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A MOTE ON SONG AND DISPLAY OF KINGFISHERS. 
BY 

W. MURRAY MARSDEN. 

IT is ten years since the following observations were made. 
I have waited in the hope of renewing them or hearing of 
their confirmation by others, as they are not, I think, paralleled 
in such British authorities as I have been able to consult. 

During the hard winter of 1916-17 I was stationed at 
South Camp, Ripon, where along the little river Skell, with 
its suitable banks for their nesting, Kingfishers (Alcedo a. 
ispida) were rather numerous. 

Late in February or early in March, 1917, on a sunny 
forenoon, my occasions took me down to the right bank of the 
Skell and I heard a bird-song which was new to me. Turning 
slightly up-stream in its direction, I saw that the sound came 
from one, and then from two Kingfishers who were manoeuv
ring round on the wing, in rather small circles—say 15-20 
yards diameter—not interfering with each other, but singing 
continuously after the manner of Dippers on the wing, and 
" displaying " in their flight after the manner of Greenfinches, 
with something of the same hesitancy and faltering-—a 
performance entirely different from the Kingfishers' usual 
direct rapid movement. The song itself had the " sweet 
trilling " character which Mr. T. A. Coward describes, also 
his "modulated repetition of many wlpstles," but even 
allowing for the circumstance that its utterance was two
fold, the song was much more rapturous, varied and emulative 
than that description suggests. An amalgam of Dipper and 
Greenfinch songs, in fact, would come nearer the sounds I 
heard for character, pitch and tone. The birds seemed to 
sing continuously as they flew, but from time to time one— 
never, I think, both—would go down into a clump of leafless 
sallows on the opposite bank, where I eventually suspected 
the presence of a hen bird, but this I had not time to confirm. 
The bushes were, however, undoubtedly the centre of the 
manoeuvres, and the birds, when they visited them, did not 
sit on outside branches but disappeared into the middle. 

To me the performance seemed the more astonishing in 
that at the point of the river where it was taking place the 
banks were quite low—at the time only a foot or so above the 
stream which was not particularly swollen. 


