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27th February Lenten Moon - also known as the Snow Moon in North 
America, the Storm moon and hunger moon.

• Although lent is a Christian observance which began this year on the 
17th DFebruary there are other non Christian festivals.  In the early 
19th century, German explorer Alexander von Humboldt noted the 
practice among the pagans in Mexico, being held in the spring. His 
account states: “Three days after the vernal equinox…began a solemn 
fast of  forty days in honour of  the sun.”

• A Lent of  forty days was also commemorated in Egypt. According to 
by English scholar John Landseer, in his Sabean Researches (1823), an 
Egyptian Lent of  forty days was held in honor of  Osiris.

• Lent is synonymous with the season, for it comes from the Anglo-
Saxon lenctene, meaning the time when the days lengthen Lent (from 
the Old English lencten for spring)

• 
1st  St Davids Day - there is a lovely story which I will tell on the day  on 
social media 

5th St Pirans Day

 The “heathen” Irish tied him to a mill-stone, rolled it over the edge 
of  a cliff  into a stormy sea, the sea immediately became calm and the 
saint floated safely over the water to land upon the sandy beach of  
Perranzabuloe in Cornwall. 

His first disciples are said to have been a badger, a fox and a bear. He 
landed in Cornwall, and there established himself  as a hermit. His 
sanctity and his austerity won for him the veneration of  all around and 
the gift of  miracles, with which he was favoured, brought many to seek 
his charitable aid.

Dates & Events



He was joined at Perranzabuloe by many of  his Christian converts and 
together they founded the Abbey of  Lanpiran, with Piran as abbot. 
St Piran ‘rediscovered’ tin-smelting (tin had been smelted in Cornwall 
since before the Romans’ arrival, but the methods had since been lost) 
when his black hearthstone, which was evidently a slab of  tin-bearing 
ore, had the tin smelt out of  it and rise to the top in the form of  a 
white cross, thus the image on the flag



17th St Patricks Day - who apparently scared all the snakes from Ireland 

20th Spring Equinox  in Northern Hemisphere will be at 09:37 on

• As the Earth is tilted on its axis, as it orbits the Sun, the Sun 
illuminates the northern or southern hemisphere more depending 
on where the Earth is along its orbit.  However, there are two points 
in the year the Sun when the sun will illuminate the southern and 
northern hemispheres equally…the equinoxes giving us roughly equal 
hours of  daylight and darkness. 

• Spring Equinox is celebrated as a renewal of  life.  It is a solar festival, 
it has been celebrated by cultures throughout history who held 
festivals for their gods and goddesses at this time of  year. Aphrodite 
from Cyprus, Hathor from Egypt and Ostara of  Scandinavia. The 
Celts continued the tradition with festivities at this time of  year. 

• Today, Pagans continue to celebrate the coming of  Spring as Ostara. 
The Green Man is said to be born of  Mother Earth in the depths 
of  winter and will to live through the rest of  the year until he dies at 
Samhain. 

28th March Clocks go forward

Hares are also assocaiated with March in phrases such as “Mad as a march 
Hare” this is because they display such joyous behaviour 
in spring leaping, chasing and boxing which is of  course all about 
courtship.

Nest building is well under way and completed for some species, so it is 
vital now that we do not disturb them by cutting hedges.  

We may start to see the arrival of  a number of  migrants including possibly 
the swallow seen first in 2020 according the the BTO on the 29th March.



Thomas the Hare Available as a Card

https://www.suzysharpeartist.com/greetingscards


Magpie

A few weeks ago a Magpie came in to the West Cornwall Wildlife 
Volunteers Vet.  It had been shot through the wing.  After removing the 
pellet and treating the wound it eventually came to me for rehabilitation. 
When the post went on to the group page there were a number of  people 
suggesting that Magpies are vermin and can be shot and that they are 
responsible for reducing songbird populations.  I feel have to do all I can 
to confute this and hope you will be able to share my findings with as 
many people as possible to challenge the misiformation.

There have been a number of  recent studies which found that songbird 
numbers were no different in places where there were many magpies 
from where there are few. It found no evidence that increased numbers of  
magpies have caused declines in songbirds and confirms that populations 
of  prey species are not determined by the numbers of  their predators. 
Availability of  food and suitable nesting sites are probably the main factors 
limiting songbird populations.  

Until the mid-19th century, magpies were very common in Britain and 
were popular with farmers because they ate harmful insects and rodents.

It is illegal to kill or harm any wildlife under the wildlife & countryside act, 
however there are exceptional circumstances under the general licences 
which permit activities that would otherwise be criminal offences under 
the Act. 

The legal control of  Magpies is catered for in the General Licences in very 
particular circumstances. However since research indicates that magpies 
do not pose a particular conservation problem to garden birds, the use of  
general licence in this context is at best debatable.

Wildlife Care



It must be remembered that if  challenged, anyone killing magpies on their 
land may have to prove to a court of  law that they had acted lawfully. This 
may be difficult given the lack of  scientific evidence that magpies affect 
the conservation of  garden bird species. Scientific studies are increasingly 
showing that methods which focus on removing individual animals, 
are inferior because other animals in the area will move in and breed to 
replace any killed or removed.  If  you would like to know more a good 
place to start is the Help Wildlife website 

The good news is that the Magpie is now back out in the wild having fully 
recovered.  

https://helpwildlife.co.uk/problem-wildlife/


Bird of  the Month
February



The Wren
Troglodytes troglodytes

 



You can hear the Male singing for most of  the year often much louder 
than you might expect from such a tiny bird.  Often seen up high on a 
fence post or at the top of  a bush.  

It nests in banks and crevices or between rocks and can survive in most 
areas because of  their adaptablility.  They will build a number of  nests  
out of  grass moss and feathers for the female to select from, she will then 
raise a one or 2 broods of  5-6 eggs, fed on spiders and insects.

The oldest recorded wren (from ringing) is 7 years 3 months 6 days (set in 
2004) according to the BTO. With an average lifespan of  2 years,  breeding 
typically at 1 year.

Wren song whilst very fast and difficult for human ears to comprehend, 
as with most bird song, it is only when slowed down that we can hear the 
true beauty and subtle nuances of  the sounds being created.

Musician Joe Acheson of  Hidden Orchestra describes this in tweet of  the 
day here

In some parts of  Europe wrens migrate, flying anything up to 2500 km 
(1500 miles) some from Scandinavia to Spain. However in the in British 
Isles the Wren is one of  the few non migratory songbirds and is often the 
only bird singing during the winter solstice period.

Also I have discovered that people write very long poems about such a 
little bird! 

About The Wren

https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/b09rx1zy




Poetry

A Wren's Nest   By William Wordsworth

Among the dwellings framed by birds
In field or forest with nice care,
Is none that with the little Wren's
In snugness may compare.

No door the tenement requires,
And seldom needs a laboured roof;
Yet is it to the fiercest sun
Impervious, and storm-proof.

So warm, so beautiful withal,
In perfect fitness for its aim,
That to the Kind by special grace
Their instinct surely came.

And when for their abodes they seek
An opportune recess,
The hermit has no finer eye
For shadowy quietness.

These find, 'mid ivied abbey-walls,
A canopy in some still nook;
Others are pent-housed by a brae
That overhangs a brook.

There to the brooding bird her mate
Warbles by fits his low clear song;
And by the busy streamlet both
Are sung to all day long.



Or in sequestered lanes they build,
Where, till the flitting bird's return,
Her eggs within the nest repose,
Like relics in an urn.

But still, where general choice is good,
There is a better and a best;
And, among fairest objects, some
Are fairer than the rest;

This, one of  those small builders proved
In a green covert, where, from out
The forehead of  a pollard oak,
The leafy antlers sprout;

For She who planned the mossy lodge,
Mistrusting her evasive skill,
Had to a Primrose looked for aid
Her wishes to fulfill.

High on the trunk's projecting brow,
And fixed an infant's span above
The budding flowers, peeped forth the nest
The prettiest of  the grove!

The treasure proudly did I show
To some whose minds without disdain
Can turn to little things; but once
Looked up for it in vain:

'Tis gone, a ruthless spoiler's prey,
Who heeds not beauty, love, or song,
'Tis gone! (so seemed it) and we grieved
Indignant at the wrong.



Just three days after, passing by
In clearer light the moss-built cell
I saw, espied its shaded mouth;
And felt that all was well.

The Primrose for a veil had spread
The largest of  her upright leaves;
And thus, for purposes benign,
A simple flower deceives.

Concealed from friends who might disturb
Thy quiet with no ill intent,
Secure from evil eyes and hands
On barbarous plunder bent,

Rest, Mother-bird! and when thy young
Take flight, and thou art free to roam,
When withered is the guardian Flower,
And empty thy late home,

Think how ye prospered, thou and thine,
Amid the unviolated grove
Housed near the growing Primrose-tuft
In foresight, or in love.





    The Wren - By John Frederick Freeman

    Within the greenhouse dim and damp
    The heat floats like a cloud.
    Pale rose-leaves droop from the rust roof
    With rust-edged roses bowed.
    As I go in
    Out flies the startled wren.

    By the tall dark fir tree he sings
    Morn after morn still,
    Shy and bold he flits and sings
    Tinily sweet and shrill.
    As I go out
    His song follows me about ...

    About the orchard under trees
    Beaded with cherries bright,
    Past the rat-haunted Honeybourne
    And up those hills of  light:
    As up I go
    His notes more sweetly flow.

    Or down those dark hills when night's there
    Full of  dark thoughts and deep,
    A thin clear soundless music comes
    Like stars in broken sleep.
    When I come down
    All those dark thoughts are flown.

    And now that sweetness is more sweet,
    Here where the aeroplanes
    Labouring and groaning in the height
    Lift their lifeless vans:--
    Sweet, sweet to hear
    The far off  wren singing clear.





Cock Robin And Jenny Wren By Walter Crane

    'Twas on a merry time,
    When Jenny Wren was young,
    So neatly as she danced,
    And so sweetly as she sung,
    Robin Redbreast lost his heart,
    He was a gallant bird,
    He doffed his cap to Jenny Wren,
    Requesting to be heard.

    "My dearest Jenny Wren,
    If  you will but be mine,
    You shall dine on cherry pie,
    And drink nice currant wine;
    I'll dress you like a gold-finch,
    Or like a peacock gay,
    So if  you'll have me, Jenny, dear,
    Let us appoint the day."

    Jenny blushed behind her fan
    And thus declared her mind--
    "So let it be to-morrow, Rob,
    I'll take your offer kind;
    Cherry pie is very good,
    And so is currant wine,
    But I will wear my plain brown gown,
    And never dress too fine."

    Robin Redbreast got up early,
    All at the break of  day,
    He flew to Jenny Wren's house,
    And sang a roundelay;
    He sang of  Robin Redbreast,
    And pretty Jenny Wren,
    And when he came unto the end,
    He then began again.



Illustration by Walter Crane



Folklore & Myth

It was believed that they brought good fortune and harming the bird or 
its nest was strictly forbidden. It was thought that anyone who broke this 
lore would die from a lightning strike. 

In European folklore, the wren has always been considered the king of  
the birds.  In Latin he was known as Regulus, prince. In French, Roitelet,  
little king.. Celtic names  are draouennig, drean, dreathan, dryw all mean 
druid bird.  

 Aristotle and Plutarch called the wren basileus king or basiliskos, little 
king., In Welsh the word dryw mean Wren and druid. In Modern German 
wren is Zaunkönig meaning king of  the hedge and in Dutch wren is 
winterkoninkje meaning winter little king. 

Sadly in Ireland there was a tradition on St Stephens day for boys to hunt 
and kill wrens... called the “Wren boys”  They would then go from door 
to do asking for money to bury the bird.  One reason for this maybe 
that the wren is supposed to have betrayed the first Christian martyr St. 
Stephen, by flapping its wings to attract his pursuers when he was hiding 
in a bush.

The Breton druids have given the wren an honoured role in their 
folklore, they believe that it was the wren that brought fire from the gods 
but as she flew back down to earth her wings began to burn so the  robin 
took over, his chest plumage began to burn so the lark finally brought fire 
to the world.





Stephens island lies two miles and is around a quarter of  a square mile. 
Anglo explorations of  the island began in the 1870s, led by New Zealand 
maritime officials a lighthouse installa¬tion by the 1890s and several 
houses had been built. Apparently, a cat, possibly named Tibbles, arrived 
and was allowed to roam free.

David Lyall one of  the lighthouse keepers loved animals and was especially 
keen to study the avi¬fauna of  the island.  Except for feathers and eggs, 
the Stephens Island Wren was more like a mouse. It foraged in logs, 
un¬derground burrows and boulder piles. It had large feet and a short 
tail, it ran low to the ground among the shoreline rocks or jumped from 
branch to branch. It flapped its vestigial wings to help on a long jump. 
Although wren like it was a member of  the endemic New Zealand family 
Acanthisittidae. One of  only three flightless species of  songbirds in the 
world. There were no pred¬ators so there was no need to escape or 
migrate.  

Before Tibbles’s arrival, there had never been a cat on Stephens Island. 
In fact, there had never been any mammalian predators on the island. 
Tib¬bles, along with her litter in utero, was the first to come ashore, early 
in 1894.  No one, had recorded seeing the species and when examining 
a number of  carcasses brought in by Tibbles which reminded Lyall of  
the Rifleman (Acanthisitta chloris), Lyall realised this must be s unique 
discovery.  He removed as much tissue as possible from the specimen so 
it would dry quickly he created a series of  at least 15 specimens which 
went to ornithologists of  the region including Walter Roth¬schild, Walter 
Buller, and H. H. Travers.

In just over a year, Tibbles and her offspring were “making sad hav¬oc 
among all the birds.” On March 16, 1895, the Christchurch newspaper 
reported, “the bird is no longer to be found on the is¬land ... it has 
apparently be¬come quite extinct.

Stephens Island Wren 



In 1899 the new lighthouse keeper shot more than 100 feral cats in ten 
months to return the island to its pre-feline state. It took 26 years, but by 
1925 the island was declared finally free of  cats.



Fable
King of  the Birds 

One day when the birds were all together, one of  them mentioned that the 
Men have a King so why shouldn’t they. However they could not decide 
who it should be.  The bird that flies farthest, most swiftly, the most 
beautiful bird, the bird that sings best, the strongest bird…etc
The owl sat a little way off  on a great oak-tree. Although he said nothing, 
he looked so wise that all the birds asked the owl to choose for them.

“The bird that flies highest should be our king,” said the owl 
All the birds tested their wings and flew high, high up above the earth, but 
one by one they had to come back down, when finally there was only the 
eagle left rising higher and higher.
“The eagle is our king,” shouted the birds on the earth, and the eagle gave 
a loud cry of  happiness. But when the eagle had gone as high as he could,  
a little bird the Wren who had been hidden in the feathers on the eagle’s 
back, flew up from his back still higher.
The eagle was angry, but didn’t say anything  and the two birds came down 
to the earth together.

“I am the king,” said the wren, “for I flew higher than the eagle.” The 
other birds did not know which of  the two to choose. They went to the 
oak-tree and asked the owl. The Owl said the wren did not fly at all, for 
she was carried on the eagle’s back. The eagle is therefore king, for he not 
only flew highest, but carried the wren on his back.
As the owl is the wisest bird that flies. They decided to do as he said and 
the eagle would be the king.  

The wren crept away and now always flies close to the earth, and never 
tries to do what she cannot.





The  aim  of   this  project was  to  research  a  different  bird  each month, 
gathering poetry, songs, facts, stories and historical information from 
rich sources such as medieval manuscripts, myth, fables and folktales to  
further  understand,  discover  and  share  ways  in  which  we can help 
wildlife in the wild.  

I also use this sometimes to document the passing of  time at Hillside 
Farm. 

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

http://www.suzysharpeartist.com


Other things to do 

1. Join conservation groups
2. Support Charities who protect habitat and wildlife
3. Encourage good practice in farming and land management
5. Sign petitions to protect Birds
6. Share your love of  wildlife with friends and family
7. Sign petitions to end persecution and improve understanding
8. Discuss and dispell misinformation whenever possible.

Some links for further information:-

British Trust for Ornothology
RSPB

Birdlife
The Wildlife Trusts

The Wildfowl & Wetlands Trust
West Cornwall Wildlife Volunteers

Help Wildlife 

https://www.bto.org/
https://www.rspb.org.uk/
http://www.birdlife.org/
https://westcornwallwildlifevolunteers.wordpress.com/
https://helpwildlife.co.uk/


See you in April

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

visit my website www.suzysharpe.co.uk

Bewicks Wren By J J Audubon

https://www.suzysharpeartist.com

