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ON " W A I T AND S E E " PHOTOGRAPHY. 

PART I. 

BY 

E. L. TURNER, H.M.B.O.U. 

T H I S method consists in putting up a tent (or perhaps 
several) near any feeding-ground frequented by birds, and 
sitting inside it all day with a reflex camera. I t is far 
more exciting than it sounds, for the simple reason that 
you never know what may turn up. The charm of this 
sport lies in its very waywardness. Some of us are tired 
of photographing the eternal bird on its eternal nest. The 
game lacks variety for the naturalist, who is keen to leam 
something of those habits and instincts which culminate 
in the building of the nest, and in the rearing and dispersal 
of the young. There are so few bird photographers who 
care for anything more than the acquisition of a pretty 
picture or a technically perfect print. This rebel utter
ance perhaps needs qualifying. One's work should, of 
course, be as perfect as circumstances allow, but to the 
photographer who loves the bird better than the photo
graph, a technically imperfect print, if it expresses an 
emotion or a momentary action, is of infinitely more 
value than the self-consciously beautiful pictures one 
can obtain of nesting birds. 

By the " wait and see " method one sees so much of the 
inner life of birds when they are absolutely unconscious of 
observation. By means of properly adjusted peep-holes 
a large area can be watched, therefore no moment of the 
long hours lacks interest, even if no satisfactory photo
graphs are obtained. Sometimes the most enthusiastic 
photographer is apt to be bored if forced to face one 
properly conducted pair of birds all day, when they 
have settled down to business and forgotten the mad 
riot, and the joy of living, and the lust of fighting, 
which possessed them in the early spring. 
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One cannot, of course, record the best things one sees. 
These always take place just out of range or round the 
next corner. How can a mere camera depict a Sky-Lark 
hunting for food in the long grass close to the tent, 

Fig. 1. " A HUNGRY HOODED CROW." 

(Photographed by Miss E . L. Turner.) 

twittering happily to herself as she ruthlessly slays insect 
after insect, and lays them in a tiny heap until the bundle 
is large enough to carry away comfortably ? Or how 
portray the rollicking fun tha t is bound up in the heart 
of a Wheatear wooing his mate amidst the golden sand
hills on a May morning ? 

Nevertheless, it is worth while trying to get something 
definite. Perhaps erratic photography of this kind calls 
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for more concentrated effort than usual, as one has to 
keep one's eyes glued to the lens-hood for long periods 
while a bird plays near, and yet will not come within 
range. 

The best months to work in are April, May and Sep
tember, but one of the charms of the system is that any 
spare days throughout the year can be spent photo
graphing birds, instead of confining one's energies to the 

Fig. 2. PIED WAGTAIL GOING TO EATHE. 

(Photographed by Miss E . L. Turner.) 

short period of the breeding season, when one has to 
work with feverish haste. 

The Hooded Crow (Fig. 1), for instance,was photographed 
at 9.30 a.m. on February 24th. I placed a tent by a 
sheep which had been dead twelve days before I succeeded 
in securing the Hoodie. Unfortunately, tha t morning I 
only had four plates till the post came in, but as the 
policeman had worried me about the sheep, I thought I 
would try once more and think myself lucky if the Hoodie 
appeared at all. I might have exposed a dozen plates, 
for the bird came at 8 a.m. and fed at intervals for nearly 
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two hours. Having satisfied his own hunger, he spent 
some time worrying an immature Herring-Gull which 
also fed ravenously. He crept behind the Gull, and 
with the inherent love of mischief pertaining to the Crow 
family, he began tweaking the Gull's tail. Finally he 
maliciously seized the soft feathers beneath the tail and 

Fig. 3. "COMMON SANDPIPERS CONSTANTLY RAN PAST." 

(Photographed by Miss E. L. Turner.) 

pulled out a beakful. This caused the Gull to start aside 
with surprise and pain. 

During the first week in May, 1914, I erected a tent 
by the banks of the Tay, nominally in order to photograph 
Goosanders. I failed to get them, though a female dived 
just in front of the lens once while I was changing a plate. 
By the time the plate was in, the Goosander was fifty 
yards away. However, as the spot chosen was a shallow 
reach with a shingle beach between it and the main stream, 
many species used it as a playing ground. A Pied Wagtail 
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(Fig. 2) pattered over the stones ; Oyster-Catchers, Red
shanks and Black-headed Gulls played there all day long. 
Common Sandpipers (Fig. 3) constantly ran past, while 
the Goosanders preened and sunned themselves just 
round the corner out of range. Some of the birds 
were nesting, but many of the Redshanks and Oyster-
Catchers were still indulging in their beautiful courting 
display. 

The courtship of a couple of Oyster-Catchers caused 
me much amusement. The hen pretended she had no 
follower, and she led her admirer a long walk alongside 
the river, holding her head high and stepping daintily 
(Fig. 4). He followed in her wake humbly, adoringly, 
wooing her with the most beautifully subdued, but clear, 
flute-like whistles. His dulcet tones were enough to 
cajole the heart out of any Oyster-Catcher, however 
proud. But she tripped unconcernedly to and fro by 
the water's edge, now and again stopping so suddenly 
and unexpectedly that her pursuer nearly cannoned into 
her, and both himself and his whistling were brought 
up short. When this occurred, he in turn assumed 
indifference, and receding a few steps, stood looking 
down stream (Fig. 5) until she elected to move on. 
This, I conclude, was all part of the science of flirtation 
as understood by the Oyster-Catcher. I t was a 
beautiful game to watch in the brilliant sunshine, by 
the foaming river. 

At noon daily, a Redshank flew from her nest 
on the uplands and fed feverishly for half an hour 
(Fig. 6). She always came to the same feeding ground, 
a narrow stretch of mud about fifty yards long. 
Another Redshank, evidently her mate, watched for her 
and called repeatedly if she lingered. As soon as she 
arrived he accompanied her to and fro, using all the 
dainty, alluring gestures of the courting display—dancing 
beside her with uplifted wings, his feet scarcely touching 
the earth, and " yodelling " continuously. But she was 
preoccupied and evidently considered such frivolities a 



Fig. 4. " SHE LED HIM A LONG WALK." 
Tig-. 5. " HE IN TURN ASSUMED INDIFFERENCE." 

(Photographed by Miss E. L. Turner.) 



108 BRITISH BIRDS. [VOL. IX. 

thing of the past. Only when her hunger was appeased 
did she condescend to stand still for a few minutes and 

Fig. 6. KEDSHANK FEEDING. 

(Photographed by Miss E. L. Turner.) 

exchange amenities. As he waited thus for her daily, 
evidently this male Redshank took little or no part in 
incubation. 


