
“The natural world has been one of the recurring subjects of poetry, frequently the primary one, in every 
age and every country.”   The Academy of American Poets   https://poets.org/glossary/nature-poetry 
 
 

The Darkling Thrush by Thomas Hardy 
 
I leant upon a coppice gate, 
When Frost was spectre-gray, 
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 me 
The Century’s corpse outleant, 
Its crypt the cloudy canopy, 
The wind its death-lament. 
The ancient pulse of germ and birth 
Was shrunken hard and dry, 
And every spirit upon earth 
Seemed fervourless as I. 
 
 
There is detailed analysis of Hardy’s poem in the linked articles 
 
https://interestingliterature.com/2015/12/a-short-analysis-of-thomas-hardys-the-darkling-thrush/ 
https://www.theguardian.com/books/booksblog/2009/dec/28/poem-of-the-week-the-darkling-thrush-
thomas-hardy 
 

This poem by Scotland’s new Makar is about one of my favourite birds 
 
The Dipper by Kathleen Jamie 
 
It was winter, near freezing, 
I'd walked through a forest of firs 
when I saw issue out of the waterfall 
a solitary bird. 
 
It lit on a damp rock, 
and, as water swept stupidly on, 
wrung from its own throat 
supple, undammable song. 
 
It isn't mine to give. 
I can't coax this bird to my hand 
that knows the depth of the river 
yet sings of it on land. 
 
 
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0a-v3fs5i9U 

sung by Peter Spafford 
 

Nature Poetry 

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, 
With 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. 

   A White-throated Dipper in Kirkcudbright, Scotland.  By Mark Medcalf  

https://interestingliterature.com/2015/12/a-short-analysis-of-thomas-hardys-the-darkling-thrush/
https://www.theguardian.com/books/booksblog/2009/dec/28/poem-of-the-week-the-darkling-thrush-thomas-hardy
https://www.theguardian.com/books/booksblog/2009/dec/28/poem-of-the-week-the-darkling-thrush-thomas-hardy
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0a-v3fs5i9U
https://www.flickr.com/people/57155487@N05


 
To illustrate the point made in the quote above. Here is a Chinese poem that focuses on nature by Du fu (or Tu fu)  
 
Two golden orioles sing in the green willows, 
A row of white egrets against the blue sky. 
The window frames the western hills' snow of a thousand autumns, 
At the door is moored, from eastern Wu, a boat of ten thousand li. 
 
Because translation is so important (and subject to variation) in poetry in a language so different to English as Chinese, 
here is another translation for comparison. 
 
 
 
Golden orioles warble melodies 
    in the green willows. 
 
Snowy egrets scribble a white line 
    across the blue sky. 
 
Facing west, framed by my window: 
    peaks ice-capped a million years. 
 
Facing east, moored at my door: 
    a small boat ten thousand miles from Wu. 
 
--Translated by Stanton Hager 
 

New Scottish Nature Poem for COP26 
 
Submit up to 2 lines, of 12 words or less by 30th Sep-
tember. 
   

Begin the line with Let’s… or Today… 

These words have been suggested to give the finished 
poem a coherence. 

We welcome submissions in English, Scots and Scottish 
Gaelic. 
 
Lines will be anonymised before being forwarded to 
Makar, Kathleen Jamie. No names will be attributed on 
the collective poem. 
 
Unfortunately we are unable to acknowledge every 
submission. 
 
We may not be able to use every line verbatim in the 
finished work, but all lines will be archived. 
 

Lines may have to be altered, for example by tense, 
or perhaps shortened, to fit the overall shape and 
coherence of the poem. 
 
Please remember poetry is of the senses. Craft a 
vivid, interesting line from your own observations. 
You may need time to shape it, or it may come to 
you instantly. It doesn’t need ‘fancy’ language, but it 
does want to be vivid, and true to you.  Do try to use 
your senses, to make a picture of the world, visual or 
aural or tactile.  Look and listen.  Try to avoid the 
abstract or philosophical. 
 
We seek lines from all over Scotland, from the towns 
and cities or out in the wilder landscape. Think about 
the sea and rivers, animals, birds, the seasons and 
the sky, memory and the future. What do you no-
tice? What do you care about? What is a Scottish 
Nature Poem in 2021? 
Please send your line(s) with your name and post-
code using the form below by 30th September. 

If you have any questions about the poem or how it 
will be created, please email them 
to reception@spl.org.uk. 

 

Or, get your lines to Spencer by Tuesday  28th September at the latest 

mailto:reception@spl.org.uk

