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Desperately seeking serotine

Those of you who have perused your 2007 Annual Report 

will know that we had a concerted effort at looking for 

serotines last year. It was always our intention to keep 

looking this year. Jude and Bob revisited a couple of the 

sites where we had records but had no joy, probably 

because it was at an earlier time of year this time.  

 

In July we were contacted by the Herts bat group. They 

had a serotine that had been brought in injured from 

Heathrow. They has spent six months rehabilitating him 

and felt that he was now ready to be released, but didn’t 

want to let him go in the middle of a runway.. Instead 

they had chosen another site which was known to have 

serotines and wanted to glue a radiotag onto him so that 

they could see whether he was able to fend for herself.   

All they needed was some one with a licence to glue.  Bob 

volunteered at great speed 

Photo Jude Hirstwood 

 

Herts have a purpose built flight cage where they were 

able to let the bat practice his flying. Bob and Jude went 

down there to meet her. 

Previous mentions of serotines have said that they are 

lazy creatures, so we weren’t prepared for the feisty 

creature we met. Getting a tag on was quite tricky as he 

was as wriggly as a toddler and eventually, having had 

enough of being constrained fixed Bob with his beady 

eyes and closed his jaws in a very determined fashion. 

(Hurrah for gloves).  

 

We then took him and placed him into a bat box on the 

chosen site. We blocked the entrance to the box so he 

couldn’t make an early departure. At dusk we waited 

with bated breath and to our delight he emerged and 

flew off. The Herts group headed off in pursuit and Bob 

and I, having handed over a spare radio receiver, headed 

back to an early night. Next day we were told he had 

come back to roost in a large oak tree. The following 

night he failed to emerge. As the days wore on the Herts. 

Group were concerned he might have died in the tree – 

but eventually they realised he had groomed the tag off. 

 

Having seen this bat at close quarters it focussed our 

minds on our own serotine quest. As chance would have 

it Tony Aldhous was due to do a walk at the John of 

Gaunt Golf course, near Potton where he had seen 

serotines last year. Bob agreed to go along to mist net. 

This was a real case of hope over expectation  as when we 

tried mist netting  at another known site several years 

ago, the bats came near the net, 

sort of, flying high , high above 

top of even the tallest nets 

 

But the Fates smiled upon them. 

Firstly no-one turned up for the 

walk, freeing up Tony and 

secondly no sooner were the nets 

set up when, as Bob put it, “2.5 

serotines flew into the net.” 0.5? 

Did we cut one in half? No, but 

the first one hit the net and 

bounced straight off and went on 

her way. All was going well with 

the second until she had that 

wriggly toddler moment and freed 

herself. The third was successfully 

tagged. In the light of the Herts. experience, the tag was 

glued very firmly to her fur. She was followed to 

Deepdale and in the early hours, confident the roost area 

had been found Bob went home to bed. 
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The following day Jude and Bob went out to try to find 

the house she was in – only to discover she wasn’t there. 

An anxious hour was spent driving round in ever 

increasing circles until we found ourselves in Potton, 

home of the aforementioned Tony Aldhous. We did drive 

to his house just in case, but the serotine did not have a 

sufficiently strong sense of irony. 

So it was back to the centre of town and the bizarre 

experience of trying to track a bat in broad daylight in the 

centre of a town. Eventually Bob was confident he had 

found the roost, and arranged with Tony that Tony 

would loiter outside the house that evening and then Bob 

and Jude would try to pick her up as she headed back to 

the golf course. Needless to say as the sun fell so did the 

rain – in stair rods. Tony stood outside the house for an 

hour and nothing happened. Bob’s reputation as bat 

finder was in shreds, and we failed to pick her up from 

the car.  

Andy Thorpe joined in at this point and spent 

Wednesday night repeating the procedure, with no 

success. On Thursday Bob and Andy headed back to the 

mean streets of Potton and tracked the bat to one of two 

houses on the south side of the town. Bob told Tony he 

was sure he had the roost now, Tony was understandably 

sceptical. 

On Saturday Bob went back and talked to the owners of 

one of the potential roost houses who invited him to look 

round. A triumphant Bob came home brandishing a bag 

of serotine droppings (well he would have had, if he 

hadn’t left them on their kitchen table) and an invitation 

to return to try to see if they were roosting in their house 

rather than the one next door. Andy had to work so it 

was Richard Lawrence, Jude Tony and Bob who turned 

up on the doorstep. Tony tried to locate the tag and 

thought it was on the roof of the house net door, so we 

tried to keep our eye on both houses. 

 

Then a faint sound – was that a bat? The wind was 

strong, the noise was faint, but a few minutes later there 

was no doubt there were bats in residence. You could 

hear them “revving up” for a long time before they 

emerged.  Their echolocation call is very distinctive. 

Officially it is described as “syncopated” Bob and I think 

it sounds like a jazz drummer – one who has overdone 

the drugs. 

Then there they were these large, loose limbed marvels. 

Imagine a very relaxed cat drooping in its owner’s  

arms; a Masai warrior loping across the African plain; 

these bats practically swooned out of the roost. 

Then without fail they headed off in a bee line towards 

the golf course  

 

We counted six out. It fell quiet again for a moment and 

then the noise level rose – there was some serious 

squabbling going on “Sibling rivalry” said Tony and after 

a further five minutes another six emerged. We could 

here more in the roost, but they stayed put and 

eventually we dragged ourselves away from the first ever 

Bedfordshire summer serotine roost with our grins 

shining out into the night. Mammal Recorder Richard 

Lawrence had the added bonus that a hedgehog trundled 

past him as he waited for the serotines. 

 

Some people say that serotines will only live in older 

houses. Despite the fact that were buildings of this type in 

the immediate vicinity, these bats have colonised a fairly 

modern house – albeit one with a high gable. 

It was as if in an attempt to preserve her privacy our bat 

had deposited the tag on the roof of next door’s garage, 

but we had not been fooled. 

 

Tony told us that one of the first bat walks he ever did 

twenty years ago was at Sutton. He has a strong memory 

of a large bat flying over a hedgerow. It was so strikingly 

different the memory has stayed with him. He often 

wondered what it was; now he knew. 

 

The householders have said we are welcome to back at 

some point and we are even now researching a way to 

make sure the tag stays on. They have also agreed to 

monitor the roost for the National Bat Monitoring 

Programme. Watch this space. We hope there will be 

more to tell next season. 

 
Illustration by Tom McCowat for BCT. Used with permission 

Photo of the Herts serotine wearing her radio tag by Jude 

Hirstwood 

 

Further serotine sightings 

Dave Odell went back to the golf course to see if he could 

spot the serotines for himself. On his second night he was 

successful - and only failed first time because he thought 

Bob had given him incorrect instructions 

 

 


