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Skylark Alauda arvensis

“Hark Hark the lark at heavens gate sings” Shakespeare.  

The Skylark seems to have inspired many people to write poetry.  I was 
delighted to see one singing on one of my higher fields, the grass was 
the perfect length for them to nest in and will not be cut, so I hope there 
may have been a sucessful nest.  

A collective noun for Eurasian skylarks is an Exaltation!  No other 
british bird can sustain such a long and complex song which can last 
for 20 mins, it is a territorial display and also shows the fitness of the 
bird to its potential mate. Its song is delivered in hovering flight from 
heights of 50 to 100 m. The long, unbroken song is a clear, warble high 
in the air. The song generally lasts two to three minutes but can last for 
20 minutes or more. Its habitat is open farmland and heath, Both sexes 
are alike.

The female builds an open nest in a shallow depression on open 
ground well away from trees, bushes and hedges. She lays three to 
five eggs which she incubates beginning after the last egg is laid and 
hatchedsynchronously after 11 days.  The chicks are fed by both parents 
but leave the nest after eight to ten days, well before they can fly. They 
scatter and hide in the vegetation but continue to be fed by the parents 
until they can fly at 18 to 20 days of age, they become independent at 
around 25 days.  Nests are subject to high predation rates by larger birds 
and small mammals. Therefore parents can have several broods in a 
single season.

Nesting may start in late March or early April. The clutch is 3 to 5 eggs. 
They are grey-white or greenish and are covered in brown or olive 
spots. The young are cared for by both parents and for the first week are 
fed mostly insects.Its diet consists of insects and plant material such as 
seeds and young leaves. 



The maximum age from Ringing is 9 years and 10 days (set in 2001 
BTO) The typical lifespan is 2 years with breeding typically at 1 year

In the UK, Eurasian skylark numbers have declined over the last 30 
years. There are now only 10% of the numbers that were present 30 
years ago. The RSPB have shown that this large decline is mainly due 
to changes in farming practices and partly due to pesticides. In the 
past cereals were planted in the spring, grown through the summer and 
harvested in the early autumn. Cereals are now planted in the autumn, 
grown through the winter and are harvested in the early summer. The 
winter grown fields are much too dense in summer for the Eurasian 
skylark to be able to walk and run between the wheat stems to find its 
food.

Farmers are now encouraged and paid to maintain and create 
biodiversity for improving the habitat for skylarks including creating 
skylark plots.  winter-planted wheat fields that are suitable nesting areas 
for skylarks can be made by turning the seeding machine off (or lifting 
the drill) for a 5 to 10 metres stretch as the tractor goes over the ground 
to briefly stop the seeds being sown. This is repeated in several areas 
within the same field to make about two skylark plots per hectare. 

At the RSPB’s research farm in Cambridgeshire skylark numbers 
have increased threefold (from 10 to 30 pairs) over six years. Farmers 
have reported that creating skylark plots can have a dramatic effect 
and the RSPB hope that this simple effective technique can be copied 
nationwide.



Poetry

The Sea and the Skylark

On ear and ear two noises too old to end
Trench - right, the tide that ramps against the shore;
With a flood or a fall, low lull-off or all roar,
Frequenting there while moon shall wear and wend.

Left hand, off land, I hear the lark ascend,
His rash-fresh re-winded new-skeined score
In crisps of curl off wild winch whirl, and pour
And pelt music, till none’s to spill nor spend.

How these two shame this shallow and frail town!
How ring right out our sordid turbid time,
Being pure! We, life’s pride and cared-for crown,

Have lost that cheer and charm of earth’s past prime:
Our make and making break, are breaking, down
To man’s last dust, drain fast towards man’s first slime.

By Gerard Manley Hopkins





The Skylark

Above the russet clods the corn is seen
Sprouting its spiry points of tender green,
Where squats the hare, to terrors wide awake,
Like some brown clod the harrows failed to break.
Opening their golden caskets to the sun,
The buttercups make schoolboys eager run,
To see who shall be first to pluck the prize--
Up from their hurry see the Skylark flies,
And oer her half-formed nest, with happy wings,
Winnows the air till in the cloud she sings,
Then hangs a dust spot in the sunny skies,
And drops and drops till in her nest she lies,
Which they unheeded passed--not dreaming then
That birds, which flew so high, would drop again
To nests upon the ground, which anything
May come at to destroy. Had they the wing
Like such a bird, themselves would be too proud
And build on nothing but a passing cloud!
As free from danger as the heavens are free
From pain and toil, there would they build and be,
And sail about the world to scenes unheard
Of and unseen,--O were they but a bird!
So think they, while they listen to its song,
And smile and fancy and so pass along;
While its low nest, moist with the dews of morn,
Lies safely, with the leveret, in the corn.

By John Clare





To a Skylark

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!
Bird thou never wert,
That from heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;
The blue deep thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.

In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun,
O'er which clouds are bright'ning,
Thou dost float and run,
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight;
Like a star of heaven
In the broad daylight
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere
Whose intense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear
Until we hardly see—we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,
As, when night is bare,



From one lonely cloud
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed.

What thou art we know not;
What is most like thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world is wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower:

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aerial hue
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view:

Like a rose embowered
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent it gives
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged thieves:

Sound of vernal showers On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was



Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass.

Teach us, sprite or bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine:
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus hymeneal
Or triumphal chaunt
Matched with thine would be all
But an empty vaunt,
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain?
What fields, or waves, or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain?

With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee:
Thou lovest, but ne'er knew love's sad satiety.

Waking or asleep,
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream,
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught;



Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.

Yet if we could scorn
Hate, and pride, and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasures
That in books are found,
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then, as I am listening now!

Percy Bysshe Shelley - 1792-1822



Shelley's Skylark

Somewhere afield here something lies
In Earth's oblivious eyeless trust
That moved a poet to prophecies -
A pinch of unseen, unguarded dust

The dust of the lark that Shelley heard,
And made immortal through times to be; -
Though it only lived like another bird,
And knew not its immortality.

Lived its meek life; then, one day, fell -
A little ball of feather and bone;
And how it perished, when piped farewell,
And where it wastes, are alike unknown.

Maybe it rests in the loam I view,
Maybe it throbs in a myrtle's green,
Maybe it sleeps in the coming hue
Of a grape on the slopes of yon inland scene.

Go find it, faeries, go and find
That tiny pinch of priceless dust,
And bring a casket silver-lined,
And framed of gold that gems encrust;

And we will lay it safe therein,
And consecrate it to endless time;
For it inspired a bard to win
Ecstatic heights in thought and rhyme.

By Thomas Hardy





To A Skylark

Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the sky!
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound?
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground?
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will,
Those quivering wings composed, that music still!
Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;
A privacy of glorious light is thine;
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood
Of harmony, with instinct more divine;
Type of the wise who soar, but never roam;
True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home!

By William Wordsworth





Fable
A Lark who had Young Ones in a field of corn nearly ripe, feared the 
reapers coming to cut it down before her young brood were fledged, and 
able to move. When she flew abroad in the morning to seek food for 
them, she asked them to listen to what the Farmer said about shearing. 
On her return, her young family informed her that the Farmer had sent 
to his neighbours to reap the corn the next morning. Is that all? said the 
old Lark, then there is no danger. 

When she went abroad again the next morning, she left the same 
instructions as before. At night, she found her Young Ones more 
alarmed than at first; for the Farmer had applied to his friends, earnestly 
requesting them to begin the harvest the next day. She received this 
intelligence as calmly as before, and took no other precautions the next 
day, than repeating the same orders. 

In the evening, they told her that the Farmer had been charging his son 
to get the sickles ready, for it was in vain to wait for other people, and 
that they would cut the corn to-morrow themselves. Then said the old 
Lark, we must be off as soon as we can; for when a man undertakes to 
do his business himself, it is not so likely that he will be disappointed.

Moral :

He who depends on the assistance of others to perform what he is 
able to do himself, must not be surprised to find that his business is 
neglected. He may be sure that it will be best done when he puts forth 
his own hands, and looks after it with his own eyes. 





The  aim  of  this  project  is  to  research  a  different  bird  each 
month.  I enjoy 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, original drawings,  paintings and 
related products.

http://www.suzysharpeartist.com


What can we do to continue to protect our 
beautiful world and its inhabitants? 

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 habitat
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
Plantlife

https://www.bto.org/
https://www.rspb.org.uk/
http://www.birdlife.org/
https://www.wildlifetrusts.org/
https://www.wwt.org.uk/
https://plantlife.love-wildflowers.org.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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