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About the Thrush

There are 173 species of  thrush the song thrush (Turdus philomelos) 
Turdus, is the Latin for thrush Philomela from Greek mythology.  There 
are 2 dialect names throstle and mavis both mean thrush.  Throstle dates 
back to at least the fourteenth century and was used by Chaucer in the 
Parliament of  Fowls.  Mavis is derived via Middle English mavys and 
Old French mauvis from Middle Breton milhuyt meaning thrush. The 
collective term is a mutation of  thrushes.

The song thrush has an extensive range and is quite common in Europe 
however there is evidence of  population decline, in some areas. In Great 
Britain and the Netherlands, there has been a more than 50% decline in 
population, and the song thrush is now Red Listed. These decreases (73% 
since the mid-1970s) are believed to be due to changes in agricultural 
practices, the loss of  hedgerows, a move to sowing crops in autumn rather 
than spring, and possibly the increased use of  pesticides. In gardens, the 
use of  poison to control slugs and snails may pose a threat. In urban areas, 
some thrushes are killed while using the hard surface of  roads to smash 
snails and some are killed by cats.

The female song thrush builds a cup-shaped nest lined with mud and dry 
grass in a bush, tree or creeper, She lays four or five glossy bright blue 
eggs spotted with black or purple she incubates the eggs alone for 10–17 
days she can have two or three broods in a year.  Their typical lifespan is 
three years, 11 years and 8 days is the maximum age from ringing (set in 
2012).





Poetry
The Darkling Thrush  By Thomas Hardy

I leant upon a coppice gate
When Frost was spectre-grey,
And Winter's dregs made desolate
The weakening eye of  day.
The tangled bine-stems scored the sky
Like strings of  broken lyres,
And all mankind that haunted nigh
Had sought their household fires.

The land's sharp features seemed to be
The Century's corpse outleant,
His crypt the cloudy canopy,
The wind his death-lament.
The ancient pulse of  germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,
And every spirit upon earth
Seemed fervourless as I.

At once a voice arose among
The bleak twigs overhead
In a full-hearted evensong
Of  joy illimited;
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,
In blast-beruffled plume,
Had chosen thus to fling his soul
Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carolings
Of  such ecstatic sound
Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof  he knew
And I was unaware.



   The Caged Thrush Freed And Home Again - By Thomas Hardy

    "Men know but little more than we,
    Who count us least of  things terrene,
    How happy days are made to be!

    "Of  such strange tidings what think ye,
    O birds in brown that peck and preen?
    Men know but little more than we!

    "When I was borne from yonder tree
    In bonds to them, I hoped to glean
    How happy days are made to be,

    "And want and wailing turned to glee;
    Alas, despite their mighty mien
    Men know but little more than we!

    "They cannot change the Frost's decree,
    They cannot keep the skies serene;
    How happy days are made to be

    "Eludes great Man's sagacity
    No less than ours, O tribes in treen!
    Men know but little more than we
    How happy days are made to be."



The Thrush's Nest - By John Clare

    Within a thick and spreading hawthorn bush,
    That overhung a molehill large and round,
    I heard from morn to morn a merry thrush
    Sing hymns to sunrise, and I drank the sound
    With joy; and, often an intruding guest,
    I watched her secret toils from day to day--
    How true she warped the moss, to form a nest,
    And modelled it within with wood and clay;
    And by and by, like heath-bells gilt with dew,
    There lay her shining eggs, as bright as flowers,
    Ink-spotted-over shells of  greeny blue;
    And there I witnessed in the sunny hours
    A brood of  nature's minstrels chirp and fly,
    Glad as that sunshine and the laughing sky.





The Tables Turned - By William Wordsworth

Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;
Or surely you'll grow double:
Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;
Why all this toil and trouble?

The sun above the mountain's head,
A freshening lustre mellow
Through all the long green fields has spread,
His first sweet evening yellow.

Books! 'tis a dull and endless strife:
Come, hear the woodland linnet,
How sweet his music! on my life,
There's more of  wisdom in it.

And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!
He, too, is no mean preacher:
Come forth into the light of  things,
Let Nature be your teacher.

She has a world of  ready wealth,
Our minds and hearts to bless—
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,
Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

One impulse from a vernal wood
May teach you more of  man,
Of  moral evil and of  good,
Than all the sages can.

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;
Our meddling intellect
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of  things:—
We murder to dissect.

Enough of  Science and of  Art;
Close up those barren leaves;
Come forth, and bring with you a heart
That watches and receives.





The Wood Thrush - By Madison Julius Cawein

    Bird, with the voice of  gold,
    Dropping wild bar on bar,
    To which the flowers unfold,
    Star upon gleaming star,
    Here in the forest old:

    Bird, with the note as clear,
    Cool as a bead of  dew,
    To which the buds, that hear,
    Open deep eyes of  blue,
    Prick up a rosy ear:

    Shut in your house of  leaves,
    Bubbles of  song you blow,
    Showered whence none perceives,
    Taking the wood below
    Till its green bosom heaves.

    Music of  necromance,
    Circles of  silvering sound,
    Wherein the fairies dance,
    Weaving an elfin round,
    Till the whole wood’s a-trance.

    Till, with the soul, one hears
    Footsteps of  mythic things:
    Fauns, with their pointed ears,
    Piping to haunted springs,
    And the white nymph that nears.

    Dryads, that rustle from
    Trunks of  unclosing trees,
    Glimmering shapes that come
    Clothed on with bloom and breeze,
    Stealthily venturesome.

    Spirits of  light and air,



    Bodied of  dawn and dusk,
    Peeping from blossoms there,
    Windows of  dew and musk,
    Starry with firefly hair.

    Moth-winged and bee-like forms,
    Rippling with flower-tints,
    Waving their irised arms,
    Weaving of  twilight glints
    Wonders and wildwood charms.

    Myths of  the falling foam,
    Tossing their hair of  spray,
    Driving the minnows home,
    Shepherding them the way,
    Safe from the water-gnome.

    Or from the streaming stone
    Drawing with liquid strokes
    Many a crystal tone,
    Music their joy evokes,
    Filling the forest lone.

    Art thou a voice or bird,
    Lost in the world of  trees?
    Or but a dream that’s heard
    Telling of  mysteries,
    Saying an unknown word?

    Art thou a sprite? or sound
    Blown on a flute of  fays?
    Going thy wildwood round,
    Haunting the woodland ways,
    Making them holy ground.

    Art thou a dream that Spring
    Utters? a hope, her soul
    Voices? whose pulses sing
    On to some fairer goal,
    Wild as a heart or wing.



    Art thou the gold and green
    Voice of  the ancient wood?
    Syllabling soft, between
    Silence and solitude,
    All that it dreams unseen...

    Bird, like a wisp, a gleam,
    Lo! you have led me far
    Would I were what you seem,
    Or what you really are,
    Bird with the voice of  dream!

 



By Edith Holden



By Thomas Bewick 



The Thrush - By Fay Inchfawn

    
    Across the land came a magic word
    When the earth was bare and lonely,
    And I sit and sing of  the joyous spring,
    For 'twas I who heard, I only!
    Then dreams came by, of  the gladsome days,
    Of  many a wayside posy;
    For a crocus peeps where the wild rose sleeps,
    And the willow wands are rosy!

    Oh! the time to be! When the paths are green,
    When the primrose-gold is lying
    'Neath the hazel spray, where the catkins sway,
    And the dear south wind comes sighing.

    My mate and I, we shall build a nest,
    So snug and warm and cosy,
    When the kingcups gleam on the meadow stream,
    Where the willow wands are rosy!



The Extinct Bonin thrush (Zoothera terrestris), 

It was only once observed by its discoverer Heinrich von Kittlitz. He 
encountered it in the coastal woods usually on the ground; It is assumed 
that it was ground-nesting. 

It was found in 1828 when Kittlitz took five specimens, he considered 
them common enough around the landing site. 

It was not found when Perry's first mission to Japan called at Chichi-
jima in 1853, and it was the same for naturalist William Stimpson of the 
Rodgers-Ringgold North Pacific Exploring and Surveying Expedition 
in the following year. Instead, they encountered rats and feral goats, 
sheep, dogs and cats (feral pigs were already found by Kittlitz and may 
have been left by Beechey). The Bonin thrush probably succumbed 
soon after 1830 to predation by the introduced mammals and habitat 
destruction.



The Extinct Norfolk thrush 

Mainly dark brown in colour, with a pale grey-brown head and upper 
breast. It was about 21 cm in length, with a wingspan of 34 cm and 
a weight of 55 g. It had a yellow bill, orbital ring and legs.  It was 
common in the forest and was seen in gardens next to rainforest.

It nested in trees and foraged mainly on the ground for invertebrates, 
seeds and fruit.

It is thought to have become extinct around the late 1970s, with the 
last confirmed record in 1975. This is thought to be due to clearing of 
native vegetation and predation by rats and feral cats.  There would 
also have been competition with introduced song thrushes and common 
blackbirds, also by interbreeding with these species they produced 
sterile offspring.



The Legend of  the Hermit Thrush

An Iroquois legend tells how the creator brought together all the birds 
and told them to fly to retrieve their song. The birds who flew the highest 
would find the best songs. A small Hermit Thrush sat quietly while the 
instructions were given, he thought he would not be able to fly high 
enough to find the best song. 

So he flew to a nearby eagle and hid in its feathers. The eagle flew  higher 
and higher over the mountains and the clouds when it began to tire and 
descend the little Hermit Thrush hopped off  the eagle and continued to 
fly higher.

The Hermit Thrush found a hole in the sky, he heard a beautiful song 
coming from the Spirit World, he  learned the song then set out for home. 
when he arrived back, he saw the eagle was angry about the way the thrush 
had taken advantage of  him.  Instead of  joining the other birds, he flew 
into the forest where he still lives. Singing his beautiful song,  it is said that 
when he sings the other birds stop to listen because they know the song 
of  the Hermit Thrush is the song of  the Spirit World. This is the reason 
the Hermit Thrush is so shy and his song is the most beautiful song of  all 
the birds. 



 By J.J. Audubon



The  aim  of   this  project  is  to  research  a  different  bird  each 
month, gathering poetry, songs, facts, stories and information to  further  
understand,  discover  and  share  ways  in  which  we can help them in 
the wild.  

More  of   my  work  can  be  found  on  my  website  including greetings 
cards, prints, printmaking and original drawings and paintings.

http://www.suzysharpeartist.com


What can we do...

There is so much we can do for Gulls Education is the key, so spread 
the word!  Engage with the misinfomation, reduce scaremongering with 
knowledgable accurate information, encouraging better human behaviour 
to discourage unwanted Gull behaviour, but also the following 

1. Join conservation groups
2. Support Charities who protect habitat and wildlife
3. Encourage good practice in Fishing, Farming and Land management
4. Vote with your purse, dont support bad practice in anything.
5. Sign petitions to protect Birds and especially habitat for Gulls
6. Share your love of  wildlife with friends and family
7. Sign petitions to end persecution and improve understanding
8. Dont use pesticides or poison in the Garden
9. Let the grass grow, insects love dandelions and daisies.
10. Grow wildflowers and plant native trees.
11. Encourage insects to your garden

Some links for further information:-

British Trust for Ornothology
RSPB

Birdlife
The Wildlife Trusts

The Wildfowl & Wetlands Trust
Help Wildlife

West Cornwall Wildlife Rehabilitation & Rescue Volunteers 

https://www.bto.org/
https://www.rspb.org.uk/
http://www.birdlife.org/
https://www.wildlifetrusts.org/
https://helpwildlife.co.uk/
https://helpwildlife.co.uk/
https://helpwildlife.co.uk/


SEE YOU IN 

If  you would like to see some more of  my work including original 
paintings, drawings, printmaking and greetings cards please visit my 

website www.suzysharpe.co.uk
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https://www.suzysharpeartist.com

