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THE NOTES OF THE RAVEN. 
BY 

H. A. GILBERT. 

IN the Practical Hand-Book the note of the Raven (Corvus 
c. cor ax) is described as " a frequently uttered, deep 'pruk, pruk, * 
infallible guide to identity." This, of course, as every one 
knows is absolutely true ; but the Raven has many notes 
besides the one described above which I would name the 
" call-note " (i.e., the note they use when flying in company). 
The different utterances of the Raven are, however, so many 
and diverse that they could not be included in the condensed 
form of the Handbook. 

Now, to me, the finest note of the Raven is the double, 
resonant one' ' corronk''-—a note ringing like a bell and splendid 
to hear. What it means I cannot say, but it is generally 
uttered in my experience when the cock (i.e., the non-sitting 
bird) greets his mate on his return to the nesting site. I have 
not heard this note at every site but I have heard it at many 
sites, and the best exponent of it is a bird who has his nest 
in a tree within a few miles of my house. This bird, who is 
much larger than his mate, is never on the nest sitting (where
fore I say he is the cock) and always makes the note most 
beautifully whenever he returns to the nest, often diving and 
acrobating at the same time. It is, I imagine, well known 
that Ravens vary very much in size and each of a pair can 
frequently be told apart on that account. If we describe 
this as a " greeting " note, then there is a rare and curious 
variant of it. It is a most remarkable " unravenlike " noise 
and I have rarely heard it—not more than three or four times 
inmy life—a curious, weak, chattering note—" pick,pick, pick, 
pick, pick "—uttered with crest and " beard " expanded. 
I heard this note last uttered on April 10th, 1926, when I was 
standing on top of a cliff with G. H. Lings and his son, and 
only on two or three occasions before this. 

Now these two last notes are uttered by the bird which is 
returning to a sitting mate (as far as ray experience goes), but 
the sitting bird very often makes a different greeting-note to 
its returning mate. This note is very like the call of young 
Ravens when they see food coming—a querulous, high call. 
J. Walpole Bond tells me (in litt.) that he has found several 
nests by hearing this note from the sitting bird, calling when 
she is actually on the eggs, and so have I. I have also heard 
this call made exactly by a bird of the year chasing and 
pestering one of its parents, evidently asking for food. How-
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ever.it may be made by the bird which is not on the nest, for 
so it happened under a certain big cliff on March 28th, 1926, 
when Professor J. S. Huxley and I were hidden at the foot 
of it. The bird making the note was sitting on a crag above 
the nest, and presently its mate left the nest and flew to it, 
thereby confounding me because I had just told my companion 
that only the sitting bird made that call. 

Again, Ravens make a curious, harsh, grating cry when 
Peregrines are pestering and diving at them. Professor 
Huxley and I heard this very well on the day above mentioned. 

They also make a high short note " toe " when they are 
playing about over a cliff in a gentle steady breeze in sunshine. 
I presume it means they are feeling " good." I have heard 
this many times. 

A seventh note is one that I have not heard myself, but 
Mr. Arthur Brook, who has heard it many times, as he tells 
me, from a photographer's hide, describes it as a low, crooning, 
loving note when the old birds come to look at small, blind 
young. It is inaudible at any distance. 

Another note is the sharp, harsh, rattling call given out by 
the male (i.e., the bird on guard) when a neighbouring Raven 
flies by his nesting territory. This is indescribable and very 
like the " pruk, pruk," but it is a threatening note of anger and 
warning, quite unmistakable once it has been heard. Ravens 
appear only to be jealous of their actual nesting area. They 
are quite friendly at a feed when out of the nesting area, even 
during the nesting season. Near the nest, of course, it is war 
and real war. 

Lastly, there are the curious callings and rumblings of 
courting birds in love with each other. I have seen this many 
times—crests and beards erected—and I have seen one hold 
the other's beak with its own, and better still I and my whole 
family watched the whole performance at close range with 
the two Ravens near the camel-house at the Zoo last January. 
It is a pity that the authorities do not give these birds quiet 
and a chance to nest. 

http://ever.it

