
Everglades National Park with Captain Dave Hunt February 6, 2019 

 

We met Captain Dave Wednesday 

morning, at the Ernest M. Coe visitor 

center at early dark oΩclock. After 

urging us to close our car door (the 

light attracts mosquitoes and you 

ŘƻƴΩǘ want to mess with Florida 

mosquitoes) we followed him and 

his boat as we headed for the 

marina. Dave advised us that we 

would stop on the way to possibly 

catch sight of a very rare bird, a 

White Crowned Pigeon. Now understand that this pigeon only resides in the USA in the 

Everglades, preferring Cuba and Hispaniola, so in fact it is a rare bird. However, Ginnie 

and I are more photographers than we are traditional birders looking to check off 

another rare bird ς a pigeon, also known as a flying rat in Los Angeles. Anyhow we 

stopped at a small pond where the most glorious site was the morning sunrise. No 

ǇƛƎŜƻƴ ōǳǘ ŀ ōƛǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀ Muscovy Duck. It was just after the 

government shutdown, so the quacker probably snuck in while the rangers were on 

forced vacation. Dave asked me if we had shot a 

Muscovy Duck before. Actually, we had observed 

one from about two feet away at Legg Lake in 

Whittier Narrows in Los Angeles, but I digress.  

There was also a turkey vulture which we had not 

seen before, but frankly it was just a black hump 

when on the ground. We left the little pond and 

were barely back on the main road when Dave 

suddenly pulled off to the side. Getting out he 

enthusiastically pointed to a dark lump on a high 

branch across the road, the White Crowned 

Pigeon. Herr Pigeon was silhouetted against the 

early morning dawn making a good shot 

impossible. However, I did my best and so did 

Ginnie taking shot after shot. Occasionally the 

pigeon would move, and we would try to get a better angle but ultimately the pigeon 

grew tired of our feeble attempts and turned his back on us. In our 14 years taking 



underwater photographs we have taken millions of fish butts, but this was our first 

experience with a White Crowned Pigeon butt. 

We reached the marina. Dave put the boat in the water. The boat is very simple. It is 

designed to go where the water is very shallow and be very quiet. It also rides low in the 

water. The goal was to not scare the birds, and it succeeded admirably. In our four days 

in Florida we hired three different guides to show us around. Dave was the best, by far, 

at getting close to the birds and getting in a position where we had the best lighting. As 

we left the marina Dave said, άDŜǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΗέ  

Ginnie and I each have the same camera, a Nikon D-7200. One camera had a Nikon 70-

300 DX lens which is very light and easy to maneuver. Using it was a snap for capturing a 

bird in flight. The other camera was equipped with a Sigma 150-600 contemporary lens. 

It is not light and not easy to maneuver, so 

catching a bird in flight was an absolute pain ς 

aƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōȅ ǿŜŜƪΩǎ 

end. We traded off using the lighter and 

heavier rig as the big Sigma tired us both out 

quickly. However, we both took multiple shots 

of the same bird from the same angle and 

most of the shots I will post are with the 

longer lens. Simply, when the 600mm lens got 

a good shot it was better than anything the 

300mm could do. Understand that Ginnie and 

I are about the great shot and we took over 

8000 shots in our 4 days on the water.  

Great shots, however, are in the eye of the 

beholder as I will show you. As we left the 

marina, we were greeted by all manner of 

beautiful birds everywhere. They were in the trees or sitting on top of them, in the air, 

in the water, on the land or in the brambles. Everywhere. In our time we saw a hundred 

or more of the same species.  

Displayed are three pictures of one of the first birds we saw, a Great Egret. Egrets are 

members of the Heron family. We also saw Great Blue Herons, both adult and juvenile, 

Little Blue Herons, Tricolor Herons, Great Egrets, White Egrets and Snowy Egrets as well 

as Black Crowned and Yellow Crowned Night Herons.  

In fact, we saw these species repeatedly and photographed them again and again trying 

to get the best shot. We are thinking of going back next year to take the same tour and 



photograph the same birds. We enjoyed the tour immensely and there is always a 

better shot waiting.  

 

Looking at these three photographs of the 

same bird, all taken early in the week, the 

question is what particular pose or activity 

strikes the eye of the beholder to make this 

photograph stand out from the 100 other 

photographs of the same bird?  

For the top picture the incredible reflection 

and the water captured in mid splash was 

what caught my eye. Dave had moved the 

boat into a perfect location to catch the 

early morning light. 

Ginnie loved the action in the second photo 

ς the Egret looking like it was dancing. 

(Actually, it was landing.) We were a little 

behind the subject as it took a short flight down the bank.  

The third picture is a rare almost perfect capture of a bird in flight with the 600mm lens. 

I like this shot best. I ask Ginnie to choose ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ 

our mind. 

 

 

 

Back to the waterΧ 



We exited the Marina at Flamingo Visitor Center and crept along the shore going West 

towards Lake Ingraham, our destination. To our right, the shoreline was an incredibly 

thick bramble with countless birds perched in 

the dense growth. Taking a good picture when 

the subject is surrounded by masking twigs and 

leaves is always a challenge, a stray twig 

ruining an otherwise great shot, but Capt. Dave 

seemed to have an instinctive knowledge of 

what constitutes a good picture. Dave is not a 

photographer. He says bird photography is too 

hard. Nevertheless, Dave competently 

maneuvered his skiff into position, achieving 

the best view and best lighting for the 

numerous shots we took. This Little Blue Heron 

image is an example. Subjects blocked and 

surrounded by foliage rarely make for a good 

photograph. However, the precise position of 

the boat allowed a clear view of the Little 

.ƭǳŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƭŜƎ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ 

foreground branches, although somewhat distracting, seem to frame the Heron, their 

shadows displaying on the birdΩs body. 

Some photographers would trash this image, only concerned with birds in flight and 

some would eschew it in favor of the many unobstructed images of Little Blue Herons 

that we took. Ginnie and I, however, loved it. It just really captures our experience 

slowly moving along the shore searching, locating and photographing the incredible 

collection of avions. Not all the birds 

were just hanging out scratching 

themselves like the fellow above. 

Here, his cousin is looking for 

breakfast. What we liked about this 

capture is the intense look on the 

Little Blue scanning the shallow 

water for a choice morsel, with the 

early morning light illuminating the 

hunter and the dense brambles in 

the background. We have another  

picture with a Little Blue holding his 

catch speared on his beak. To us this 



shot captures the mood along the water line. Dark foreboding water and impenetrable 

primordial shore contrasting the grace, beauty and energy of its inhabitants. 

I know we need to get to 

the Lake where we saw 

all manner of migratory 

and indigenous birds, 

some all of which came 

all the way from the artic 

circle. I feel I would be 

remiss, however if I did 

not post at least one 

more picture that 

captures the mood and 

unparalleled beauty of 

the Everglades.  We took 

pictures of an incredible 

number of birds on our 

way to Lake Ingraham that I have not included but in my estimation,  this photograph of 

a Little Egret perched on a branch overhanging the still water typifies our experience.   

 

 

Or this Great Blue Heron. Hard to 

choose. 

 

 

 

 



Lake Ingraham 

The way to Lake Ingraham is a long, long boat ride via Florida Bay which is a collection of 

tidal mud flats that at low-low tide are exposed and provide a rich feeding ground. The 

actual coast is called a coastal 

prairie, formed by the moving of 

inland mud by strong storms such 

as hurricanes. Lake Ingraham is 

the southernmost Lake in the 

USA. At one time it was a 

freshwater lake, but it is now 

open to the sea by a canal. Today 

the receding tide has turned Lake 

Ingraham into extensive mud flats 

interspersed by relatively narrow 

ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŀǾŜΩǎ ōƻŀǘ Ŏŀƴ 

navigate. Lake Ingraham is a 

smorgasbord of food for the many birds that haunt this habitat. In February there are 

many rare migratory birds from as far North as the artic circle that Dave wishes to show 

us, but the bird that we took the most pictures of and 

our lone video was a common inhabitant, a lone 

Rosette Spoonbill. Later in the week, on an airboat on 

[ŀƪŜ hƪŜŜŎƘƻōŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ 5ŀǾŜΩǎ ōƻŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ go, we 

saw flocks of Spoonbills, but from a far distance, 

because roar of the airboat spooks them. For this 

lone Spoonbill Dave was able to quietly maneuver his 

skiff to within 20 feet, so I was able to back my 150-

600mm lens back to 150mm and get the shot that 

photographers crave, a shot that shows the 

unbelievable red eye of the Spoonbill. This is two of 

the nearly 100 shots we took with both cameras.  

The Spoonbill makes an unusual movement as he 

searches for morsels. He has sensors on the tip of his 

bill, so he swings his beak back and forth in the water 

until he locates breakfast, then captures and gobbles 

it up in another recognizable movement. We watched this critter for a long time. It is as 

fascinating as it is beautiful. 

In most cases the birds were in flocks as they fed on the mud flats. I think the simplest 

solution is simply to show you some pictures below with labels: 



 

 

Figure 1: Long Billed Curlew 

 

Figure 2: Whimbrel 



 

Figure 3: American White Pelican 

 

 

Figure 4: Least Sandpiper 


