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A dream comes true 
 
Last year was the first time that Bob 

and I didn’t go on the Trinibats trip, 

and we really did miss it, so when 

Daniel said there were to be two trips 

this year we signed up. 

The first week of the trip covered the 

areas we had previously visited 

while a second week was planned for 

some intensive work. We opted for 

the second week, as did Jonathan 

Durward and some other old hands. 

We watched the posts on Facebook 

with just the teeniest twinge of envy. 

As I said last time we tried not to be 

envious when they caught the very 

rare Centurio senex. We were 

delighted for them when they caught 

the equally rare Vampyrum spectrum. 

They got a radio tag on this one and 

found a roost. 

We second week would give us a 

chance to visit this roost and help 

with filming the roost. 

On arrival Daniel Hargreaves was 

most apologetic as the Vampyrum 

roost was inaccessible to me, so my 

chance of seeing one was tiny. 

I am no twitcher and was happy 

enough that others would watch 

them and I might see some footage. 

 

While collecting us Daniel had sent 

Daniel Whitby and his two co-

workers off to find the radio tagged 

bat and to set up a net to see what 

they had caught. 

 

And guess what the first bat into the 

net was. Never have a hungry group 

of bat workers gobbled down a 

delicious meal to fast. 

 

We headed off in a fug of barely 

restrained excitement, drove to the 

site and stared at the bat in wonder, 

before finally reaching for our 

cameras. 

 

The huge bat sat calm as you like in 

Daniel Whitby’s hand and accepted 

our gasps of admiration with noble 

sang froid. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He posed happily for photos and did  

not mind in the least when Daniel W 

extended his (the bat’s) wing. After 
the radio tag had been attached the 

bat flew powerfully and sedately into 

the night. 
 

In the days that followed, the fitter 

members of the group tracked the 

bat and found two more roosts.  

These were monitored and filmed by 

brave souls who spent all night 

watching the roost while the rest of 

us trapped in the forest. 

We were accompanied by two softly 

spoken Trinidadians, who we learnt 

later were part of the elite drug 

squad, who the university regularly 

hires to protect people on field work. 

They wore machetes on their belt, 

and unbeknownst to us were also 

armed. 

Overkill I hear you say. That was 

what I thought until we realised that 

one of the trapping points abutted an 

area of the bush that some local 

criminals were using to grow 

cannabis. They had left gun traps 

around, to injure anyone who  

“trespassed” – a fact we only fully  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

appreciated later on. 

 

I was involved in recording the data 

collected when bats were caught. On 

several occasions I worked with 

Trinidadian Darshan. We got on very 

well and as well as sharing a waspish 

sense of humour we discovered that 

both of us had a three second short 

term memory, which made writing 

numbers down measurements 

hilarious. 

Darshan: “31.3” 

Me (double checking): “31.3 ?” 

Darshan: “I forget let me remeasure 

it.” 

This scene repeated itself many 

times, with the giggles getting louder 

as the night wore on. 

Jude and Darshan: “helpless giggle”. 

 

Oh what big wings you have. 

Photo Bob Cornes 

 


