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In "Dream Life: A Fable of the Seasons," Donald Grant Mitchell weaves a rich tapestry of poetic prose that encapsulates the passage of time through the changing seasons. This allegorical narrative immerses the reader in the idyllic landscape of rural New England, exploring themes of nature, nostalgia, and the cyclical patterns of life. Mitchell's stylistic choices—marked by lyrical description and reflective insight—create a contemplative atmosphere that invites readers to ponder the deeper meanings behind each season's unique characteristics and its impact on human experience. Mitchell, a prominent American author and advocate for the pastoral lifestyle, drew upon his own idyllic surroundings and experiences in his writing. Raised in the lush New England countryside, his appreciation for nature and seasonal transitions informs the narrative's enchanting imagery and philosophical musings. Known for his ability to merge personal reflection with universal truths, he sought to celebrate both the simplicity and profundity of everyday life, effectively making nature itself a character in the story. "Dream Life" is a remarkable exploration of the human condition through the lens of nature's rhythms. Recommended for readers who appreciate lyrical narratives rich with metaphor and reflection, this enchanting fable offers an eloquent reminder of the beauty and wisdom inherent in the cycles of life.
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In "Summer," Dallas Lore Sharp captures the essence of the season with eloquence and vivid imagery. This evocative work blends essays and naturalistic observations, delivering a rich tapestry of the environmental beauty, wildlife, and human experiences associated with summer. Sharp's masterful prose is imbued with a poetic sensibility, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the lush landscapes and the rhythms of nature, while simultaneously reflecting on the passage of time and the cycles of life. As a piece that sits comfortably within the early 20th-century nature writing genre, it harkens back to the transcendentalism of Thoreau, yet maintains a unique voice that is distinctly Sharp's own. Dallas Lore Sharp, an esteemed naturalist and author, was deeply influenced by the landscape of his native New England, as well as his passion for wildlife conservation. His experiences as a naturalist led him to write extensively about the interplay between human beings and the natural world. Sharp's dedication to environmentalism is commendable, and he often intertwined his insights about nature with philosophical reflections, echoing the harmonious relationship he observed and cherished throughout his life. "Summer" is a must-read for anyone captivated by the outdoors and the poetic beauty of the changing seasons. Sharp's insightful observations not only celebrate summer but also evoke a deeper appreciation for the natural world. Those seeking inspiration and a connection to nature will find this book both enlightening and enriching.
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In "Woodland Tales," Ernest Thompson Seton masterfully weaves a tapestry of narratives that capture the essence of nature and wildlife through the eyes of various forest creatures. His vivid, anthropomorphic storytelling style resonates with the reader, creating intimate connections with the flora and fauna of North America. The book, rich in observations influenced by both naturalism and romanticism, reflects Seton's profound understanding of animal behavior and the interconnectedness of ecosystems. Each tale not only entertains but also serves as a moral lesson, urging readers to cultivate respect for the natural world. Ernest Thompson Seton was a pivotal figure in the development of the early conservation movement and an influential wildlife artist. His deep-seated love for nature, combined with his narrative prowess, derives from a lifetime spent observing the wilds of North America. Seton's commitment to educating the public about the importance of wildlife conservation and his experiences as a founder of the Woodcraft Indians—a movement that emphasized outdoor skills—greatly informed his writing, enriching the thematic content of this collection. "Woodland Tales" is highly recommended for readers of all ages and backgrounds, especially those who share a passion for adventure and animal life. It is not merely a children's book; rather, it is a profound exploration of the natural world that encourages empathy, understanding, and a sense of stewardship towards the environment.
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In "Nature Near London," Richard Jefferies presents a poignant exploration of the natural world, illuminating the intricate relationship between urban life and the surrounding countryside. This work is characterized by its lyrical prose and keen observational style, reflecting the Victorian preoccupation with nature amidst the encroaching industrialization of the time. Jefferies deftly portrays the beauty and complexity of the English landscape, offering readers a contemplative journey through the flora and fauna that thrive on the periphery of the metropolis. His vivid descriptions serve not only to evoke a sense of place but also to provoke reflections on humanity's connection to the natural world. Richard Jefferies, a noted English nature writer, spent his early life in the rural landscapes of Wiltshire, which deeply influenced his literary vision. His works are often infused with a sense of urgency about the preservation of nature in the face of modernization. Living in an era where urban expansion threatened the tranquility of the countryside, Jefferies was compelled to articulate the beauty of the natural world and advocate for its appreciation, making his observations all the more poignant. "Nature Near London" stands as a timeless tribute to the undying bond between humankind and nature. Readers seeking solace in lyrical observations or insight into the Victorian ethos regarding the environment will find this work particularly resonant. Jefferies' meditative prose invites readers to slow down and reconnect with the beauty that exists just beyond the urban sprawl, making it a profound addition to both nature writing and Victorian literature.
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In 'The Fall of the Year,' Dallas Lore Sharp eloquently captures the transformative essence of autumn through a series of reflective essays that blend observation and philosophy. His prose mirrors the vivid imagery of nature's vibrant decay, infused with an undercurrent of nostalgia that invites readers to ponder the cyclical nature of life and the poignant beauty inherent in decline. Sharp's literary style is marked by lyrical description and profound insight, placing this work within the American nature writing tradition alongside luminaries like John Burroughs and Henry David Thoreau, yet it stands out for its intimate, conversational tone that revives the spirit of exploration in a changing world. Dallas Lore Sharp (1870-1929), a keen observer of the natural world and a passionate advocate for conservation, drew inspiration from his extensive experiences in rural environments and his academic background in literature. His engagement with nature was not merely observational but deeply personal, influencing his desire to celebrate the rhythms of the seasons. Sharp's work frequently reflects his belief in the intrinsic connection between humanity and the natural world, a theme that resonates throughout 'The Fall of the Year.' Readers looking to deepen their understanding of nature's impact on the human spirit will find 'The Fall of the Year' both enlightening and enriching. Sharp's evocative prose and philosophical reflections are sure to resonate with lovers of nature writing, providing not just a seasonal meditation, but a deeply moving portrayal of life's transitions.
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As in The Fall of the Year, so here in Winter, the second volume of this series, I have tried by story and sketch and suggestion to catch the spirit of the season. In this volume it is the large, free, strong, fierce, wild soul of Winter which I would catch, the bitter boreal might that, out of doors, drives all before it; that challenges all that is wild and fierce and strong and free and large within us, till the bounding red blood belts us like an equator, and the glow of all the tropics blooms upon our faces and down into the inmost of our beings.

Winter within us means vitality and purpose and throbbing life; and without us in our fields and woods it means widened prospect, the storm of battle, the holiness of peace, the poetry of silence and darkness and emptiness and death. And I have tried throughout this volume to show that Winter is only a symbol, that death is only an appearance, that life is everywhere, and that everywhere life dominates even while it lies buried under the winding-sheet of the snow.



“A simple child,

That lightly draws its breath,

What should it know of death?”





Why, this at least, that the winter world is not dead; that the cold is powerless to destroy; that life flees and hides and sleeps, only to waken again, forever stronger than death—fresher, fairer, sweeter for its long winter rest.

But first of all, and always, I have tried here to be a naturalist and nature-lover, pointing out the sounds and sights, the things to do, the places to visit, the how and why, that the children may know the wild life of winter, and through that knowledge come to love winter for its own sake.

And they will love it. Winter seems to have been made especially for children. They do not have rheumatism. Let the old people hurry off down South, but turn the children loose in the snow. The sight of a snowstorm affects a child as the smell of catnip affects a cat. He wants to roll over and over and over in it. And he should roll in it; the snow is his element as it is a polar bear cub’s.

I love the winter, and so do all children—its bare fields, empty woods, flattened meadows, its ranging landscapes, its stirless silences, its tumult of storms, its crystal nights with stars new cut in the glittering sky, its challenge, defiance, and mighty wrath. I love its wild life—its birds and animals; the shifts they make to conquer death. And then, out of this winter watching, I love the gentleness that comes, the sympathy, the understanding! One gets very close to the heart of Nature through such understanding.

Dallas Lore Sharp.

Mullein Hill, March, 1912.
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You want no gun, no club, no game-bag, no steel trap, no snare when you go hunting the snow. Rubber boots or overshoes, a good, stout stick to help you up the ridges, a pair of field-glasses and a keen eye, are all you need for this hunt,—besides, of course, the snow and the open country.

You have shoveled the first snow of the winter; you have been snowballing in it; you have coasted on it; and gone sleigh-riding over it; but unless you have gone hunting over it you have missed the rarest, best sport that the first snowfall can bring you.

Of all the days to be out in the woods, the day that follows the first snowfall is—the best? No, not the best. For there is the day in April when you go after arbutus; and there is the day in June when the turtles come out to lay in the sand; the muggy, cloudy day in August when the perch are hungry for you in the creek; the hazy Indian Summer day when the chestnuts are dropping for you in the pastures; the keen, crisp February day when the ice spreads glassy-clear and smooth for you over the mill-pond; the muddy, raw, half-thawed, half-lighted, half-drowned March day when the pussy-willows are breaking, and the first spring frogs are piping to you from the meadow. Then there is—every day, every one of the three hundred and sixty-five days, each of them best days to be out in the live world of the fields and woods.

But one of the very best days to be out in the woods is the day that follows the first winter snowfall, for that is the day when you must shoulder a good stout stick and go gunning. Gunning with a stick? Yes, with a stick, and rubber boots, and bird-glasses. Along with this outfit you might take a small jointed foot-rule with which to measure your quarry, and a notebook to carry the game home in.

It ought to be the day after the first real snow, but not if that snow happens to be a blizzard and lies deep in dry powdery drifts, for then you could hardly follow a trail if you should find one. Do not try the hunt, either, if the snow comes heavy and wet; for then the animals will stay in their dens until the snow melts, knowing, as they do, that the soft slushy stuff will soon disappear. The snow you need will lie even and smooth, an inch or two deep, and will be just damp enough to pack into tight snowballs.

If, however, the early snows are not ideal, then wait until over an old crusted snow there falls a fresh layer about an inch deep. This may prove even better hunting, for by this time in the winter the animals and birds are quite used to snow-walking, and besides, their stores of food are now running short, compelling them to venture forth whether or not they wish to go.

[image: ]

It was early in December that our first hunting-snow came last year. We were ready for it, waiting for it, and when the winter sun broke over the ridge, we started the hunt at the hen-yard gate, where we saw tracks in the thin, new snow that led us up the ridge, and along its narrow back, to a hollow stump. Here the hunt began in earnest; for not until that trail of close, double, nail-pointed prints went under the stump were the four small boys convinced that we were tracking a skunk and not a cat.

The creature had moved leisurely—that you could tell by the closeness of the prints. Wide-apart tracks in the snow mean hurry. Now a cat, going as slowly as this creature went, would have put down her dainty feet almost in a single line, and would have left round, cushion-marked holes in the snow, not triangular, nail-pointed prints like these. Cats do not venture into holes under stumps, either.
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We had bagged our first quarry! No, no! We had not pulled that wood pussy out of his hole and put him into our game-bag. We did not want to do that. We really carried no bag; and if we had, we should not have put the wood pussy into it, for we were hunting tracks, not animals, and “bagging our quarry” meant trailing a creature to its den, or following its track till we had discovered something it had done, or what its business was, and why it was out. We were on the snow for animal facts, not pelts.

We were elated with our luck, for this stump was not five minutes by the ridge path from the hen-yard. And here, standing on the stump, we were only sixty minutes away from Boston Common by the automobile, driving no faster than the law allows. So we were hunting, not in a wilderness, but just outside our dooryard and almost within the borders of a great city.

And that is the first interesting fact of our morning hunt. No one but a lover of the woods and a careful walker on the snow would believe that here in the midst of hayfields, in sight of the smoke of city factories, so many of the original wild wood-folk still live and travel their night paths undisturbed.

Still, this is a rather rough bit of country, broken, ledgy, boulder-strewn, with swamps and woody hills that alternate with small towns and cultivated fields for many miles around.

Here the animals are still at home, as this hole of the skunk’s under the stump proved. But there was more proof. As we topped the ridge on the trail of the skunk, we crossed another trail, made up of bunches of four prints,—two long and broad, two small and roundish,—spaced about a yard apart.

A hundred times, the winter before, we had tried that trail in the hope of finding the form or the burrow of its maker; but it crossed and turned and doubled, and always led us into a tangle, out of which we never got a clue. It was the track of the great northern hare, as we knew, and we were relieved to see the strong prints of our cunning neighbor again; for, what with the foxes and the hunters, we were afraid it might have fared ill with him. But here he was, with four good legs under him; and, after bagging our skunk, we returned to pick up the hare’s trail, to try our luck once more.
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