakfast. 
 

January 12: Yours truly was awake at five twenty-three when the memoirs were updated and the bag was repacked at five-fifty. Clean clothes 
were domed and we lay in bed until six-forty and walked downstairs with our bags hoping for an earlier breakfast. We were greeted by 

beautiful sunny skies with large cumulus clouds. The temperature was pleasant with low humidity. The fifty MR was returned and Martin and I 
took turns birding around the hotel picking up Barred Dove, Asian Glossy Starling, Eurasian Tree Sparrow, Green Imperial Pigeon, Yellow-
bellied Prinia, and Glossy (Plume-toed) Swift. A less than tasty meal was ordered in the clean and fairly attractive breakfast nook at seven 
o'clock that consisted of cold wieners and baked beans, two poached eggs, two pieces of toast, and cold slaw with too much mayonnaise that 
 

          
Crown Borneo Hotel, Kota Kinabalu 

 

was left on the plate. The instant coffee was terrible. Martin paid the bill of some thirty-eight MR in cash. The driver was waiting and drove us 
to the airport at seven-thirty at no cost, arriving in ten minutes. A stroll took place inside where Martin purchased three hundred American 
dollars worth of Malaysian dollars, some nine hundred MR. No one could direct us to the Hertz office except the woman at the money 
exchange who phoned them at five minutes past eight o'clock. We were told to walk outside towards the new terminal where the Hertz signs 
were found immediately that lead us to the agent waiting some four hundred yards away. Papers were filled in twenty minutes, dents recorded, 
and the Honda was on its way. It was easy following my map but I made one mistake due to not looking at the diagram but a quick U-turn and 
we were back on track in five minutes. Cattle Egrets and Pacific Swallows were seen en route. 

 

               
                       Honda Car Rental                                                    Gunung Alab Motel, Crocker Range  
 

Martin as usual was driving lethargically and we did not reach the Gunung Alab Motel until ten o'clock, three-quarters of an hour slower than 
the typical speed. Many Glossy (Plume-toed) Swifts were building nests under the eves and photos were taken. No one knew about the booking 

and one guy pointed uphill along the Telecom Road located just across the road signed “Taman Banjaran Crocker Sub-Stesen Gn. Alab, 
Tambunan 2 Km” so we assumed some new unit was in place. A presumed Olive-backed Sunbird was seen en route in the open scrubby area 
near the highway. A few units that belonged to what was presumed to be the Yuran Konservasi Taman Banjaran Crocker Range Park were 
located but the drive continued to the end of the road at the towers before turning around. I stopped to ask a worker at the units if they were 
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part of the Gunung Alab Motel and he said no but they were for rent. He showed me the twenty-MR room with two bunk beds and it was nicer 
than the motel with a separated clean bathroom so I called Martin up and we agreed to stay. I paid the fee in cash. There were also larger more 
aesthetic units for three hundred RM but ours was adequate and pleasant, clean, with bright windows. Birding began on a wooden trail where 

we soon got poor looks at what was presumed to be a Temminck's Babbler by call and plumage with white eyeline. A Golden-naped Barbet 
took some time to see with the aid of the tape. Two Mountain Leaf Warblers and a flock of Chestnut-crested Yuhina were next in line. A walk 
up the road towards the towers produced a flock of Grey-throated Babblers, Chestnut-hooded Laughingthrush, Bornean Treepie, Mountain 
Imperial Pigeon, and a male Mugamaki Flycatcher. 
 

        
                Glossy (Plume-toed) Swift                               Telecom Road, Crocker Range                    Yuran Conservasi Taman Banjaran units 
 

It was one o'clock when deciding to go back to the Gunung Alab for lunch Tel +60 19-870 0162 where both of us had pork with rice and a tiny 
bowl of tasteless soup. The coffee was better than this morning's but not great. A bottle of water was consumed as well and Martin had two 
bottles of orange juice. The bill was only thirty-eight MR and I gave Martin twenty. Martin ten purchased six bottles of water for twenty-eight 
MR cash and we drove down to the Rafflesia Centre to find it closed. Three stops were made to walk along the now heavily trafficked road 
hearing a few Red-crowned Barbets. 
 

      
           Yuran Conservasi Taman Banjaran                                               Bunkbeds                                                          orchid 

 

Our night's accommodation was then returned to where the road was walked again seeing little. The sunshine had turned to overcast with a few 
sprinkles. We returned to our room and wrote down the day’s species between four-thirty and four fifty-eight. The memoirs were underway at 
four fifty-eight and completed at five thirty-three. A walk ensued down the road afterward as the light was beginning to dim with nothing seen. 
The clouds had drifted off once again with billowing clouds. A wait ensued on the porch from about six o'clock to six-thirty when it was dark 
enough for the frogmouth and any owl species to call. The caretaker had said that Bornean Frogmouths came to the lights around our 

accommodations and a patient wait took place until seven o'clock with a short walk uphill to the other lights seeing and hearing nothing. The 
tape was played several times for the frogmouth without receiving a response. It was seven-fifteen or so when driving back to Gunung Alab for 
two hamburger suppers that included fried egg, chili sauce, mustard, and ketchup all washed down with two cups of coffee. A package of thin 
chocolate wavers served as dessert. The bill was thirty-nine MR that Martin paid in cash. Another check for the frogmouths took place when 
returning to the four bunk-bed accommodation at about eight o'clock with a walk up the road playing the tape along the way hearing nothing. 
The alarm on the iPod was set for six in the morning and the second dose of Effexor was taken at eight-twenty followed with a shower only to 
find no towel. The extra blanket on Martin's bunk was used to dry my hair the rest of the moisture just with body heat. The memoirs were 
underway at nine o'clock and polished of at nine-fifteen.  
 

January 13:  It was obvious that Martin was wide-awake at five o'clock as I was after eight hours of sleep. We decided to get dressed and walk  
up the road in the dark with a sliver of moon and some light showing on the horizon to light the way. No nocturnal or diurnal birds were heard 
well after the horizon was showing the promise of another sunny day. A few birds began to sing just before it was light enough to see birds in 
the thick foliage, but well after what could be termed a dawn chorus. The first new bird was a Little Cuckoo-Dove followed with a fly-by 
Ruddy Cuckoo-Dove. Birding was very slow. The accommodation was passed while walking downhill hearing what was presumed to be a 
covey of Red-breasted Hill Partridge and seeing two distant smallish accipiter-like raptors that may have been Besra. A very large flock of 
Chestnut-hooded and Sunda Laughingthrushes flashed past and were eventually seen well. Two large flocks of Eyebrowed Thrushes flew high 
overhead. A quick walk up the hill was fruitless and the decision was to drive to the forest along Highway 500. A large buteo-like raptor flew 

off the edge of the road that was very dark on the mantle and appeared to be dark underneath as well, at least the rear portion. An obvious 
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white band crossed the base of the tail looking narrow because of the acute angle.  The only conclusion was Mountain Serpent-Eagle. Two 
rather useless stops   
 

           "" "" "
          Yuran Boardwalk        Ear-spot Squirrel                                                 Crocker Range Vegetation 
 

                        
                                     Moth                                      Kadydid     Long-horned Beetle           Gray-chinned Minivet           Gray Wagtail 
 

were made along the highway before hitting a productive strip of forest edge a kilometer or so before reaching the Rafflesia Centre. Those seen 

included both cuckoo-doves again, Mountain Imperial Pigeon, Mountain Barbet, a fly across the road Long-tailed Broadbill, Temminck's 
Sunbird, Black-capped White-eye, Sunda Cuckooshrike, Grey-chinned Minivet, Bornean Whistler, Black-throated Babbler, and White-throated 
Fantail. 

        
                                Highway 500 Crocker Range                                       Rafflesia Centre                               Petronas Gas Station 
 

It was heading for ten o'clock when driving off along Highway 500 towards Ranau and Mount Kinabalu Park. Some fifteen kilometers from 
reaching Ranau a large broad winged swift was seen flying low close to the road that was seen very well by yours truly if only by the naked 
eye. The bird was gliding and seldom flapping its wings. The upperparts were entirely black and the underneath was also dark nut showing a 
pale mantle patch or white undertail. The tail was slightly forked. This was certainly a Waterfall Swift, an extremely rare bird. Martin was his 
usual self just driving onward with no knowledge that fantastic birding takes place between destinations; in fact the most productive birding is 
road birding due to birds being easily seen at the open edges. His intention was not to waste a minute in getting to his first cup of coffee. I was 
feeling rather sick to my stomach for not having the opportunity to experience this rarity and to confirm its identity with certainty.  
 

Mount Kinabalu Park came into sight at about twelve-forty due to some construction and rough patches along Highway 500 beginning some 
thirty kilometers before Ranau. Highway 22 was in excellent shape but still full of twists and turns. The Reception Centre was first in line 
where Martin paid the extra night at the Peak Lodge Bungalow at a price of two hundred and twenty-two dollars, the new thirty MR tourist tax, 
and papers were signed. Tel: 60168383525 orEmailelvina.jallis@suterasanctuarylodges.com.my"Check-in was not until one o'clock so we 
drove around the one-way circle to reach the Balsam Cafe only to find that it was attained via a set of descending stairs from the reception 
centre. Martin was about to park in a no parking zone that could have resulted in a tow but insisted to ask some woman if it was possible. I 
interrupted telling him he couldn't park on the double yellow lines and he got totally pissed off simply because the last parking spot had a 
moderately deep pothole. He then told me we needed more cash and I explained that I knew we needed about three hundred for the first two 

places but that no more were really required. He seemed to be stressed over just paying and signing forms for the room. Despite this we walked 
downstairs to the buffet and stuffed ourselves on rice, pork, vegetables, desserts and coffee breaking the day's fast. The bill was about to be 
paid and the credit card machine was not working. I refused to pay cash and lied that I had none and arrangements were made to pay the fifty-
five MR bill with Visa at the Reception Centre. This was done at one o'clock while Martin remained in the cafe. The room was ready and I 
received the key paying the fifty MR cash deposit that was returned at check-out. Back at the café, Martin was informed that our room was  
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ready and we drove to our bungalow and dropped our bags. A black phase Oriental Magpie Robin was seen en route. The dirty socks and 
underwear were left to soak in the sink and my coat and jeans hung in the closet. Photos were taken of the lovely place. We then headed up to 
the Timpohon Gate to walk the Bukit Alar trail only to find it closed due to a slide. A stroll then took place down to the gate seeing a Pale-

faced Bulbul feeding close by that was photographed, as were tame Kinabalu Squirrels at the gate itself. No one was now able to pass the gate 
without a guide. The Honda was pulled over at the next trail that was also closed then beside the power station where several fruiting trees 
were attracting a host of species. These included: Ashy Drongo, a Golden-naped Barbet that was feeding low and presented several minutes of 
photograph time, a male Indigo Flycatcher, an Asian Fairy Bluebird, and a male Mugamaki Flycatcher that was photographed. The 
Mempening Trail was then strolled for a half hour seeing nothing. 
 

             
                Mount Kinabalu                       Kinabalu Park Entrance                                               Peak Bungalows 
 

                    
                                                                                                 Our Peak Bungalow 
 

Martin was in need of a coffee and wished to sit on the balcony of the Liwagu Restaurant. Visa again was not working here. Two coffees were 
served that were sipped while Temminck's Sunbirds fed overhead. Afterward, I argued to pay the twenty MR bill with Visa and we did so at 

the office. Mount Kinabalu was visible above the clouds at this time and photographed both with the camera and the iPad. We then drove to a 
stream at the Salau-Salau Trail where I almost twisted my ankle. A Bornean Whistling-Thrush was photographed on the road. It was now six-
thirty and time for supper. Martin was not interested in eating but I filled a plate with rice, beef stew, curly noodles and tomato sauce, and 
vegetables followed with bread pudding and a coffee. The bill of sixty-five MR was paid on Visa at the reception Centre. It was now dark and 
Martin was ready for booze. I got out at the gate to our accommodation and walked to the Liwagu Restaurant where the only Wi-Fi was found 
and emailed Pat and sent the photos of the mountain to her and Charles Harper. A half hour walk then took place along the circular road lined 
with overhead lights looking for Grey Nightjars while playing the tape occasionally as well as listening for owls. The chalet was reoccupied at 
eight-fifteen or so when a cold shower took place and the socks, underwear and one T-shirt were washed. The iPod and Martin's camera battery 

were charged then the beginning of the charge on the iPad. The memoirs were underway at eight forty-two while sitting in the kitchen where 
the outlets were found.   
 

       
     Stairway to Balsam Café                                                    Balsam Café                                                                    Liwagu Restaurant 
 

The daily task was endless and only finished at thirteen minutes past ten as a heavy rain fell outside. However, a break took place at ten-twenty 
after thinking that the entire hour-long composition had been deleted at that time after beginning the day’s story at around nine o'clock. This 
was because of the problem of writing and charging at the same time. The piece was still in place. What was likely the first dose of Effexor 
was taken then after a squat on the toilet at ten-thirty. 
 

January 14: Martin was awake at four-thirty and yours truly decided to rise despite only having six plus hours of sleep. A light long sleeved 

jungle shirt was worn with a change of socks. The skies appeared to be the same, a mix of sun and cloud with additional cloud building late in 
the afternoon. A Mountain Scops-Owl was calling when stepping out on the balcony and we walked down to the circular road but it did not 
respond to the tape and soon stopped calling. A drive around the road was not productive though stopping and playing the tape likely from 
where it was calling. The tape was also played at the Balsam Cafe where they occurred in the past. It was five-thirty when we returned to the 
room. The first dose of Effexor was gathered to take at lunch. The television set was switched on but we were unable to find a working channel  
due to not knowing how to use the two channel remotes. The memoirs were underway at five-fifty as first light was showing on the horizon 
and placed aside at five past six. A patient wait ensued for ten minutes prior to driving to the Balsam Restaurant that opened at six-thirty. A 
berry bush at the top of the stairs was attracting a few species including two very tame Golden-naped Barbets that were photographed 
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                   Kinabalu Squirrel                     Mugamaki Flycatcer                        Bornean Treepie              Mountain Leaf-Warbler 
 

                                
      Chestnut-hooded Laughingthrush        Bornean Whistling Thrush                     Rocky Stream                  Rufous-tailed Jungle Flycatcher 

 

 
      Bornean Flowerpecker                     Pale-faced Bulbul                      Ochraceous Bulbul              Indigo Blue Flycatcher          Ashy Drongo 
 

at length with the camera lens less than a foot from the bird. However the light was extremely poor and none were of much value. Black-

capped White-eyes were seen well including the dark lores and forehead. 
 

The restaurant was patronized at six-forty when our free breakfast of bacon, French toast, three pancakes, fried potatoes, hard boiled eggs, two 
buns with apple jam, and coffee were wolfed down quickly. A walk then ensued downhill on the circular road against the one-way flow finding 
two productive areas with birds feeding on fruit. Some including new species for the trip were: Ashy Drongo, Ochraceous Bulbul, a flock of 
Bar-winged Flycatchershrikes and more Indigo Flycatchers and Gray-chinned Minivets. A slog brought us back uphill to the car and we drove 
the circular road back to to Silau-Silau Trail flushing a Bornean Forktail from the stream near the footbridge. The first bird seen on the trail 
keeping close to the ground was a Dark Blue Flycatcher female. The tail was continually half cocked showing a white centre and possibly outer 
tail feathers from underneath, the wings were flicked on occasion. The bird was tiny and overall it was gray-brown, lighter underneath with no 

distinctive facial markings. The bill was tiny short and pointed. A Bornean Whistler evaded my lens. The birdless trail ended at the road in one 
kilometer and we walked back to the car. Bornean Whistling-Thrushes were now commonplace with several seen on the road and photos taken 
but none of real value. The forktail was still in the same place but was never caught in the lens.  
 

Martin's back was aching so we decided to road bird to the gate with three useless stops until twelve-twenty. The Balsam Cafe was returned to 
for lunch when the first Effexor was taken. My plate was filled with a beef mixture, vegetables, two buns, fried noodles and two stuffed sweet 
breads and washed down with coffee. Three more sweet buns and pineapple served as dessert as well as two slices of brown bread with 
Nutella. Martin paid the one hundred ad ten MR bill with Visa at the reception centre. An employee informed us that we had free suppers for 
the next two nights. 
 

The Crest Lodge was then returned to at about one-thirty or so to find a fruiting bush below our accommodations filled with birds. A seat was 
taken on the stonewall close to the bush to take photos. New birds included Bornean Flowerpecker, and a Rufous-tailed Jungle-Flycatcher. 
Great photos were obtained of the latter as well as the flowerpecker and Golden-naped Barbet.  
 

The memoirs were underway at two thirty-five sitting on the stone wall outside our accommodation near the fruiting bush and completed at 
fourteen minutes past three. The bush was watched from the balcony with Martin at that time seeing the flycatcher once more but no new 
species. I plugged in a few items to charge and had a fifteen-minute hot shower from about four o'clock then rejoined Martin where an Indigo 
Flycatcher. The e heater was then turned on in my room and my still wet socks and a pair of underwear hung off the lamp to dry. It was five-

forty when walking to the Liwagu Restaurant for our free set supper that included ginger beef, sweet and sour fish, prawns, green beans and 
Bok Chou and a cup of tea. Yours truly had lemonade and the dessert was a tasteless thinly sliced cake, watermelon, and pineapple. The 
memoirs underway at five fifty-two and sent off to huet at five past six. 
 

Our rooms were occupied at six-fifty or so when finding that the heater was switched off and restarted. Units were charged and the impetigo 
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was washed with alcohol and smeared with antiseptic cream. The television was switched on and the radio was found but how to change 
channels was not. The router had a password written on top and the iPad was opened and the numbers applied to discover that we had Wi-Fi. 
Images of Changeable Hawk-Eagle, Rufous-tailed Jungle-Flycatcher, and female Indigo Flycatchers were sought to find that these were the 

birds seen during the trip. Calls of Whitehead's Trogon were sought but with the iPad plugged into charge, there was little success. The 
memoirs were underway at eight-thirty and emailed to huet at nine o'clock. The impetigo was rubbed with alcohol and antiseptic cream at 
eight-thirty or so. The memoirs were finally put to rest at three minutes past nine. The head was nodding at that time. 
 

January 15: Martin was awake at five-thirty and yours truly decided to rise having seven and a half hours of sleep. The now dry cloths were put 
in the suitcase and the impetigo was treated with alcohol and antiseptic cream. A light long sleeved jungle shirt was worn with a change of 
socks. The skies appeared to be the same, a mix of sun and cloud with additional cloud building late in the afternoon. The Mountain Scops-
Owl was not calling when driving off to the Balsam Restaurant for breakfast. The berry bush at the top of the stairs was attracting very little 

this morning. The restaurant was patronized at six-thirty when our free breakfast of bacon, French toast, three pancakes, scrambled eggs, a bun 
and two slices of toast with apple jam, and coffee were wolfed down in a relaxed manner this morning. One of the ladies was asked for salt for 
my disease.  
 

A drive then ensued uphill on the main road to the Liwagu Restaurant where the car was parked with a very short walk uphill to the upper 
beginning of the Silau-Silau Trail. A branch trail is found briefly that leads along a river and back to the main road about a half-kilometer 
uphill. Not a single bird was seen but Crimson-headed Partridges were heard once more. A quick walk down the road brought us back to the to 
same trailhead, this time taking the Silau-Silau Trail. The Bornean Forktail was not seen at the stream where it had been yesterday. A walk 
then ensued at the back of the Kinabalu Hall where an inconspicuous gift shop was found where Martin purchased the Birds of Mount 

Kinabalu Park and bought me a can of orange-like juice at 2 MR. A short slug uphill brought us back to the car where another Rufous-tailed 
Jungle Flycatcher was photographed as well as one of the restaurant entrance. Martin observed a second Little Pied Flycatcher that I missed. 
The idea then was to return to the fruiting trees below the reception area to find them inactive. A strange sound led us down the Bundu Tuhan 
View Trail that we followed hearing Crimson-headed Partridge close by at one point but they would not answer the tape and did not appear to 
move towards us. Two forktails were found along the river that the trail traced then crossed and followed the opposite bank where it became 
the Silau-Silau Trail. A Ferruginous Flycatcher was photographed as we reached the road right behind the car.  
 

Martin's back was aching so we decided to return to the Crest Lodge at eleven-thirty where my now muddy jungle pants were washed and the 
jeans donned. The impetigo was treated in the usual manner then salt applied the flycatcher identity was checked then the memoirs were 

underway at twelve-fifteen and polished off at twelve fifty-one. 
 

The Balsam Cafe was returned to for lunch at one o'clock on foot. My plate was filled with a beef mixture, vegetables, one bun, fried noodles, 
and vegetables with a separate bowl of Asian chicken noodle soup washed down with coffee.  Yellow watermelon and papaya served as 
dessert. Yours truly paid the fifty-five MR bill with Visa at the reception centre.  
 

The decision was to walk the circular road in the opposing direction until hearing a strange sound below us near the entrance to the Bukit 
Burung Trail. Nothing was seen but we decided to carry on along the trail because there was no action along the road at the fruiting trees at two 
o'clock in the afternoon. The trail eventually reached a river crossing at the Mempening Trail and we followed a branch uphill to the Burung 

Shelter then circled the hill that brought us back downhill to the Mempening Trail again. An Eye-browned Jungle Flycatcher was perched over 
the trail and record photographs were taken. Next was a very dark, chubby-shaped bird with rounded wings that flew weakly when flushed 
from almost underfoot. Martin saw a conspicuous "orange" head. The bird walked on the forest floor and also perched on a branch on the forest 
floor. I never saw in on the ground. As to size, I would say about the size of a pitta. The only bird that came to mind was Crimson-headed 
Partridge. While watching a flock of Gray-throated babblers I briefly saw a dark chunky bird walking on the ground the size of a bantam hen 
that was also most likely a Crimson-headed Partridge. Rain began to fall heavily and the pace was quickened to the junction of the Bukit Tupai 
and Silau-Silau Trails back to the circular road near the Kinabalu Hall then traced to the Crest Lodge. 
 

Our accommodation was reached at four-forty and the rain had almost ceased. The first step was to compare my photo of the Eye-browed 

Jungle Flycatcher with images online and they matched perfectly. The television was switched on and the method of bringing up channels 
could still not be found. The jungle pants were hung on the heater, the impetigo was treated, the iPod was plugged in to charge, and the first 
Effexor of the day was taken. Some loose gear was packed after drying my hair. The next step was to get to the memoirs at ten minutes past 
five and placing them aside at five-forty. The heater was then turned on in my room and my still wet socks and a pair of underwear hung off 
the lamp to dry. A lovely hot shower followed while torrential rains fell outside. Images of Crimson-headed Partridges followed. Two pairs of 
socks were washed and hung on the heater. They were removed after attempting to get a television channel and hung on a hanger from the 
lamp. 
 

It was six-thirty when driving to the Liwagu Restaurant for our free set supper that included rice, beef with mushrooms, sweet and sour prawns, 

green beans and Bok Chou and two cups of tea. Dessert included watermelon, papaya, and melon. The rain had stopped when leaving at seven-
twenty. 
 

Our rooms were reoccupied at seven twenty-five or so when the socks were laid directly on the heater. The impetigo was washed with alcohol 
and smeared with antiseptic cream and salt. The case for my glasses was looked for without success but found at seven fifty-four in between 
the cushions on the couch. The memoirs were underway at seven-thirty and sent off to the huet account at seven fifty-five. Calls of Whitehead's 
Trogon were sought on xeno-canto but it was closed for maintenance. Videos were watched and one sound recording found online proving that 
the calls were spaced by almost a second and not in a fairly rapid series so the call thought to be a trogon was in error. This was 
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done at eight-thirty. The television was switched on subsequently to find a single channel showing the news but unfortunately in Malaysian. It 
was watched for five minutes then my shoes were cleaned even though they were not overly muddy despite walking trails. A thin wash of mud 
was on the toe and wiped clean at eight fifty-one. The socks were almost dry at that time and moved into different positions to finish the job. 

The news was watched again until nine when studying the direction to Poring Hot Springs. It was nine twenty-five when the socks were dry 
and the final packing took place and the second Effexor was taken. Bedtime. 
 

January 16: Martin was awake at five-thirty and yours truly decided to rise having eight hours of sleep. Final packing ensued and the impetigo 
was treated with salt and antiseptic cream. A T-shirt and the jeans were worn with a change of socks. The skies appeared to be the same, a mix 
of sun and cloud with additional cloud building late in the afternoon. The Mountain Scops-Owl was not calling when driving off to the Balsam 
Restaurant. The berry bush at the top of the stairs was attracting very little this morning. The restaurant was patronized at six-twenty when our 
free breakfast of bacon, three pancakes, baked beans, a bun and two slices of toast with Nutella, and coffee were wolfed down in a relaxed 

manner this morning. The key was returned at seven o'clock when the fifty MR was returned and a survey of the service was filled.  
 

A drive then ensued around the main road below the restaurant where the car was parked with a very short walk uphill to the fruiting trees 
where a Checker-throated Woodpecker was seen although too briefly and at a distance for my poor eyesight. Crimson-headed Partridges were 
heard once more so a brief search took place near the river. 
 

It was nine-thirty when departing the park en route to Ranau where fifty MR filled the tank. A Pacific Swift and Barn Swallows were noted 
along the way. The road to Poring Hot Springs was well signed west of Ranau but we took a short detour prior to getting back on track. Several 
stops were made along the Poring Road seeing three swifts that were presumably Waterfall Swifts. Yellow-vented Bulbuls were common. A 
Dusky Munia, Greater Coucal, and an Orange-breasted Flowerpecker were ticked. The gateway to the park was reached at about ten-thirty or 

so and we proceeded to the Satura Lodge office Tel: 60168383525 or Email: elvina.jallis@suterasanctuarylodges.com.my  where fifty MR was 
paid for the key deposit and an another ten for the new tourist tax. Our entry tickets to Kinabalu were used here to enter the park with no 
charge. The entrance road was strolled subsequently seeing Asian Palm Swifts, Silver-rumped Spinetail and at least one needletail species. 
 

                        

          Poring Hot Springs                                        Serindit Twin Share                                             Satura Lodges                    Walkway 
 

                                                                

                              Hot Springs                                              Rainforest Restaurant                                Kipungit Waterfall         Bamboo 
   

A decision was made to walk up to the bat cave but we only made it to the Kipungit Waterfall where the stream was deep enough that wading 
was necessary. No birds were seen due to the heavy traffic of tourists. The Rainforest Restaurant was returned to at twelve-thirty and both of us 

ordered the chicken sandwich that came with a tiny side salad and a few French fries. An excellent cup of coffee and a glass of juice washed it 
down. Martin paid the one hundred and thirty six MR bill on Visa. A heavy rain began at that time.  
 

The rain abated while heading to the office to get the key. Martin and I were taken to the small but lovely accommodation at about one-thirty 
where the first Effexor of the day was taken. I returned to pick up the car and drive it to the unit and during the same period asked how to 
operate the television set due to having the same remote system as at Kinabalu Park. The fellow walked back while I drove the car. The tutorial 
was thought to be understood but damn if I could not find a channel. My clothes were removed to have a shower, shave, and squat on the toilet. 
Gear was unpacked for tomorrow and the light long sleeved shirt and jungle pants donned. The memoirs were underway at two-forty and 
completed at three o'clock. 
 

A decision was then made to do the canopy walkway and Martin paid ten MR in cash to do so only to have the heavens open up. Martin was 
also frightened of heights, especially when beginning to walk the shaky contraption so wee turned back. An old roadway was strolled to the 
entrance gate from where we found a dirt road and walked a good kilometer seeing little but flocks of Yellow-vented Bulbuls but a dark jay-
like bird flew across the road on the return journey that was certainly a Bornean Black Magpie. A cuckoo species and another Greater Coucal 
were calling. A moderate rain began just as we reached the area of shops. Chairs were pulled up on our porch subsequently where swifts were 
studied seeing more Silver-rumped Spinetails. The memoirs were underway at five twenty-five and polished off at five-forty. Another attempt 
at finding a television channel failed.  
 

It was six-twenty or so when strolling up to the office during a moderate rainfall with the remotes to ask how to find channels. The directions 
given did not work. Umbrellas were secured and we carried onto the Rainforest Restaurant where yours truly ordered a pineapple and lime  
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drink, a coffee, and spaghetti with meat sauce paid on my Visa at approximately forty-five MR. I made a funny face while a group of 
Taiwanese was being photographed and invited to sit for the next shot. The twin share was returned to at seven-thirty or so and after three 
attempts the television was playing with a tennis match watched until seven fifty-two at which time the memoirs were updated in twelve 

minutes.  A step outside to photograph the geckos was fruitless as it was too dark. The rain had ceased at this point in time. A few minutes later 
I stepped outside again and walked the entrance road playing the tape for Collared (Sunda) Scops-Owl and Large-tailed Nightjar but only 
seeing bats flying back and forth below the accommodation eves catching insects at the lights. The movie “Resident Evil” was watched 
subsequently from about eight-fifteen until eight fifty-six when taking the second dose of Effexor.  
 

January 17: Martin and I were awake at five-thirty. Final packing ensued and the impetigo was treated with salt and antiseptic cream. A jungle 
shirt and pants were worn with a change of socks. The skies appeared to be the same, a mix of sun and cloud with additional cloud and isolated 
rain occurring in the afternoon. Our bags were stored in the trunk of the car and both of us strolled over to the reception centre to ask when 

check-out time occurred. It was noon. An email with yesterday's story was emailed to Pat. 
 

It was six-twenty when beginning the arduous three point four kilometer hike up the steep Langanan Trail to Langanan Waterfall. The purpose 
for this torture was to see a Blue-banded Pitta that lived here on the bamboo slopes. Birds were as always scarce with a small flock of small 
elusive bulbuls whose calls were searched online with the Black-throated the closest to what was heard. Two rivers were crossed on the climb; 
the shoes and socks were removed on the first crossing but one foot got wet when crossing the second, stepping in quickly in an attempt to stay 
dry. Wading took place on the decent to wash the mud from the footwear. The trudge continued to the first batch of bamboo situated at two 
kilometers with the tape played at every patch until reaching the three point two kilometer marker where one was heard far below us. Despite 
playing the tape there was no further response. A male Siberian Blue Robin was the only reward. A leech was picked up on my waste and my 

shirt was caked in blood and Martin had a couple on his bare sandaled feet. We still had not seen a single mosquito on the trip. We carried on 
the short distance to the falls then returned downhill reaching the bottom at eleven-forty. Another dark, round-shaped bird the size of a bantam 
hen was seen very briefly. The tape of the pitta and partridge were played without any response. Martin went straight to the restaurant while I 
proceeded to our twin-share to enjoy a shower. This was a blessing because my jeans and Gortex coat and Martin's booze had been forgotten in 
the rush to climb the mountain. The jeans were donned and the jungle shirt washed and worn wet but it soon dried. The wet socks were washed 
as well as my underwear. A bottle of water was tossed back on the accent and in the accommodation.  
 

Check out took place at the reception centre at twelve-fifteen. The key was returned and the fifty MR was returned and a survey of the service 
was filled. A free lunch was given in place of the free breakfast missed this morning. Martin was waiting in the restaurant having finished off 

two lemonades. A buffet lunch was offered and I had a bowl of cucumber and chicken soup, rice, fried noodles, and curried pork with a coffee. 
A brief shower fell during the meal.  
 

It was around one-forty or so when departing the park en route to Sepilok. A stop took place for two urinations en route where an immature 
Blyth's Hawk-Eagle was seen well and a White-breasted Wood-Swallow was photographed. A stop took place at a gas station at the junction of 
highways thirteen and twenty-two forty kilometers from Sandakan where thirty point one of Martin's MR cash filled the tank. Several echo 
locating species of swift, two Asian Pied Hornbills, Crested, Javan, and Common Mynas, White-collared Kingfishers, Yellow-vented Bulbuls, 
Barn Swallows, a single Dollarbird, and Little Cuckoo-Doves sat on overhead wires along the way. A dark raptor with falcon-shaped wings 
and longish tail but flying hawk-like was certainly a Bat Hawk. The road to Sepilok was well signed and it took less than ten minutes to reach 

the Nature Lodge Sepilok (no telephone number or email address) where we were booked in within twenty minutes. It was ten minutes past 
five when this occurred. An Olive-backed Flowerpecker fed at the flowering hedge. The women took us to our rooms where I washed my 
jungle pants and unpacked certain items and took the first Effexor of the day. The grounds and roadway towards the Discovery Centre were 
strolled afterward finding two female Scaly-breasted Munia and two Brown-throated Sunbirds, a male and an immature male that was 
photographed.  
 

The car was returned to as the light was fading at six-fifteen and we drove off to the luxurious Sepilok Nature Lodge where the restaurant 
overlooking the lake was patronized. The first good cup of coffee in Borneo was enjoyed along with glasses of water and a can of Sprite then 

both of us ordered a pizza, mine with satay chicken. Falconry was the main topic of conversation. A light rain began at that time. Desserts were 
ordered after the great meal, mine a tiny tapioca pudding with coconut milk, vanilla and sugar. The bill paid by Martin on Visa came to one 
hundred and twenty-five point five MR. The half-kilometer entranceway to the Rainforest Discovery Centre was driven to listen for owls at too 
fast a pace due to Martin's anxious behaviour to return to the room to booze.  
 

Our separate rooms were returned to at seven-twenty or so when the underwear and socks were washed and the iPod plugged in to charge. The 
rain had ceased at this point in time and stars were shinning. The memoirs were underway at eight-fifteen and placed aside at nine twenty-five. 
There was no need for a shower after sitting in an air-conditioned car and the room was actually cold. The second dose of Effexor was taken at 
shortly after nine o'clock and yours truly crawled into bed at nine-twenty or so falling asleep instantly.  
 

January 18: I was awake at six-thirty to be greeted by rain. A jungle shirt and pants were worn with a change of socks. The rain abated soon 
after with a mix of sun and cloud in the morning with a heavy downpour occurring in the early afternoon. Due to a poor Wi-Fi connection the 
attempt to email Pat with yesterday's story failed. The Nature Lodge's restaurant opened at seven o'clock. A Pied Fantail, Yellow-vented 
Bulbul (noted en route to Poring and forgotten), and a juvenile Cream-vented Bulbul with the white eye were observed while wolfing down 
scrambled eggs, four pieces of toast with pineapple jam, baked beans, a cooked wiener, fried tomato, and mango and watermelon for dessert. I 
must have been dehydrated because I had four small glasses of orange juice and a coffee.  
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          Nature Lodge Sepilok                 Bedroom at Nature Lodge                   Cat Trio at Lodge                 Lodge’s Restaurant 
 

                                      
              Purple-throated Sunbird                                Cricket                                                     Odd fruit 
 

 

        v    
      Discovery Rainforest Center                  Keruing Café                 Aerial Walkway             Woodpecker Avenue          View from tower 
 

It was seven-forty when driving the seven-tenths of a kilometer to the Discovery Rainforest Centre, arriving before the ticket counter was open. 
Martin and I walked straight to the canopy walkway and the first bird we saw at the Sunbird Shelter was a Bornean Bristlehead. There were 
perhaps a half dozen individuals and reasonable record shots were taken. The flock took off after some fifteen minutes and we carried on to the 
terminus of the wonderful structure. Birds seen en route included Bushy-crested Hornbill, an immature Wallace's Hawk-Eagle near its nest site, 
and a Black-winged Flycatcher-shrike. Blue-eared Barbets were calling everywhere as yesterday at Poring but the distinctive call was only 
discovered while writing the notes on the evening of the eighteenth.  
 

Woodpecker Avenue was then strolled to the Pitta Path where an Emerald Dove flew past. A Black-headed Pitta was soon heard along the path 

and slowly we were able to move close to the sound where the tape was played constantly without seeing the bird. Meanwhile a Buff-necked 
Woodpecker and Greater Racket-tailed Drongo were observed in the vicinity. A young British fellow came along and told us that they did not 
respond to tapes and did not move off when approached. The Brit and I plunged into the brush and downhill to a gorge but the sound was still 
extremely difficult to locate due to its ventriloquist quality. We came back to the trail where Martin had not moved from and then back into the 
gorge from a different angle and it still sounded like it was coming from an area at the head of the gorge near to the trail. Here it was finally 
sighted by walking in less than five yards and photographed though all shots were soft due to the camera focusing on the surrounding tree 
trunks. Martin and I carried on along the Pitta Walk in the direction away from the Keruing Cafe. Ten minutes down the trail it began to rain, 
the intensity was moderate at first but then built into a torrential downfall. We were soaked to the skin and I was worried about the camera. The 

uncomfortable trudge carried on quickly past the Kabili Trail, some two kilometers from the cafe before turning back from whence we came. 
Our map was not extensive enough to show the Pitta Walk circling back, which it eventually did. At this point we were possibly the same 
distance to the cafe if we carried on as turning back.  
 

It was one-fifteen when reaching the Keruing Cafe where I dried my hair with tissue in the washroom. The rain had slowed considerably. The 
camera was tested to find it inoperable. It was dried thoroughly before ordering a coffee and an interesting lime drink. Both of us decided on 
the chicken burger with fries and asking for and receiving ketchup. The sandwich was less than appetizing. Martin paid the forty-seven MR bill 
with cash. A conversation ensued with an older British couple for awhile. The rain abated during the meal and we took off along the Lakeside  
 

Trail to the Bellan Trail then down the Kingfisher Trail where Martin saw three Black-backed Kingfishers that I only heard due to looking the 

wrong way. Next was the beautiful song of a White-crowned Shama that was eventually seen with the song compared on the tape. A presumed 
Blue-eared Barbet was heard calling high overhead and the identification seemed correct when compared to the tape. The camera began to 
work, first allowing past images to be seen then taking pictures but a few minutes later not allowing shots to be taken. A Red-headed (Ashy) 
Tailorbird and a small group of Slender-billed Crows were heard, again compared to the tape. A last check of the lake revealed an Oriental  
Dartter. 
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Yellow-and-black Broadbill               Buff-necked Woodpecker             Bornean Bristtlehead                   Stork-billed Kingfisher 
 

The ticket booth was closed once more when leaving at five minutes past five. A Crested Serpent-Eagle was sitting in the dead tree behind the 
lodge. The Wi-Fi was working at the reception area and yesterday's story was mailed off along with a separate letter to Pat and a couple of 

pictures from today. Charles was also told about the Bristleheads and sent the same images as sent to my wife. A hot shower followed then 
washing socks and underwear and moving the washed clothing inside near to the air conditioner. The iPod was plugged in to charge. A new 
white shirt and the jeans were donned as well as dry socks that soon soaked up the moisture inside the wet shoes.  
 

I strolled over to Martin's place finding a big toad on my doorstep. The Honda moved off as the light was fading at six-fifteen to the luxurious 
Sepilok Nature Lodge where we patronized the restaurant overlooking the lake. The second good cup of coffee in Borneo was enjoyed along 
with glasses of water and two cans of Sprite and a delicious dish of spaghetti and meatballs with a hot chocolate pudding for dessert. The main 
topics of conversation were pittas and what was involved when returning the car back to the airport. The camera was now working well. The 
Wi-Fi was used here to find the differences between Wallace's and Blyth's Hawk-Eagle immatures that being the amount of white on the tips of 

the crest. This feature could be seen in my photographs. The bill paid by myself on Visa came to one hundred and sixty-five MR. Stars were 
shinning when leaving. 
 

Our separate rooms were returned to at seven-forty or so when the wet socks were hung to dry and the shoes moved close to the cold air. 
Fortunately the calendar was checked to reveal that the trip to the caves must be done tomorrow, the nineteenth, as the car was to be returned at 
two in the afternoon on the twentieth. The memoirs were underway at ten minutes past eight and placed aside at four minutes past ten with a 
short break to tell the woman at the reception area there was no need for the hair dryer. The second dose of Effexor was taken at ten minutes 
past ten. 
 

January 19: I was awake at six o'clock to be greeted by a mix of sun and cloud that lasted throughout the day with only a brief period of light 
rain. The temperature may have reached thirty degrees with high humidity. s with high humidity. A jungle shirt and pants were worn with a 
change of socks. I knocked on Martin's door at six-thirty with a brief look around the garden. Several Pink-necked Pigeons were sitting in the 
dead tree. The Wi-Fi again failed to send the email to Pat with yesterday's story. The Nature Lodge's restaurant was opened at six forty-five 
and we helped ourselves to four pieces of toast each with pineapple jam and coffee.  Orange juice was then brought to the self-serve counter 
soon followed with placing an order for scrambled eggs, baked beans, a cooked wiener, fried tomato, and mango and watermelon for dessert. I 
must have been dehydrated because I had four small glasses of orange juice and a coffee. The weiner was tossed to two young puppies while 
their mother watched. 
 

It was seven-twenty when driving off to cover the one hundred kilometers to Gomantong Cave, arriving at nine-twenty. Two lane highways 
with slow trucks with few chances to pass was the reason for the delayed time. As usual Martin was reluctant to bird between destinations and 
drove blindly on passing easy pickings on the wires. I convinced him to slow down with a slightly heated argument but saw nothing of interest 
in the last fifteen kilometers to the entrance missing a malkoha species, a pond-like heron, and likely others due to his ignorance. Several 
Spotted Doves were the only new bird seen en route. 
 

Martin paid the sixty MR in cash to enter the park where Red Leaf Monkeys were photographed along with a few tourists that had arrived by 
bus. As expected birding was slow in the forest between the entrance and cave with two unidentified bulbuls with off-white breasts, a heard 

Black-headed Pitta, a heard Scarlet-rumped Trogon (an antshrike-like call that was unrecognized at the time). Blue-eared Barbets were calling 
everywhere but unknown until late in the day when comparing the sound on the tape. A large male Pig-tailed Macaque strolled through an 
opening in the undergrowth. The first mosquitoes of the trip were found here, a small species that seemed to prefer the lower portion of the 
body that was covered with my pants sprayed thoroughly with deet. One bite was received on the hand prior to spraying. A Rufous Piculet was 
seen at the cave entrance. The ammonia smell emanating from the bat guano was not as foul as expected but nonetheless not at all pleasant. 
 

Unfortunately due to being in the non-breeding season, the small number of swiftlets - possibly numbering a thousand or so - did not appear to 
have nests but simply roosting on small ledges near the roof. Due to the distance and lack of light even with my powerful flashlight it was 
difficult to see if any nests were present. If so, they would have been Mossy-nest Swiftlets whose nests would blend in. A dozen old Black-nest 

Swiftlet nests were seen low in the back of the cave but nothing white that would indicate Edible-nest Swiflets. Although the breeding season 
did not begin until February this was unexpected and disappointing. The cave itself was like an Indiana Jones movie with tens of thousands of 
large cockroaches on every wall and on the guano as well as other creatures that looked like large, creepy millipedes with hundreds of long 
legs and long antennae scampering over the dank walls. 
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       Red Leaf Monkey                                         Gomontong Cave                               White-breasted Waterhen     Crested Serpent-Eagle 
 

    
                                   Orangutan                                       Asian Water Monitor           White-breasted Woodswallow             Black Hornbill 
 

The trail was birded once again seeing nothing but an Orangutan mother and baby along the trail with another mother and older youngster at 
the homes near the cave that were being fed. The youngster fell out of a tree after breaking a thin branch and moved quickly because two dogs 

were in pursuit. 
 

Time went rather quickly and at noon we headed out towards Sakau town for lunch. The Backpackers Sakau Lodge was found where we 
assumed we could get a meal but it was not to be. A period of birding took place here beside the Kinabatanagan River seeing a Common Iora 
and what were certainly three Blue-eared Barbets seen with the naked eye flying across the road. The barbet shape with short tail and heavy 
bill, tiny size, and open scrubby habitat narrowing the possibilities. A White-breasted Waterhen was also found here. What was again most 
likely an immature female Japanese Sparrowhawk sped by. Martin saw the heavily barred breast while I of 27 MR in cash. A convenience 
store was found where yours truly paid six MR cash for two large packets of chocolate and lemon cookies. Chestnut Munias were found in the 
grasses nearby. A pond was found on the way back to the caves while wolfing down the sweet treats. A few Purple Herons, one Little Grebe, 

and perhaps a hundred Intermediate Egrets were found here with Great Egrets seen overhead. Next came a smallish accipiter-like raptor sitting 
on the telephone wires to my eye was quite dark above and Martin claimed to have seen a vertical line running under the throat. Grey-faced 
Buzzard was the bird of choice though it was only seen with the naked eye while driving. The bird was gone after stopping the car. A walk 
here produced several Slender-billed Crows whose thin bills and calls were noted 
 

                                                                                           
                                Oriental Magpie Robin                                 Chestnut Munia                                    Little Grebe 
 

Martin plugged on to get to the cave, arriving at four o'clock. A trudge in to the cave was immediately underway to photograph the swiftlets to 
see if any nests were visible when blown up but the light was too low for the camera to focus. Martin sat down while I returned to the 
rainforest. A female Scarlet-rumped Trogon was the reward, only the back was seen that was uniform cinnamon from head to tail tip with the 
exception of a slightly more reddish tone on the rump. There was an obvious pale blue bill and/or eye spot. The tail was edged with black with 
large white tail feathers edged in black. Some four or five Bushy-crested Hornbills were observed as well as a tiny squirrel-like animal. 
 

It was five o'clock when rejoining Martin and at five-twenty the bats began to exit the cave in undulating streams that resembled smoke from a 
chimney. An immature Wallace's Hawk-Eagle was the first to arrive followed by a Peregrine (the dark local race ernesti), perhaps three or four 

Bat Hawks, a Brahminy Kite, and two Crested Goshawks identified by their large size, heavily marked breasts, and broad rounded wings. A 
lone Black Hornbill was the last sighting. It was a thrill observing the Bat Hawks picking off bats from behind and transferring them quickly to 
their mouths and swallowing them whole. 
 

The park was left in the rear view mirror at about six o'clock with most of the route back to Sepilok driven in the dark, arriving shortly after 
eight o'clock. The luxurious Sepilok Nature Lodge was patronized soon after that where the second good cup of coffee in Borneo was enjoyed 
along with glasses of water, a can of Sprite, and delicious beef and chicken satay kabob with rice and sauce and a hot chocolate pudding for  
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dessert. The Wi-Fi was used here to read Pat's note and to send yesterday's memoirs. Martin paid the bill on Visa that came to one hundred and 
forty-eight point fifty MR. Stars were shinning when leaving. 
 

The suite was reoccupied at nine-twenty when the first dose of Effexor was taken. A hot shower was enjoyed followed then by washing today's 
socks and moving the washed clothing inside near to the air conditioner to dry. The iPod and iPad were plugged in to charge followed with 
putting antiseptic cream on my bites. The memoirs were then underway at ten minutes past ten and finally polished off at eleven fifty-five. The 
second dose of Effexor was taken at ten-twenty.  
 

                                                  
Sepilok Nature Lodge Restaurant 

 

January 20: It was awake at four-thirty to be greeted by mainly sunny skies. The time passed quickly packing dried clothes et cetera. The leech 
bites were treated with polysporin and salt with a bandaid taped over the one on my side. A jungle shirt and pants were worn with a change of 
socks. Due to a poor Wi-Fi connection the attempt to email Pat with yesterday's story failed. Martin met me at six o'clock and ten minutes later 

we arrived at he Rainforest Discovery Center. It was still dusky and a Large-tailed Nightjar was calling. The tape was played and it flew 
around my head and back into the forest. Martin missed this but the tape brought it out again. Two Stork-billed Kingfishers were fighting at the 
edge of the lake where one was photographed. The aerial walkway was chosen for an early stroll where a juvenile Gray-and-buff Woodpecker 
was observed.  
 

A drive took us back to the Nature Lodge's restaurant for a free breakfast at eight-thirty where two fried eggs, two pieces of bread with 
pineapple jam, and baked beans were enjoyed buffet-style. I must have been dehydrated because I had three small glasses of orange juice and 
two coffees. The Wi-Fi was working at the reception centre where yesterday's story and a brief note were sent off to Pat. The Rainforest Centre 

was returned to subsequently where a male Chestnut-winged Babbler, two larger Chestnut-rumped Babblers, three Raffles Malkohas, a 
Rufous-tailed Tailorbird, a Black-naped Monarch, three Red-and-black Broadbills, and a Yellow-and-black Broadbill were observed. A few 
cuckoo songs were played to find that the distinctive and loud song I was hearing often was that of the Indian Cuckoo well camouflaged in the 
canopy. A stroll up the Pitta Path brought us to two calling Scarlet-rumped Trogons but playing the tape did not attract them. The pitta was 
calling in the same vicinity as yesterday but the bush was too thick to track it down. 

 

It was eleven-thirty when working our way back to the Keruing Cafe where a delicious and cold lemonade was sipped slowly. Martin paid the 
bill with approximately seventeen MR cash. The drive to the airport was underway at twelve-twenty with a stop to fill the tank at forty two 
point one MR using Martin's Visa. The airport came into sight at around one o'clock. The car was parked in front of the arrival gate and we 

strolled in to find the Hertz counter immediately. The agent grabbed a contract from his drawer and the trio walked back to the car where we 
removed our possessions while the agent ensured the tank was full and there were no further damages.  
 

Jesselton, the local fast food chain was patronized in the airport after Martin signed the contract where yours truly ordered a cold pineapple 
drink, a coffee, and a club sandwich with fries and catsup. Martin paid the thirty-six MR in cash. Forty MR was then paid at the taxi ticket 
booth and we were immediately en route to the Rainforest Discovery Centre, arriving at two-fifteen. Martin paid the thirty MR to enter. The 
aerial walkway was chosen to bird in the stifling humidity where an apparent female Scarlet Minivet was observed noting the larger size and 
fairly heavy bill compared to Fiery, yellow over the top of the bill, and an apparent green rump. A Yellow-and-black Broadbill was cooperative 
slowing close photos. A bright green head with dark markings peering between fig leaves was likely a Green Iora.  
 

The park was departed at four o'clock with a tiny accipiter seen as we reached our accommodation that was almost certainly a male Japanese 
Sparrowhawk. The underparts had light markings.  
 

Our separate rooms were returned to at that time when yours truly stripped and headed straight to the toilet then the shower. The first dose of 
Effexor was taken afterwards and the iPod and camera battery plugged in to charge. The photos were edited prior to writing the memoirs at 
around four forty-five, completing the list of species and the story up to leaving for the airport when falling asleep; waking at five-thirty the 
memoirs were underway again when Martin knocked on the door at six pm. The Wi-Fi at reception was then used to look up a species of 
babbler seen this morning in pictures to ensure that it was a Chestnut-rumped and not a Bold-striped. The memoirs were underway once more 

because the lodge's cafe did not open until seven in the evening. The daily task was set aside at six fifty-seven. 
 

The cafe was patronized two minutes later where a coffee and Sprite were ordered and enjoyed before asking for a skewered meal with 
chicken, onions, green peppers, and zucchini with a side of French fries. Conversation was one sided with Martin repeating the same old 
stories. I was not uncomfortable just nodding or answering with short replies as well as my own short stories. The waiter was asked for a 
dessert menu that never came after waiting patiently for fifteen minutes. Martin paid the bill of only seventy-six MR cash on our way out. The 
small store a few feet away sold goodies where Martin paid ten MR for two Snickers and chips, one candy bar was for myself.  
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The suite was reoccupied at shortly after eight when the now charged camera battery was replaced with the iPad. The bag was repacked and 
unwanted reservation papers were tossed. The leech bites were treated with polysporin and salt with a bandaid taped over the one on my side. 
The memoirs were underway again at eight forty-two and done at ten minutes past nine. The email was checked at that time to find a new pick-

up time from Cindy and her request to confirm was answered at the reception area where Wi-Fi was available at nine twenty-eight. Scarlet and 
Fiery Minivets and Chestnut-rumped Babbler images were then scanned through online with no conclusion on the identity of the minivets at 
nine forty-three. The day’s story was emailed and the room was then returned to. The second dose of Effexor was taken at bedtime at nine 
forty-eight. 
 

January 21: Yours truly was awake at six-eighteen to be greeted by heavy rain. This cleared off at seven-thirty and sunshine dominated the rest 
of the day. A jungle shirt and pants were worn with a change of socks and underwear. The final packing took place at six-thirty. Martin met me 
at the lodge's cafe at seven o'clock for a free breakfast that included scrambled eggs, four pieces of toast with pineapple jam, and baked beans. I 

must have been dehydrated because I had three small glasses of orange juice and two coffees.  
 

A fifteen-minute walk then ensued to the Rainforest Discovery Center, arriving at eight-fifteen. A Large-tailed Nightjar was calling nearby and 
the tape was played and it flew around my head and back into the forest. Martin paid the thirty MR in cash to enter. The aerial walkway was 
chosen for the last stroll to find the place extremely quiet today with only a Purple-throated Sunbird added to the list. The staircase at the 
Bristlehead tower was used to bring us to ground level from where we worked our way to the Kingfisher Trail then back on Woodpecker 
Avenue where a possible Little Spiderhunter was seen briefly in lower strata of the forest. It was only nine-fifty when exiting the park. Two 
Blue-throated Bee-eaters were seen at the edge of the clearing at the entrance then several Red-eyed Bulbuls and two Black-headed Bulbuls at 
a fruiting tree at the Sepilok Bed and Breakfast.  
 

A coffee and a Sprite were enjoyed at our lodge's Melipi Restaurant shortly past eleven yours truly paying the ten MR in cash leaving ten in 
my pocket. The bags were secured and the driver and guide from Sukau Lodge arrived at eleven-thirty. We were driven to the Sabah Hotel 
Sandakan, arriving at twelve o'clock. The air-conditioned Chinese-themed restaurant at the luxurious accommodation was then patronized for a 
lunch supplied by the tour. Spaghetti and cold fresh lemonade were chosen personally and enjoyed while looking at eye colours of Little and 
Australasian Grebes finding the latter varying from brown, red, greenish, yellow, and white. The Australian form seemed not to be darker than 
intense yellow. However, the amount of reddish brown on the neck was the best indicator to species. A coffee followed. Interesting a bill for 
twelve MR came for the lemonade that Martin placed on Visa.  
 

     
Sabah Hotel, Sandakan 

 

The drive to the boat dock in Sandakan was underway at one-twenty, arriving at one-thirty. A wait ensued for other gusts to arrive. Common 
Sandpiper and Little Egret were added to the trip list. It was perhaps two o'clock when the guests arrived and the cruise up the river was 
underway in a fibreglass runabout with inboard engines and seating for about ten people under a permanent roof.  
 

A few Brahminy Kites were observed as well as a Ruddy Kingfisher and a Storm's Stork.  Much of the trip was along channels through 

mangrove islets at the ocean's edge then finally along the river its self where Proboscus Monkeys and Saltwater Crocodiles halted progress. My 
camera was again refusing to work and the focus wheel on the binoculars was tight. The first dose of Effexor was taken during the trip.  
 

          

Kinabatanagan River                       Saltwater Crocodile                                              Proboscus Monkeys                           Storm’s Stork 
 

The Sakau Lodge came into view at three-fifty or so. Telephone+60 88 267 637 email injil@borneonaturetours.com  A tutorial that included 
times for food and boat trips ensued and we were told to remove our shoes when walking on the hardwood floors beyond the bar. Most of this 
was instantly forgotten and the fellow speaking was difficult to understand with his accent. The keys were given out afterward and our luggage 
was found outside the door. Martin and I were staying in the same room that Sir David Attenborough had during filming of the site. I had a 
welcomed hot shower then put on new polysporin and salt and a bandaid.  I gathered my dirty clothes to take them to the desk to be laundered 

later. A coffee and two delicious sweet pastries were devoured at four-thirty. All food was included in the all-inclusive package. The riverboat  
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cruise was underway at four forty-five. The cruise headed upstream where Large and Small Green Pigeons were added to the list. Two 
Wrinkled Hornbills that were backlit flew across the river and missed due to showing Martin a photo at the time. The camera refused to work 
so images of Proboscus and Silver Leaf Monkeys, Pig-tailed Macaque, the green pigeons, and Stork-billed Kingfisher were lost. 
 

                                 
    Sakau Lodge, Kinabatanagan River     Our Famous Room                                    Boardwalk                          Mascot 
 

It was six-thirty or so when arriving back at the dock. The species seen were ticked off on the checklists supplied coming to an extraordinary 
low total of one hundred and twenty-nine. The supper bell rang at seven and the dirty clothes were left at the desk to be cleaned. The food 
chosen from the buffet dinner included beef, chicken, broccoli and cauliflower, and potato gratin with papaya and three sweet pastries for 
dessert. A coffee followed. A rush back to our room was necessary for a pee. Martin followed soon after. The memoirs were underway 
subsequently beginning at seven forty-two and polished off at eight twenty-six. I was about to look for the trailhead when finding a 
demonstration in progress and decided to mail this to Pat. The second Effexor was taken at bedtime. A useless solo owling session took place 
thereafter along the boardwalk until ten o'clock when setting the alarm for five-fifteen. 
 

January 22: Yours truly woke to the sound of the marimba band on the iPod at ten minutes past five to be greeted by a mix of sun and cloud 
with fog lying low along the river. This cleared off at seven-fifteen and filtered sunshine dominated the rest of the day. A jungle shirt and pants 
were worn and a hat and sunscreen carried but never needed. The first dose of Effexor was taken soon after awakening. The flashlight was 
plugged in to charge. It was five-twenty when strolling down to the cafe where two pieces of bread with pineapple jam and a coffee and glass 
off juice were devoured prior to taking the river cruise at six o'clock. Again, Martin and I had one boat to ourselves with the guide and a 
boatman. The Munlango Tributary was the destination only a few hundred yards away where bird activity was high with Bornean Falconet, a 
heard White-crested Hornbill, Long-tailed Parakeets, Rubycheek, Crimson Sunbird, four Bornean Brown Barbets, a seen Red-throated Barbet, 

White-chested Babbler, Yellow-bellied Bulbul, Grey-cheeked Bulbul,  Green Iora, Diard's Trogon female, and Banded Broadbill. 
 

       
                          Kinabatanagan River                Lesser Fish Eagle         Oriental Darter         Rufous-tailed Tailorbird            Butterfly 
 

The morning's outing was done at shortly past eight o'clock with enough time for a shower and change of T-shirt. The emails refused to send 
again from the sitting area. A heavier breakfast was consumed at the dining area that included coffee, water, noodles, baked beans, and two 
slices of bread with pineapple jam. The guides took us out along the covered boardwalk trail at nine-thirty with virtually nothing seen with the 
exception of a gliding gecko and gliding lizard. Birds were scarce with only a second Chestnut-winged Babbler noted. A mother Orang-utan 
and baby were seen. Birds called but not counted included a Black-bellied Malkoha. 
 

It was ten-thirty when the walk was over and yours truly attempted to send emails again without success from the sitting room. This was 
followed with a shower. The laundry situation was investigated at eleven thirty-five to find it would be ready this evening prior to roughing in 

the memoirs at eleven-forty to eleven fifty-eight. A coffee and water were enjoyed at the cafe where the Wi-Fi connection was superior and 
yesterday's story was sent to Pat. The birds seen were then tallied on the supplied checklist in our cool room and then written on the iPad notes. 
My own walk then ensued on the boardwalk at around eleven seeing nothing but where today's letter to Pat was composed in part while seated 
on a bench. Two Plantain Squirrels were photographed doing the nasty. A Paradise Tree Snake, one that can glide, was shown to me not far 
from our room that was constricting a lizard and eventually swallowed head first. It took a good half hour plus for the snake to release its hold 
and swallow the lizard. Martin was told of the excitement and he also photographed the incident. Pat's letter was finished at the small reception 
area while a talk was underway about Orang-utans.  
 

A shave followed in our room before lunch. Martin and I proceeded to the cafe at noon and had a coffee, a stolen glass of mango juice and 

sweets while sending the email in response to Pat’s letter along with a picture of the snake and a butterfly. Lunch was served while scanning 
the banks of the river that consisted of noodles, chicken in a sauce, beef in a sauce, with green watermelon-flavoured gelatin for dessert.  
 

The afternoon boat trip was underway at three-thirty, returning at about six-thirty.  Those seen along the main river and a tributary upstream 
included Yellow Bittern, Lesser Adjutant, Lesser Fish Eagle, White-bellied Sea Eagle, Gray-headed Fish Eagle, a perched and photographed 
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       Dragonfly         Paradise Tree Snake   Plantain Squirrels                   Long-tailed Macaques                 Flying Gecko         Pygmy Squirrel 
 

Crested Goshawk, Blue-crowned Hanging Parrot, a probable Chestnut-winged Cuckoo due to large size and tail length, Wrinkled Hornbill 
male, Rhinoceros Hornbill, a Blue-eared Barbet finally seen and photographed, Fiery Minivet (male and female called by guide but not 
identified by myself due to distance), and Common Hill Myna. 
 

I rushed back to our room at six-thirty to squat on the toilet and to enjoy a second shower. The species were being checked when it was time 
for supper at seven o'clock. Curried lamb, rice, browned potatoes, and green beans were enjoyed with coffee and water with green cake and 
papaya for desert. The list was finished during the meal.  
 

Our room was reoccupied at eight o'clock at which time the laundry was still not in our air-conditioned room. The memoirs were underway 
soon after while lying in bed and placed aside at three minutes past nine. The total number of species now numbered one hundred and sixty-

five with seventeen endemics ticked. The day's story was emailed at seven minutes past nine. The second dose of Effexor was taken at nine-
twenty. The laundry arrived soon after. With a change of clothes the jungle shirt and pants were washed along with a pair of socks and 
underwear all hung in the bathroom where there was a good air circulation. I climbed into bed at ten and fell asleep instantly. 
 

January 23: Yours truly woke to the sound of the marimba band on the iPod at seven minutes past five to be greeted by cloud with dense fog 
lying low along the river. Cloud dominated the rest of the day with heavy rain from seven to eight-thirty. The damp jungle shirt and pants were 
worn. The iPod was plugged in to charge because it was improperly plugged in the night before. The first dose of Effexor was taken 
subsequently. It was five-twenty when strolling down to the cafe where four pieces of toast with pineapple jam and a coffee and glass off water 

were devoured. A squat on the toilet and plugging in the iPad for charging were necessary prior to taking the river cruise at six o'clock. Again, 
Martin and I had one boat to ourselves with the guide and a woman photographer from the lodge. The Munlango Tributary was the destination 
only a few hundred yards away where bird activity had decreased today. The first bird seen low over the river while it was still quite dark and 
foggy was a Buffy Fish Owl followed with a Blue-eared Kingfisher and a distant Sooty-capped Babbler that was not seen well but the similar 
Moustached is found in primary forest. However, the head was not seen well enough to eliminate Rufous-crowned that occurs in secondary 
forest that is similar to the Scaly-crowned that occurs in primary forest. The rufous tail contrasted to the olive brown upperparts and the off 
white underparts. Not long after rain began to pelt down and the crew raced for the dock. A Black-backed Kingfisher sped under the bow en 
route. Fortunately the camera and iPad were safe under one of the seats. 
 

The jungle short and pants were soaked but only in places not protected by the direction of travel and areas protected buy the seats and life 
jackets. The morning's outing was done at about seven-fifteen. Table napkins were secured in the dining area to dry my hair and the camera 
and iPod. A coffee and glass of water were then sipped while Googling the babbler and checking mail. Breakfast was served a little early this 
morning that included coffee, water, backed noodles, baked beans, and pancakes cut into little triangles. The iPad was plugged in subsequently. 
The guides took us out along the covered boardwalk trail at nine-thirty with virtually nothing seen with the exception of a terrestrial and 
secretive Black-capped Babbler, a Little Spiderhunter, and exceptional views of a White-chested Babbler. 
 

It was ten-fifteen when the walk was over and yours truly returned to the White-chested Babbler location to photograph the cooperative bird 
but it was not found. The entire trail was traced photographing Long-tailed Macaques and a Pygmy Squirrel. The cool room was reoccupied at 

ten-fifty or so when the two species were ticked off with the memoirs underway at about eleven o'clock and placed aside at eleven-forty. A few 
nods took place during the session. The total trip list had grown to one hundred and seventy species.  
 

Rain had fallen once again during the forty-minute stay in our room. A coffee and water were enjoyed at the cafe where the Wi-Fi connection 
was superior and the beginning of today's story was sent to Pat. The rare bed alerts were also checked. 
 

Lunch was served at twelve-thirty at which time potatoes, a local green, and chicken with sauce were enjoyed with coffee and water along with 
a pink gelatin dessert and pineapple. The trail was walked alone afterward remembering the call of the Rufous-tailed Tailorbird and drawing it 
out from cover but not close enough to photograph. A presumed Wallace's Hawk-Eagle was being harassed by a pair of Crested Goshawks as ii 

sat high in a forest giant and photos were obtained. It appeared to have a crest with a fair amount of white on the tips. The camera battery died 
so I continued back to our room as a shower and other bodily functions needed attending to. The battery was plugged in to charge afterward. 
The IPad was now up to seventy-eight percent. 
 

The memoirs were underway again at two-twenty and placed aside a two thirty-three. Another walk took place on the boardwalk playing the 
tape for Rufous-tailed Tailorbird and attracting it with some sharp pictures taken but none with a nice pose. The session ended quickly as it was 
three-fifteen and the boat trip scheduled to take place at three-thirty.  
 

The same tributary was entered where a Buffy Fish Owl was photographed in better light. A light rain began to fall but not heavy enough to 
halt birding. A leafbird was seen and first called a Lesser then a Greater. Not being aware of size it could not be counted. The rain abated so we 

headed well downriver past Sukau town to a known spot for a white-crested Hornbill and a pair was finally found. We then continued further  
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downstream seeing and photographing Bushy-crested and Wrinkled Hornbills, both record shots. 
 

                                                                    
                                         White-crested Hornbill                      Buffy Fish-Owl                          Crested Goshawk 
 

The dock came in sight at about six-fifteen and yours truly ran to the washroom. The room was occupied immediately after when the camera 
battery was plugged in for a charge and the suitcase was packed for tomorrow's departure at six-thirty. Martin and I headed for the cafe at six-
fifty and had a coffee while bringing today's story up to date. We were invited to eat a few minutes prior to the scheduled time of seven. My 
plate was filled with long cabbage, green beans, and curried beef. The notes were polished off at seven-thirteen and sent off. Dessert was then 
enjoyed that consisted of two local fruits and three small pieces of chocolate cake. The mangosteen fruit was favoured. The room was 
reoccupied at seven fifty-four. The second dose of Effexor was taken at bedtime. Martin paid forty-five MR on Visa for my laundry when 
checking out. 
 

January 24: Yours truly woke at five-eighteen to be greeted by a mix of sun and cloud with dense fog lying low along the river. Sun dominated 
the rest of the morning with clouds building but with heavy cloud at times. The final packing took place at five-forty. The white T-shirt and 
jeans were worn. It was five-fifty when strolling down to the cafe where two pieces of toast with pineapple jam and a coffee and glass of water 
were devoured followed with a prepared breakfast of French toast, baked beans and local fruits.  
 

The boat to Sukau Backpackers Lodge left at six-thirty. Our bags were placed in the van for the two and a half hour journey to Lahad Datu 
picking up a Striated Grassbird on the wires en route. Most of the drive was through oil palm plantations. The Borneo Rainforest office came 
into sight at nine o'clock. It was directly across from the airport. We signed documents so that the company was not responsible for any 

accidents that might occur and presented with free metal water bottles to refill.  
 

                                          
                                                       Borneo Rainforest Lodge Office, Lahad Datu 

 

The ordinary van was on its way to the lodge at nine-thirty along an excellent gravel road that any small vehicle could drive at lower speeds. 
The security gate was reached in a half hour where the driver checked in. The lodge came into sight with only stops to urinate and look at an 
Orang-utan. A lodge representative gave us times of meals and walks followed by our guide who did basically the same. A glass of lemongrass 

juice and a piece of chocolate cake were consumed during the introduction. Finally we were taken to our room where stuff was unpacked. 
There was only a fan with no air conditioning and it was not pleasant. Lunch was being served so we headed back to the dining area. I ordered 
coffee and spaghetti with a tiny dish of sago (tapioca) with cane sugar for dessert. Blue-throated Bee-eaters were photographed and a Brush 
Cuckoo seen well and documented with poor photos; the call was immediately compared to the tape.  
 

It was about one-thirty in the afternoon when strolling the nature trail on our own, ticking two Whiskered Babblers but seeing nothing else. 
The room was reoccupied at two-fifteen and a shower was underway. My money belt was then locked away in the room's safe. The code was 
1991. The memoirs were underway at two-thirty and polished off at three o'clock. Martin and I strolled down to ground level where we were 

to meet our guide who showed on time at three-thirty. A walk ensued along the entrance road to the first trail on the left where the tape was 
played constantly for Striped Wren-Babbler as thunder rolled and came closer and closer. Two wren-babblers answered the tape well off in the 
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                                                 Our cabin at Borneo Rainforest Lodge                                           Borneo Rainforest Lodge Restaurant 
 

distance and they had worked there way to within fifty feet when the sky darkened and rain was eminent. It was too dark to see in the forest 
floor and we moved quickly out to the road then through the grounds around the hotel while a light rain fell looking for Crested Firebacks. A 
bird described as a Finch's Bulbul was seen straight overhead but appeared to have a white throat to my eye. In fact it was a Yellow-bellied 
Bulbul. Torrential rains fell just as we reached the lodge at five o'clock. Two coffees each were enjoyed while staring out at the rain. An email 
was sent to Kyle and songs of the wren-babbler and Chestnut-backed Scimitar-Babbler were listened to on xeno-canto. A piece on the birding 

opportunities at the lodge were read subsequently finding that a Brown Wood-Owl perched on a phone pole outside the lodge. Pictures were 
then deleted from the camera. The room was reoccupied at six-thirteen and the first Effexor of the day taken. The memoirs were then updated 
from six-twenty to six-thirty. A rest ensued until six-fifty when we were about to go to dinner. A woman was about to knock on the door as I 
opened it. She said that the night drive was early tonight because the rains had abated. Six guests piled into the back of the truck safari-style 
and we were underway along the entrance road for an hour of spotlighting. A couple of Sambar Deer, a Giant Red Flying Squirrel, a Palm 
Civet, and a flying lizard were seen, the civet seen well in the open. A moderate rain began after some twenty minutes but our umbrellas were 
raised and all was well. The camera was safe in a black plastic bag.  
 

The lodge was returned to at eight o'clock when a bowl of minestrone soup and a dish of curried chicken with a local green bean and excellent 
sticky rice were enjoyed with a coffee and water. The same Sago (tapioca) with cane sugar served as dessert.  It was about nine o'clock when I 
spotted a Sambar Deer behind the restaurant prior to Martin and I strolling to the workers quarters where the telephone pole was located. The 
stars were twinkling and a half moon shining. Four more Sambar Deer were grazing in the playing field and every pole was checked as well as 
trees in the area with negative results. No nocturnal birds were heard but I neglected to play the tape. Three large bats were noted on the ten-
minute walk back to the lodge. 
 

The room was occupied at nine-fifteen or so when a squat on the toilet and a shower took place followed with washing today's underwear and 
socks that were hung on the balcony with another set to dry. The memoirs were then underway at nine fifty-five and polished off at ten-

eighteen. The second Effexor was taken before climbing into bed. The room was cooler but covers were unnecessary. 
 

January 25: Martin woke me at five forty-eight due to the alarm not being set on the iPad. The skies were mainly sunny and dominated the rest 
of the morning with clouds building at two in the afternoon. The jungle shirt and jungle pants were worn. It was six o'clock when strolling to 
the restaurant for breakfast where two pancakes, scrambled eggs, and beef bacon were enjoyed along with two coffees and two glasses of 
pineapple juice. Two types of sausage and two slices of bread were left on the plate.  
 

It was six-thirty when strolling downstairs to meet the guide who was late. Two Whiskered Tree Swifts were photographed while waiting. The 
walk proceeded to the same trail traced last evening seeing Scaly-crowned Babbler and Yellow-bellied Bulbul at close range along the road, 

the later photographed. The pink legs were noted on the Scaly-crowned. The Tangki and Hornbill Loop were strolled once more, coming out at 
the road near the Canopy Walkway. Again the Striped Wren-Babbler refused to show itself, coming to within fifty feet or less but not moving 
closer despite a good half hour try. A Great Argus was calling distantly. Two Blue-headed Pittas were heard, the first coming so close as to 
give an annoyance call. The guide made the mistake of moving us away from the contact point tin an attempt to view it crossing the trail. The 
bird would have been seen had we stayed in the same location and scanned the forest floor. The tape recorder was placed on a log on re-play 
for the second bird and played constantly while the trio waited thirty feet away. The continuing call likely scared it away thinking the call was 
coming from a much more aggressive competitor. A single leech found its way to my upper chest but it was removed quickly and thus no anti 
coagulant was injected. 
 

The sun was intense at ten forty-five when walking the entrance road back towards the lodge. A mysterious bird with a long bill and short tail 
was seen feeding at the base of grasses along the road that to my eye was a Short-tailed Babbler and it did indeed respond to the tape and its 
song heard soon after. However, a species of warbler may have been involved. A Greater Green Leafbird female and Yellow-rumped 
Flowerpecker were seen en route, the leafbirds head was not seen well enough but the yellowish green coloration seemed ideal for the species.  
 

The lodge was reached at eleven-fifty and the shoes were washed with a scrub brush before returning to our room for a shower and shave. The 
species were then reviewed, some using our photographs discovering two identification errors that the guide had made.  
 

It was about one o'clock when heading for lunch. A Yellow-breasted Flowerpecker was noted followed by an Arctic Warbler (b.borealis). The 

slightly olive brown upperparts, almost pure white underparts, one white wing bar, white superciliary ending shortly behind the eye, and thin 
black line through the eye were conclusive.  
 

Lunch consisted of ginger chicken with white rice, minestrone soup, coffee, water, fresh lemonade, and chocolate cake for desert. Martin  
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retired to the room. The memoirs were underway afterward at two o'clock and set aside at two twenty-nine. A walk around the garden ensued 
observing the endemic flowerpecker again and several Red-eyed Bulbuls. A stroll then took place around the workers units looking for the 
fireback without success then back along the nature trail seeing nothing. It was now close to three-thirty and our room was returned to where I 

changed into the jungle shirt. A five foot long Gray-tailed Racer was lying on the walkway railing that was not at all disturbed by my presence. 
Many others soon gathered to look at the lovely green snake with a sharply defined gray tail and yellowish belly. It was supposedly slightly 
venomous.  

                       
     Gray-tailed Racer              Strangler Fig        Red-bearded Bee-eater      Blue-headed Pitta      Striped Wren-Babbler      Large Frogmouth 
 

Our new guide was a welcome sight at three-thirty. We strolled off to the same trail where we were finally shown our hit birds. A Yellow-
crowned Barbet was heard well in the canopy giving its clock-like call followed with a Red-bearded Bee-eater that was photographed. A 
female Blue-headed Pitta was finally seen but only as a shape on the forest floor on two occasions by myself. Next was the real prize, a Black-
throated Wren-Babbler completing the families needed on the trip. Unexpected it was fairly high in the canopy the only species in the family 
that left the lower story. The distinctive shape and black throat pattern were seen fairly well for the distance while it was singing its distinctive 

song. Unbelievably two Bornean Ground-Cuckoos were heard calling their strange calls. The guide stationed himself in the woods on the 
opposite side of the trail while Martin and I remained behind looking down the trail waiting for them to cross. A good three quarters of an hour 
passed and they did move closer but they seemed to refuse to move from one spot close to the trail as if reluctant to come in the open. They 
eventually crossed, as it was growing dusky but further down where they could not be seen. A Striped Wren-Babbler was enticed in closer than 
previously but the late hour made the forest floor too dark to see the critter. 
 

It was six o'clock when returning to the road and the lodge. A night walk was scheduled for six-fifteen but it began to rain. The flashlight was 
retreated from the room seeing a small beige coloured mouse running along the railing. The humidity was high and an iced glass of water was 
waiting at the main sitting room. The walk was delayed until eight o'clock so we had a coffee and blabbed until seven o'clock and ordered 

supper. I had a green salad with thousand island dressing, lamb with vegetables and a dozen French fries with chocolate cake for dessert. 
Another coffee and two glasses of water followed until eight o'clock. 
 

The walk took us past the workers quarters to a bridge over the river then perhaps three hundred meters along the Sungai Trail, over a tiny 
bridge, and then some one hundred meters to a spot where the tape was played for the Large Frogmouth. It called after a few minutes and yours 
truly saw it fly by to is accustomed perch as a silhouette. Many photos were taken before heading back to the workers quarters where a Brown 
Wood Owl was seen. This owl has a different call than its counterpart in Malaysia along with what appeared to be a smaller size and less breast 
markings; probable split. 
 

The room was occupied at nine o'clock or so when the species were ticked off on the  checklist coming to one hundred and eighty-nine.  A 
shower then took place followed with washing the thin jungle shirt that was sweaty and had blood on the sleeve from one of two leeches 
picked up today, the other on my chest.  Then were treated with polysporin. The clock was set for five-thirty. The memoirs were then 
underway at about nine twenty-two and polished off at ten-fifteen when climbing into bed. The room was warm with frequent awakenings. The 
large toe was stiff, likely from walking but a gout pill was taken just in case. 
 

January 26: The marimba band woke me at five-thirty. The skies were mainly sunny and dominated the rest of the morning with clouds 
building at two in the afternoon. The jungle shirt and jungle pants were worn. It was five forty-five when strolling to the restaurant for 
breakfast where one pancake and an omelette were enjoyed along with a coffee and a glass of pineapple juice. Two types of sausage, one 

pancake, and two slices of bread were left on the plate.  
 

The guide arrived at six-thirty and we were off along the entrance road where a Crested Fireback wax seen followed with a male Rufous-
chested Flycatcher along the nature trail. The blazing white tail seen in flight while still quite dark was amazing. The Segama Trail was then 
followed gradually uphill gaining some three hundred meters then back downhill to come to the Hornbill Trail. Next came a Short-tailed 
Babbler with a conspicuous white throat and buffy sides and lovely but simple three-note song. The bird was distant so little else was noted 
such as shape and bill and tail length, and facial pattern. Several Maroon Woodpeckers were next in line and homing in on one was difficult 
and took some time. A Striped Wren-Babbler was finally taped to some eighty feet and seen on the forest floor. The white head and throat and 
black striped pattern was seen distinctly. A male Bornean Blue Flycatcher was seen very close including the orangish breast that ended as a 

pointed triangle on the throat. However the ventral area was never recorded to separate it from Hill Blue. The songs were compared as this is 
written and match that of the Bornean perfectly. The bird was about to be photographed at eye level but then decided to fly into thick leaves 
overhead. A Rufous-tailed Shama followed looking like a giant redstart. A male Blue-banded Pitta was seen from behind at the base of a tree 
showing off its brilliant red head and dark back. A male Blue-headed Pitta was then photographed high on a horizontal tree branch.  
 

It was eleven-thirty when strolling down the road to the lodge. The sun was intense and the temperature may have reached over thirty-two 
degrees. A seat was taken upstairs after washing the worst of the mud off our shoes. No new leech bites were received. I enjoyed lemonade  
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while gabbing with the guide. The room was occupied at around noon when the birds were ticked off followed with a shower and washing my 
light jungle shirt and the mud from the bottom of my jungle pants. The first Effexor was taken. The worn pair of socks were then washed, all 
hung up to dry on the balcony but the pants. Songs of the Short-tailed Babbler, Black-throated Wren-Babbler, and Bornean Blue Flycatcher 

we're then compared to look-a-like species and with that heard in life and all matched perfectly. The memoirs were then underway at around 
one in the afternoon, falling asleep and waking again at one-eighteen. The days report was polished off at one forty-eight. 
 

It was two o'clock when heading for lunch, which consisted of a freshly cooked burger and freshly cooked pene with bolognaise sauce along 
with coffee, water, and pineapple for desert. An email was sent to Kyle re the funeral along with pictures of Borneo that refused to send. The 
guide was ready at three o'clock and the threesome headed across the river bridge, then a second shorter bridge to a trail heading along a stream 
looking for forkballs then onward to an area where Bornean Wren-Babblers and Bornean Banded Pittas occur. Unfortunately the afternoon 
rains began this time with constant thunder and even lightning. The shirt was fairly wet when making the relatively short way back to the 

lodge. The gift shop was perused to find it air-conditioned which felt wonderful even with a wet shirt and damp pants. The light waterproof but 
durable jackets were examined to find the sizes marked in young ages and thus impossible to buy one for Pat. They cost about fifty dollars. The 
room was then reoccupied at three-fifty and the memoirs were underway and set aside at five minutes past four. Six o'clock was the time set to 
look for the Gould's Frogmouth this evening should the rains abate.  
 

Yours truly fell asleep at around four-thirty, waking at ten minutest as past five. A note was written to the Marina Condominiums to ask for 
airport pick-up prior to wandering off to the lobby to send it and photos to Kyle. The Wi-Fi was slow and failed to send the messages. A failed 
attempt was also made at finding an email address for the Marina Condos. We were back at the room at five-fifty catching up on memoirs. The 
sitting room was occupied at six o'clock when salt was borrowed to rub on the two new leech bites. 
 

Our guide arrived at six-fifteen at which time we retraced our steps from last night and this afternoon ending up at the point where the rains 
began plus a few yards. The tape was played for Gould's Frogmouth and it answered almost immediately. However, it refused to come any 
closer and after a good half hour we walked down to the trail along the river just beyond where the Large Frogmouth was found and the guide 
place the tape on the ground on rewind and pushed into the forest. After only ten minutes he called us in but the frogmouth had moved off. A 
sleeping Black-headed Pitta was found just below eye level in the open but my camera refused to work. I continued to get it working only to 
notice that the guide and Martin were some thirty yards away looking at the Gould's Frogmouth. It was still there when I arrived some forty 
feet up but in full view and fortunately I got the camera working and got a couple of good shots. I left the camera in operation mode while 
returning to the sleeping pitta only to have Martin trudge on totally unaware that he was walking towards the pitta. The idiot was told to stop 

and he did right beside the pitta and the stupid fool shone his light right on the bird causing it to flush. There goes my chance for good photos. 
A lantana scratched my neck pushing through the underbrush.  
 

Two sleeping White-chested Babblers were photographed beside the river after crossing the large bridge. The lodge came into view at about 
seven fifty-five when yours truly checked myself over for leeches in the washroom. The guide joined Martin for a beer while I drank water. 
Supper was then underway at about eight-twenty or so that consisted of fish in coconut sauce, one piece of spicy chicken, a small amount of 
rice with freshly cooked Asian vegetables. I then made an unsuccessful attempt to get Wi-Fi to send images, to check the rare bird alerts, and to 
find an email address for the condo in Kota Kinabalu. 
 

The memoirs were underway at eight forty-six with a break to get a small glass of chocolate pudding and a slice of some unknown type of 
cake. The memoirs were placed aside at nine-fourteen. The air had cooled nicely at this point with lower humidity. The slight breeze was 
refreshing.  
 

The room was occupied at nine thirty-two to find my flashlight missing. I returned to the sitting room with the manager who knew where it was 
located. The frogmouth was then ticked off on the checklist coming to one hundred and ninety-five. A shower then took place and the leech 
bites were then treated with polysporin and salt. The clock was set for five-thirty and the iPad plugged in for a charge. The second Effexor was 
taken at nine fifty-five. The room was not as warm with few awakenings. The large toe was still slightly stiff but now obviously just from 
walking.  
 

January 27: The marimba band did not have a chance to play, as I was awake at four-thirty. The skies were mainly sunny and dominated the 
rest of the morning with clouds building at two in the afternoon. The jungle shirt and jungle pants were worn It was five-thirty when strolling 
to the restaurant for breakfast where one pancake and an omelette were enjoyed along with a coffee and three glasses of pineapple juice. 
 

The guide arrived at six-thirty and we were soon driving along the entrance road a few kilometers to a trail running through secondary forest. 
A Crested Jay was first in line, a species that has recently been placed into its own monotypic family. A Striped Wren-Babbler posed perfectly 
at close range for photos. A Bornean Wren-Babbler and Bornean Banded Pitta were difficult to locate at first but the open floor of this forest 
presented perfect views of the endemic. A male Cinnamon-rumped Trogon presented us with excellent views and record shots.  The diagnostic 

small blue crescent (smaller Scarlet-rumped) was noted over the eye. A Purple-naped Sunbird was observed briefly on the way back to the 
road. The heavily stripped breast and strongly curved bill actually now placing it in the spiderhunter family. Two or more Hairy-backed 
Bulbuls were found by yours truly at the edge of the road noting the large pale areas around the eyes. Bornean Necklaced Partridges began to 
call just as we were about to leave and after many minutes of playback one was seen from the backside noting the dark brown coloration 
interrupted by numerous small spots.  
 

It was eleven twenty-five when reaching the lodge. I washed my shoes then proceeded to the room where the birds were ticked prior to taking a 
welcomed shower. Today's socks, underwear, jungle shirt, and the bottoms of my jungle pants were washed and hung to dry. The first Effexor  
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of  the day was taken and anti-itch cream smeared on a new mosquito bite on the back of my leg. Fortunately no new leech bites were received. 
Some packing took place prior to heading to the sitting room where the memoirs were updated from about twelve-twenty to ten minutes past 
one.  
 

It was then time for lunch, which included orange chicken and rice smothered with the sauce from the chicken along with stir fried Asian 
vegetables with pieces of chicken. Two coffees and plenty of water were consumed along with a sweet strawberry paste in a small cup, 
chocolate cake, and pineapple yogurt for desert. 
 

The garden was perused subsequently photographing a Dark-sided Flycatcher from the rear and later identified by its long primary projection, 
buff wing bars, and overall coloration as compared to the resident race of Asian Brown. A Blue-banded Kingfisher was then photographed 
along the river. A Bornean Spiderhunter was then seen low on yellow flowers in the garden but studied first to record the streaking and it 
departed before it could be captured on film. 
 

                                              
              Whiskered Treeswift                 Blue-banded Kingfisher                  Blue-throated Bee-eater                            Colugo   
 

The guide showed up at three o'clock and the trio walked the nature trail to where the Gould's Frogmouth was seen then uphill to join with the 
Hornbill Trail. A Giant Pitta was heard and attracted closely but never showed itself. Birding was generally slow perhaps due to no rain having 
fallen all day and the hot sun. The humidity was so high as to produce enough sweat to soak your shirt as if you had stood in a shower. A Buff-
rumped Woodpecker was then photographed on a huge dead tree. 
 

The lodge was returned to at four-fifty or so when washing the shoes thoroughly then showering and washing the pair of socks worn and 

refining the shoe cleansing. Only one dry sock remained. The camera battery was plugged in to charge. The memoirs were underway at five 
forty-three and polished off at six o'clock. 
 

Martin and I then wandered off to look for the spiderhunter seeing a small black bird fly past that showed red on the mantle that was almost 
certainly a Scarlet-backed Flowerpecker. The restaurant was occupied subsequently where the Wi-Fi was still inoperable. Conversation about 
birds and falconry et cetera killed time until supper at seven o'clock when several glasses of water were downed followed with white 
rice, lamb, and stir-fried vegetables. The same dessert and yogurt as last evening were enjoyed with a coffee.  
 

The room was returned to at seven forty-five where a new jungle shirt was donned along with damp socks. The guide was ready at eight 

o'clock and we drove the truck to the trailhead that we walked this morning in the secondary forest. The tape was played constantly for Sundan 
Frogmouth along the road just a very short ways towards the lodge. Three or more calls were heard including soft growl-like notes. It took a 
great deal of time before a pair was found high in a tree. The distance was great for my old eyes and the camera was deployed to see them 
closer. The lilliputian nightbirds flew to another nearby tree where a brown individual was seen and the camera would not work. Meanwhile 
unknown to me Martin and the leader were looking at one through the scope. I heard something about a scope but assumed they were wishing 
for one. Martin actually said "Do you want to use the scope?" And heard nothing. In any case I saw a tiny brown frogmouth and knew its calls. 
A Mouse Deer and a family of Malaysian Civits were seen in the trucks headlights driving in both directions. 
 

The team was back at the lodge at nine-twenty or so and the camera batteries were charged. Calls of the Sundan Frogmouth were compared on 

the tape that matched perfectly and the alarm set for tomorrow morning. The memoirs were underway at nine thirty-seven and set aside at nine 
fifty-seven. 
 

January 28: The marimba band did not have a chance to play, as I was awake at four-thirty. The skies were mainly cloudy and dominated the 
rest of the morning. The final packing took place leaving the jeans and loose white shirt to wear in the air-conditioned van, the airport, and on 
to the Borneo Rainforest Lodge itself. The jungle shirt and jungle pants were worn and the cap carried for the morning walk along the road that 
was open to the sun. It was five-thirty when strolling to the restaurant for breakfast where one pancake and an omelette were enjoyed along 
with a coffee and three glasses of pineapple juice. 
 

The guide arrived at six-thirty and we were soon walking along the entrance road with no sun to contend with. The first birds began to come 
quickly with relatively close views of a few Sooty-capped Babblers that were seen well for the first time. The bird was somewhat like a White-
chested but with a slightly off white breast and a distinct wash of light gray forming a broad collar across the chest, gray legs, and a thin dark 
line through the eye. A Spectacled Bulbul was seen with the conspicuous but thin eye-ring. Gray-headed Babblers were fairly numerous in one 
spot and continued to move quickly from place to place in the thick foliage making them difficult to identify. One finally sat in the open 
revealing its dark overall plumage and black head with slight white striping. The black head had a bluish sheen. A Rufous-crowned Babbler 
was seen exceptionally well noting the gray legs, light but distinct streaking on the upper breast, and more distinct rufous cap than that shown  
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on the Scaly-crowned. A Bornean Banded Kingfisher was next in line and fairly decent photos were taken of the endemic. Two or three male 
Lesser Green Leafbirds were observed but the female feeding low in a fruiting tree was conclusive noting the lack of yellowish in the breast 
and neck and a thin blue line on the face. These birds were slimmer than the Greater that were more rotund looking, the size difference was not 

apparent due to inexperience. A juvenile male Red-naped Trogon sat conspicuously and studied to ensure that the identification was confirmed 
prior to taking a picture which didn't happen because it flew. The red nape, red upper breast blending to a bold buff coloration on the lower 
belly (juvenile), extensive black hood with a thin white horizontal line tracing the hood below, and a blue eye ring and bill were conclusive. 
The intricate black and white vermiculation on the wings was lovely. A male Scarlet-rumped Trogon provided us with a prolonged observation 
of its larger blue crescent over the eye and record shots were taken. A Bold-striped Tit-Babbler in the scrub was furtive with only a glance at its 
breast when the bold black stripes were noted. However, the repetitive Blue-eared Barbet-like call was unmistakable and likely mistaken as the 
barbet many times previously. Next came a Yellow-crowned Barbet and Golden-whiskered Barbet taped in to points where their distinctive 
head patterns were observed through a scope. A large feeding flock was discovered just past the aerial walkway that contained many Brown 

Fulvettas, which were small with rich brown rear parts and grayish heads, an Olive-backed Woodpecker was a surprise and even our highly 
skilled guide asked to look at the plate. A Chestnut-breasted Malkoha was observed reasonably well noting the red around the eye and greenish 
bill, the black underparts that included a dark rich chestnut breast. A Black-breasted Malkoha was observed in the open at long range but 
unfortunately it was just a dark silhouette and no field marks were visible. Two female Dark-throated Orioles were seen exceptionally well as 
was a white male Asian Paradise-Flycatcher and a female of the same species. A Jerdon’s Baza was calling and traced to an emergent a short 
ways down the road and seen well through the scope. 
 

The aerial walkway was next in line but the canopy was inactive and we only remained aloft for some fifteen to twenty minutes. A truck pulled 
up at the bottom and we were driven back to the lodge, arriving at eleven o'clock. A shower was needed and the jeans and white shirt donned 

with the jungle gear packed. The birds were ticked off on the checklist while writing them here. The bags were then moved outside where 
someone moved them to the vehicle that would take us to the airport. The money belt, camera in case, binoculars, and iPad were carried on 
person.  

                                                           
                     Buff-rumped Woodpecker         Scarlet-rumped Trogon        Bornean Banded Kingfisher              Aerial Walkway 
 

It was coffee time at eleven forty-eight and we were allowed to eat lunch afterward. Curry pineapple and coconut chicken with rice was 
selected for today's meal followed with chocolate puffy and chocolate cake washed down with coffee and water. I managed to find the Bornean 
Spiderhunter for Martin afterward. A fifteen-minute wait then ensued until the time of departure. 
 

It was one-thirty when beginning the drive to the one-room Lahad Datu Airport, arriving at four o'clock. Two people - who were the best of 
friends- one a male doctor from San Francisco and a woman architect who was originally from Singapore joined us on the ride. Conversation 
was infrequent but not uncomfortable. Once seated in the tiny airport, the last two days memoirs were sent to Pat along with a short letter 

explaining that there was lack of Wi-Fi. The email address was found for the Marina Court Resort Condominiums and a note sent to pick us 
up. The online check-in for Malaysian Airlines to Kuala Lumpur and Singapore was begun but failed to work. The memoirs were underway 
afterward beginning at around four-fifty only to be called to Customs at five o'clock that was extremely efficient. The memoirs were underway 
once more in nine minutes.  
 

Malaysian Airlines MH3023 took off at five-thirty to Kota Kinabalu. The memoirs were written in the waiting areas and during the flight. 
Decent began at six o'clock, landing at six-thirty. There was no one from our accommodation waiting for us so Martin paid for a taxi using 
thirty MR in cash to the Marina Court Resort Condominiums, Tel + 60 12832 8102 arriving at shortly before seven. The taxi driver pointed us 
to the wrong hotel entrance but the desk clerk contacted the person who took us to the rooms. The building was less than attractive and the 

locked steel gate to our rooms was intimidating. However the rooms were fairly attractive and the air-conditioning worked. The fellow then 
tried to get an extra three hundred and thirty MR and I refused. They did not have a record for our second night but fortunately it was on our 
reservation form. All was well. I asked about where a taxi could be found to take us to the Sutera Harbour Resort from where the boats to 
Manukan Island were located and also very early to the airport for our five-thirty departure. He stated that there were taxis twenty-four hours a 
day just outside the gate. The memoirs were then updated after taking the first Effexor of the day, finishing at seven thirty-five. The attempt to 
join the Wi-Fi failed only getting a wrong password notification until seven fifty-two. 
 

Martin and I then went to dinner choosing the first place recognized by name, the Hard Rock Cafe on the second floor of the Waterfront Mall 
directly east across from the accommodation. Taylor Swift's video of “Bad Blood” was playing when entering. Yours truly ordered chicken 

and macaroni and cheese and Martin had a hamburger. The bill was some one hundred and thirty MR or just over forty dollars. He seemed 
upset yet never flinched when tipping the guide two hundred and fifty dollars American. A taxi driver was asked the amount to drive to the 
Sutera Lodge and he quoted fifteen MR for two persons. I set a time of seven o'clock to meet in the lobby. 
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 Marina Court Resort Condominiums 

 

The iPod was unpacked and the day’s clothes hung in the closet and jungle gear left out for tomorrow. The Effexor would be carried along with 
all of the valuables. The memoirs were underway at nine o'clock and set aside at nine-twenty. The router was re-booted and the Wi-Fi was 
working at nine thirty-four. The directions to the boat jetty were then researched and photographed until nine fifty-five. The day’s story was 
then emailed to Pat. The alarm was set for six-thirty. The second Effexor was taken shortly past ten o'clock when crawling into bed.  
 

January 29: Yours truly woke at six o'clock due to hearing Martin wandering around in the kitchen. The birding gear was gathered for the day 
at that time along with a cap and suntan lotion for the boat ride to Manukan Island as well as the Effexor in case of break-in at the hotel.  A taxi 
was then secured out front at six-fifty at a cost of fifteen MR to the ultra-luxurious Sutera Harbour Hotel, arriving at seven-fifteen. A person at 
the hotel was asked for directions to the ticket counter and he led us to the place where information was gathered for the trip but tickets were 

not for sale until eight o'clock. The outdoor restaurant at the hotel was returned to where we had a delicious breakfast that consisted of an 
omolette and coffee with approximately sixty MR placed on Martin's Visa. The tickets were purchased at shortly past eight at one hundred and 
twenty MR placed on Martin's Visa. A stroll then took place along the waterfront parkade photographing common lowland birds, fish, and a 
monitor lizard in an unusual situation in the sea.   
 

              
                                 Sutera Harbour Hotel                                 Black Sea Urchin               Hardwicki Wrasse                      Orchid 

             
                                     Manukan Island                                            Blossom                 Asian Water Monitor           Pacific Reef Egret 
 

The fiberglass boat with room for a dozen persons left at eight-thirty for the fifteen-minute cruise. The craft was canvas-covered thus no cap or 
suntan lotion was required. The skies at that time were overcast in any case. Martin paid the twenty MR park fee in cash at the entrance. The 
rear of the restaurant was looked at first as we were told that that scrubfowl could be found behind the kitchen but the habitat was not 
applicable to the species and perhaps they only appeared here at dawn or dusk when there were no people about. The island was already 
covered with humanity moving about in al directions. The Rangers Trail led us a short way to the Jungle Trail that was occupied at around 
eight-forty or so where we met a woman birder from North Carolina named Audrey who joined us on the walk. The first bird seen was a 
Mangrove Whistler whose distinctive song was memorized beforehand followed with a Mangrove Blue Flycatcher high in the canopy and not 

seen well enough to count. The tape was played as often as possible due to a low battery on the iPod but Audrey had call back that was also 
used. Halfway along the trail Audrey and I heard the call of the Philippine Scrubfowl at the same instant well down a very steep slope. The 
tape was played frequently with no response though we should have followed suite with the guide at the Borneo Rainforest Lodge and played 
for a half-hour. However, neither of us had enough battery to do so. The threesome continued on seeing Pied Fantails and various common 
bulbuls but little else with our attention diverted to the ground.  
 

The stone pathway, likely the desired Rangers Trail, was used to return the half-kilometer to the restaurant at around one-fifteen where a can of 
Sprite and bottled water (beer and orange juice) were purchased at an expensive one hundred MR in cash from Martin’s pocket. The sun was 
shining now and the humidity was oppressive. We decided to look at the small forest patch to the east of the cafe where a male Mangrove Blue 

Flycatcher was finally seen well through Martin's binoculars. Mine were now unable to focus at all having trouble the last three days. We then  
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returned to the Rangers Trail at about two o'clock. The skies were now mainly overcast and somewhat cooler. A bird that certainly appeared to 

be a small-medium sized flycatcher was seen low moving as a flycatcher between small stemmed trees that was almost certainly a Gray-
chested Jungle-Flycatcher, as it was the only one of its kind on the island. However, an Asian Brown was a possibility. Despite the slow walk 
and looking at every area in the forest that was open to view no scrubfowl was found nor any further calls heard.  
 

Martin and I were back on the boat at four o'clock with a Great Crested Tern seen en route to the Sutera Harbour Hotel where supper was 
enjoyed while watching the sunset. Photos were taken of common lowland species and of the sunset. A cheese pasta dish, two lemonades, and 
a tiny slice of apple pie served as the last meal in Sabah. Martin paid the one hundred and sixty-two point eleven MR bill on Visa. The waiter 
called a taxi that took us back to the condominium where Martin paid fifteen RM in cash, arriving at six-twenty. The iPad and iPod were 
plugged in for a charge and final packing took place. A shower was welcomed at that time. The alarm was then set for two forty-five at seven 

o'clock. The doorbell rang with a knock at eleven o'clock that was ignored in case of trouble. Yours truly slept all through the night, waking at 
two-twenty to urinate. 
 

January 30: Yours truly woke at four-twenty and did the final packing and wrote yesterday's species in the notes. Martin was roused at two-
fifty and ten minutes later we were in a taxi heading for the airport that took forty-five MR cash from Martin’s pocket due to the hour. The 
airport was reached at ten minutes past three where coffees were enjoyed at McDonalds. The Malaysia ticket counter was open when we 
returned at three thirty-five. The hand baggage only was scanned and our boarding passes were soon in hand. All luggage was scanned 
afterward shortly before four o'clock with Customs proceeding, arriving at our gate at four-fifteen. The memoirs were then written for 
yesterday and today up to this point, placing it aside at four forty-seven with a half-hour left to the scheduled boarding time.  
 

Boarding on our Malaysian Airlines flight MH 2637 to Kuala Lumpur took place at five-fifteen. The flight departed on time at five thirty-five 
when beginning to watch "Wonder Woman" which was excellent but the last ten minutes was missed due to length. An Asian breakfast of 
noodles and chicken, coffee, water, orange juice, and a biscuit was served at six o'clock. The jet put down on the runway in Koala Lumpur at 
seven forty-seven and pulled up at the gate on time at eight o'clock. As usual there was no board with gate numbers until walking six hundred 
yards. A set of stairs led us to the upper floor where another Customs check took place to get to our gates, arriving at eight twenty-five where 
again our bags were scanned. A Brit was met in line that had seen a White-fronted Plover in Kota Kinabalu extending its range a great deal. 
The species range was looked up on line followed with writing short notes to Pat and Charles.  
 

Boarding to Singapore was underway at nine-fifteen with a form filled for Singapore immigration thereafter. The memoirs were updated 
onboard from nine-eighteen to nine twenty-six. Malaysian Airlines MH 0611 departed late at nine-thirty. "Wonder Woman" was rewound to 
the point at which I had missed while waiting in tandem and during the first minutes of the flight. The last twenty-five minutes was enjoyed 
until an orange juice and peanuts arrived at nine fifty-five. The memoirs were then updated until nine minutes past ten. "Annabelle Creation" 
was rewound subsequently but the plane descended as the missing section was reached, landing fifteen minutes late at ten thirty-five. The gate 
was at Terminal 1. 
 

An information kiosk was found subsequently after walking some six hundred yards from our arrival gate where we asked where we could 
receive our boarding passes for Singapore Airlines to Bangkok hence Hong Kong, as we were in transit. They pointed us to a transit ticket 

booth that was close by where our passes were received. The twenty-four hour food complex was also close by and a six-inch turkey on 
multigrain and a bottle of real orange juice were purchased at the Subways on Martin's card at sixteen point twenty Singapore dollars The meal 
took place from shortly after eleven to eleven-twenty. The memoirs were then brought up to date while sitting in an area with palm trees and 
sculptures from eleven twenty-three to eleven thirty-five. A walk then took place to our gate spending a few minutes in the washroom and 
waiting eight minutes until the gate opened at noon where there was another baggage check. A computer was then found where Pat was 
emailed from the huet account and the rare bird alerts checked until twelve twenty-four.  
 

Boarding took place at twelve thirty-five and soon after a Customs form was filled until twelve fifty-eight. Singapore Airlines SQ 974 departed 

Singapore fifteen minutes late at one twenty-five. The movie "Thor Ragnorok" was enjoyed from one-fifteen with a break for lunch from 
twelve minutes past two to two thirty-six. The meal consisted of chicken with noodles, a potato salad, cake, water orange juice, and coffee. The 
flic had just ended as the wheels hit the pavement at Bangkok International fifteen minutes late at two-fifty. The gate number was found on a 
distant board, arriving at the next gate at three-twenty with departure to Hong Kong scheduled for four o'clock. Bangkok time was one hour 
behind Singapore. The memoirs were updated from three-eighteen to three twenty-eight.  
 

Thai International TG 606 departed Bangkok fifteen minutes late at ten minutes past four to begin the two-hour and ten minute flight to the last 
destination of the day. Yours truly was immediately plugged in for a movie while seated on the double-decker Boeing 747. Local time in Hong 
Kong was two hours ahead, now five forty-two. “Annabelle Creation" was rewound beginning at four twenty-three when the dinner arrived. 

The meal consisted of pork and rice, potato salad, a cream filled pastry, water, apple juice, and coffee. The horror flic ended at five o'clock 
when the Customs form was filled. "Transformers: Age of Extinction" was then enjoyed for one hour of the two and a half hours until landing. 
 

The huge plane set down on the Tarmac at seven forty-five local time. A long walk then took place following signs for immigration through 
two long hallways to two sets of stairs that led to a train that made one stop. From here the procedure was quick, bringing us to Customs that 
was passed through instantaneously, then through the baggage collecting area to another large room. The Regal Airport Hotel was at the left of 
this area and unsigned until turning a corner. Tel + 852 2286 8888 email regalhotel.com/HongKongAirport. The custodian checked us in at 
seven-fifty or so. He told us that breakfast was served beginning at six o’clock on the floor below reception and check-out time was at two in 
the afternoon with baggage storage supplied free of charge. The flight home was to depart at seven-fifty in the afternoon.  
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Once in the room, the iPad and iPod and a camera battery were charged immediately as all were almost dead. The first Effexor of the day was 

taken. Socks were removed from the bag in hopes a pair might dry and the coat and fleece were hung for tomorrow's walk. A cold front from 
China had produced record low temperatures of nine degrees Celsius. The binoculars and camera were also unpacked. Pat and Charles were 
sent emails, in particular to Charles who had asked about a possible trip together in August. The memoirs were brought up to date beginning at 
eight thirty-six and set aside at eight forty-seven. A hot bath was drawn where I relaxed for a few minutes. My calves and feet were swollen 
but not to the point of hurting. Polysporin was used on the bites that were healing quickly in the cool air. The iPad was not charging and a new 
plug set was used prior to hitting the sack at about nine-thirty. 
 

                  
                                                        Regal Airport Hotel                                                                                       Hong Kong Airport 
 

January 31 Yours truly woke at seven o'clock to see pelting rain out the window. It seemed as if television would keep us entertained for the 

entire day. A shave and teeth cleansing followed prior to packing the charging equipment. The first Effexor was taken at that time with water. 
The binoculars and camera and case were gathered prior to heading down to the restaurant that served an early buffet breakfast. The array was 
unbelievable! The choices included three hardboiled eggs, two small cups of yogurt, baked beans, beef bacon, an apple strudel, a glass of 
pineapple juice, and a coffee. The price was outrageously inexpensive at eleven dollars Canadian for two persons. 
 

"""""""""" """" """"" """"""" """"" ""
             Yellow-vented Bulbul      Red-whiskered Bulbul        Black-collared Starling         Asian Glossy Starling             Crested Myna 
 

""""""""""""""""""""" """"""""" """"""""" """"""" "
                              White Wagtail                       Eurasian Tree Sparrow                   Sooty-headed Bulbul          Light-vented Bulbul 
 

The room was returned to at eight o'clock where Martin's Visa bills were tabulated minus taxi rides, park fees, and some meals not placed on 
Visa. Pat was written about the error I had made in the time that the flight landed in Victoria. The rain abated at about nine o'clock when we 
proceeded towards the marsh pictured on Google Earth with some direction help from the staff. The taxi area was full of birds feeding on 
scraps from the drivers that included many Crested Mynas, a Black-collared Starling, and Red-whiskered Bulbuls. The somewhat tree-lined 

streets were walked towards the Expo building where birds were being fed in another area where White Wagtail and a Light-vented Bulbul 
were found. The road past the Expo building was productive with Dusky Warbler, Long-tailed Shrike (photographed), a female Daurian 
Redstart, Blue Rock Thrush, Black-crowned Night-Heron, Black Kite, White-throated Kingfisher, Large-billed Crow, and a family of Sooty-
headed Bulbuls. A light rain began to fall so we headed back towards the hotel. A Eurasian Wryneck was great luck on the return walk.  
 

 It was time for a coffee so yours truly pulled out the Visa and purchased two McCafe coffees and a cinnamon bun for myself at seventy-six 
Hong Kong dollars. The rain was heavy and our room was returned to where the iPad was charged along with watching a half hour of news on 
television until the rain stopped at one-forty. It was almost time for check-out so our bags were packed and did so. Martin then paid for 
breakfast with Visa. Our bags were left for free at the appropriate area. 
 

The same walk was repeated with the exception of now knowing where the marsh was located but unfortunately it was filled and construction 
was underway. A flock of Japanese White-eyes was the only new species.  
 

The hotel was returned to at three twenty-five. Our bags were picked up and we proceeded to the Air Canada counter to find it closed. A seat 
was taken outside the yuppie Agris Cafe at three forty-five where the birds were identified online and accommodations re trip reports and Fat  
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Birder on Sarawak were perused until four-forty. The line up at Air Canada was lengthy but went rather quickly as did Customs. The whole 
process was over in a half hour at five-fifteen. A McDonald's was found where yours truly paid the eight-nine Hong Kong dollar bill on Visa 

buying a fillet-o-fish, a mushroom burger, and two coffees. A conversation took place for about a half hour prior to finding our gate number 
now in place and we proceeded through Customs. Our gate was occupied at about six and the memoirs were updated, putting them aside at two 
minutes past seven.  
 

Boarding for flight Air Canada AC 8 to Vancouver was delayed fifty-five minutes due to the plane arriving late. One in our seats 32H 32K, the 
first movie selected "Ghost in the Shell" that was paused when supper was served an hour into the flight that consisted of beef and potatoes, a 
tiny salad, bun, orange juice, water, and coffee with a piece of cake for dessert. "Kong: Skull Island" was next in line until ending when 
choosing to sleep. Perhaps an hour and a half passed when waking half way through the eleven-hour flight when biscuits and a ham sandwich 

were served, the fellow in front offering his to me as well. Yours truly slept again afterward until watching "Gifted" that was the last movie 
enjoyed. Breakfast was served with one and a half hours remaining in the flight or two o'clock local time that consisted of an egg dish, bun, 
coffee, water, and orange juice.  
 

The plane landed slightly late at three-forty at Terminal M after which Customs and gathering our boarding passes took place. The Westjet gate 
was reached at four forty-five to find the flight delayed by fifteen minutes. The rare bird alerts were checked to find that a Brown Booby was 
picked up on the Ogden Point Breakwall in distress and the Cassin's Finch found a few days ago was not re-sighted in Ladysmith. Pat was 
informed that the flight was late after investigating the small but powerful flashlight our guide at the Borneo Rainforest Lodge was using. It 
was only sixty dollars. Boarding Westjet WS 3185 from the Main Terminal took place at five-fifteen but in actuality it did not leave until six-

fifteen, landing in Victoria at six-forty. Pat was waiting and we drove belligerent Martin to his home, arriving in the underground garage at 
seven-twenty. The bag was unpacked and a hot bat drawn prior to editing the photos and sending pictures of Martin to his email address then 
deleting them from my collection. The day’s editing was completed at eleven o'clock when the second Effexor was taken with a chicken 
leg. Charles was written to tell him I would get back to him in a couple of days. 
 

OVERVIEW: 
 

Total cost in Canadian Dollars : 11,328.33 each paying $5,664.16. 
Food in Sabah $475; Accommodation $7,207.06; Gas $40; Car rental with full insurance coverage $1,260.00; Park Fees $38.50; Visitor Tax 
$110; Taxis $53; Boat to Manukan Island; $40; Laundry $10; Flights $3,020.32 (partially covered with points). 
 

Description : Borneo is no longer a land of headhunters but one of High Rises, Wi-Fi, ATM's and BMW's.  
 

Documents:  No Visa or International Drivers License is required. 
 

Electricity:  plugs are the same as those used in Great Britain.  
 

Time to visit:  Although the summer months are the best season to visit Sabah, we were only able to visit in January (the rainy season). 
Rains were not a problem with only an hour of precipitation in the late afternoon but the cool weather in the hills decreased bird numbers and 
song. The lowlands however were productive. Temperatures I the hills was comfortable during the day 18-21 C., cooler at night. Lowlands 
were hot 30-34 C and very humid. 
 

Credit cards/cash : Gas stations take credit cards as do the better restaurants, hotels, and lodges. Cash is required for taxis, local cafes, and 
park fees.  
 

Driving:  is on the left side of the road with the steering wheel on the right. Automatics, GPS and air conditioning are available in rental cars. 

All roads driven in this trip report were paved and generally in good condition though rough spots are frequent on some highways. The 
mountainous terrain ensures that there are many twists and turns. Traffic is fairly light away from cities and the local drivers are law-abiding. 
Four-lane highways are only found in the area of major cities. Speeds are 80-90 KM hour on highways, 50 KM hour in towns.  
 

Health : Malaria is practically non-existent in Sabah. No innoculations are required.  
 

Pests:  Mosquitoes and leeches are not found in the highlands at this time of year. Leeches are found commonly at lower elevations though 
small mosquitoes in moderate to low numbers are very localized such as at Gomantong Cave and Sakau Lodge. 
 

Tipping : is not a culture in Malaysia and it is not customary to tip for services with the exception of tour guides and porters. Tipping in 

restaurants is considered rude, and if you do so there is a good chance that someone will chase after you with your change. If you tip someone 
at a restaurant, spa, or taxi it says that you don’t believe they are getting paid enough. It insults both the workers and the establishment. Unless 
the person goes above and beyond to give you exceptional service, don't tip them. It has long-term implications on those who live in the 
country. A 10% service charge and 5% government tax are commonly included in bills. If you'd like to reward good service it is recommended 
to tip guides MYR 25-30 per day and MYR 15 per day for drivers per couple. For porters in hotels (and at airports where appropriate) it is 
recommended that you give approximately MYR 3. 
 

Borneo Rainforest Lodge: Although guides are mandatory to walk the trails on the lodge property (and paid for in the ultra-expensive 5-
star fee), one can stroll around the gardens, along the “Nature Trail”, and along the very productive entrance road over a kilometer to and on 

the aerial walkway. Guiding usually takes place from 6:30-11:00 am and again from 3:00-5:00 pm with nocturnal birding taking place in the 
order of 6:30-9:30.  Thus free time is available from 11:00-3:00 when birding can take place on one’s own along any trail using discretion. 



 

""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""

"""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""


