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In "Winter," Dallas Lore Sharp immerses readers in an evocative exploration of the winter season, weaving together nature writing, rich imagery, and insightful observations that reflect the profound beauty of this often-overlooked time of year. Sharp employs a lyrical prose style, addressing the innate connection between humanity and nature, while drawing on his experiences in the serene landscapes of New England. This work stands as a testament to the literary tradition of nature writing, echoing the styles of Ralph Waldo Emerson and John Burroughs, yet carving its own distinct path through the lens of winter's austere charm. Dallas Lore Sharp, an esteemed author, naturalist, and educator, dedicated much of his life to studying and promoting the appreciation of the natural world. His experiences as a professor and a passionate observer of wildlife informed his lyrical depictions, fostering a deep understanding of both the environmental and existential significance of the seasons. Sharp's ability to capture the essence of winter is a reflection of his love for the natural world, making this work deeply personal and deeply resonant. "Winter" is a remarkable read for anyone who seeks to rekindle their appreciation for the beauty hidden within the seasonal cycles. Sharp's thoughtful prose invites readers to pause, reflect, and find joy in the cold stillness of winter, ultimately enriching their understanding of nature's rhythms. This book is not only a celebration of winter but also an exploration of its implications for the human spirit.
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Alaska Travels offers an exquisite tapestry weaving together vivid tales and reflections of the natural world, capturing the untamed spirit and grandeur of the Alaskan wilderness. The collection spans a range of literary styles, from descriptive narratives to poignant recollections, each piece contributing to the overarching theme of exploration and connection with nature. Readers will find diversity and depth within these pages, where wilderness adventures, introspective musings, and encounters with the sublime coexist to celebrate the complex and often humbling experiences in this vast northern frontier. The anthology benefits from the rich perspectives of contributors like John Muir, whose profound influence as a naturalist echoes through his careful observations of Alaska's landscapes. Alongside him, S. Hall Young brings unique insights from his deeply personal journeys, offering readers a glimpse into a bygone era of exploration. Together, these authors capture the essence of a region at the crossroads of tradition and change, mirroring historical and cultural shifts within their movements. This collection stands as a testament to the enduring allure of Alaska, where diverse voices converge to illuminate the relationship between humans and nature. Alaska Travels invites readers to embark on a captivating journey, exploring the multiplicity of perspectives that enhance the understanding of humanity's place in the natural world. This anthology is an indispensable resource for those who crave not only adventure but also a deeper comprehension of the dialogues that emerge between varied experiences and interpretations. Dive into these pages to discover insights that transcend mere observation, inviting reflection and dialogue on the broader human condition within the stunning, timeless backdrop of the Alaskan wild.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Animal Heroes



Seton, Ernest Thompson

8596547324973

135

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "Animal Heroes," Ernest Thompson Seton masterfully weaves together the realms of zoology and storytelling, recounting the lives of remarkable animals that exhibit extraordinary intelligence, courage, and spirit. Through a blend of vivid narrative and keen observation, Seton employs a naturalistic style, immersing readers in the trials and triumphs of his animal subjects. The book embodies the early 20th-century revival of interest in nature literature, reflecting the burgeoning movement towards wildlife conservation and the reverence for the natural world, making it a foundational text in this genre. Seton, a prominent figure in the early conservation movement and a founder of the Boy Scouts of America, drew upon his own deep appreciation for animals, honed during his extensive travels across North America. His background as a naturalist and artist allows him to create not just a narrative, but a heartfelt homage to the creatures he portrays. Seton's compassion for his subjects stems from a profound understanding of their lives, inspiring readers to see the world from an animal's perspective and fostering empathy for all living beings. "Animal Heroes" is a must-read for nature enthusiasts, animal lovers, and anyone who appreciates finely crafted tales of heroism. Seton's engaging prose and relatable themes invite readers to ponder the often-overlooked narratives of the animal kingdom while promoting a message of respect and stewardship towards nature. This book not only entertains but also educates, making it an essential addition to any literary collection.
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In "New Zealand Moths and Butterflies (Macro-Lepidoptera)," G. V. Hudson offers an authoritative and comprehensive exploration of the diverse world of New Zealand's lepidopteran fauna. This meticulously researched work combines field study with descriptive taxonomy, providing readers with intricate illustrations and detailed accounts of various moth and butterfly species found across the region. Hudson's literary style is characterized by its blend of scientific rigor and accessible prose, making complex natural histories available to both enthusiasts and scholars. The book, situated within the broader context of New Zealand's unique biodiversity, underscores the ecological significance of these insects while celebrating their aesthetic qualities. G. V. Hudson was a notable entomologist and naturalist whose passion for the natural world converged with a keen interest in the unique ecology of New Zealand. His extensive travels throughout the islands allowed him to study and document the rich biodiversity surrounding him, particularly in the realm of macro-lepidoptera. Hudson's personal connection to the landscape and its biological inhabitants undoubtedly informed the depth of knowledge and detail presented in this definitive work. I highly recommend "New Zealand Moths and Butterflies (Macro-Lepidoptera)" to anyone with an interest in entomology, ecology, or New Zealand's natural history. This book is not just a reference for specialists; it is an invitation to appreciate the delicate beauty and complexity of these creatures, making it an essential addition to the library of anyone passionate about nature.
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In "The Man-Eaters of Tsavo," John Henry Patterson vividly recounts his harrowing experiences as a chief engineer working on the Kenya-Uganda railway in the late 19th century. This work of non-fiction blends elements of adventure and horror as it chronicles the true story of a pair of maneless lions that terrorized his construction crew, resulting in numerous fatalities. Patterson's engaging narrative style, rich in detailed observations and psychological insight, serves to illuminate the complex relationship between humans and wildlife in colonial Africa. Moreover, the book emerges from the larger context of European imperialism, highlighting the perils faced by those who sought to exert control over the untamed landscapes of Africa. John Henry Patterson, born in 1867, was not only an engineer but also a passionate naturalist and explorer. His encounters with the lions and the subsequent investigation into their behavior reflect his keen understanding of both the natural world and human vulnerability. Patterson's experiences led him to question the assumptions of dominance held by colonial powers, revealing the underlying tensions of his time. This riveting account combines elements of terror and fascination, making "The Man-Eaters of Tsavo" a compelling read for anyone intrigued by wildlife, colonial history, or psychological suspense. Patterson's meticulous documentation provides a nuanced perspective on the nature of fear and survival, ensuring that this striking tale remains relevant and engaging for modern audiences.
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I

CURRUMPAW is a vast cattle range in northern New Mexico. It is a land of rich pastures and teeming flocks and herds, a land of rolling mesas and precious running waters that at length unite in the Currumpaw River, from which the whole region is named. And the king whose despotic power was felt over its entire extent was an old gray wolf.

Old Lobo, or the king, as the Mexicans called him, was the gigantic leader of a remarkable pack of gray wolves, that had ravaged the Currumpaw Valley for a number of years. All the shepherds and ranchmen knew him well, and, wherever he appeared with his trusty band, terror reigned supreme among the cattle, and wrath and despair among their owners. Old Lobo was a giant among wolves, and was cunning and strong in proportion to his size. His voice at night was well-known and easily distinguished from that of any of his fellows. An ordinary wolf might howl half the night about the herdsman's bivouac without attracting more than a passing notice, but when the deep roar of the old king came booming down the canon, the watcher bestirred himself and prepared to learn in the morning that fresh and serious inroads had been made among the herds.

Old Lobo's band was but a small one. This I never quite understood, for usually, when a wolf rises to the position and power that he had, he attracts a numerous following. It may be that he had as many as he desired, or perhaps his ferocious temper prevented the increase of his pack. Certain is it that Lobo had only five followers during the latter part of his reign. Each of these, however, was a wolf of renown, most of them were above the ordinary size, one in particular, the second in command, was a veritable giant, but even he was far below the leader in size and prowess. Several of the band, besides the two leaders, were especially noted. One of those was a beautiful white wolf, that the Mexicans called Blanca; this was supposed to be a female, possibly Lobo's mate. Another was a yellow wolf of remarkable swiftness, which, according to current stories had, on several occasions, captured an antelope for the pack.

It will be seen, then, that these wolves were thoroughly well-known to the cowboys and shepherds. They were frequently seen and oftener heard, and their lives were intimately associated with those of the cattlemen, who would so gladly have destroyed them. There was not a stockman on the Currumpaw who would not readily have given the value of many steers for the scalp of any one of Lobo's band, but they seemed to possess charmed lives, and defied all manner of devices to kill them. They scorned all hunters, derided all poisons, and continued, for at least five years, to exact their tribute from the Currumpaw ranchers to the extent, many said, of a cow each day. According to this estimate, therefore, the band had killed more than two thousand of the finest stock, for, as was only too well-known, they selected the best in every instance.

The old idea that a wolf was constantly in a starving state, and therefore ready to eat anything, was as far as possible from the truth in this case, for these freebooters were always sleek and well-conditioned, and were in fact most fastidious about what they ate. Any animal that had died from natural causes, or that was diseased or tainted, they would not touch, and they even rejected anything that had been killed by the stockmen. Their choice and daily food was the tenderer part of a freshly killed yearling heifer. An old bull or cow they disdained, and though they occasionally took a young calf or colt, it was quite clear that veal or horseflesh was not their favorite diet. It was also known that they were not fond of mutton, although they often amused themselves by killing sheep. One night in November, 1893, Blanca and the yellow wolf killed two hundred and fifty sheep, apparently for the fun of it, and did not eat an ounce of their flesh.

These are examples of many stories which I might repeat, to show the ravages of this destructive band. Many new devices for their extinction were tried each year, but still they lived and throve in spite of all the efforts of their foes. A great price was set on Lobo's head, and in consequence poison in a score of subtle forms was put out for him, but he never failed to detect and avoid it. One thing only he feared—that was firearms, and knowing full well that all men in this region carried them, he never was known to attack or face a human being. Indeed, the set policy of his band was to take refuge in flight whenever, in the daytime, a man was descried, no matter at what distance. Lobo's habit of permitting the pack to eat only that which they themselves had killed, was in numerous cases their salvation, and the keenness of his scent to detect the taint of human hands or the poison itself, completed their immunity.

On one occasion, one of the cowboys heard the too familiar rallying-cry of Old Lobo, and, stealthily approaching, he found the Currumpaw pack in a hollow, where they had 'rounded' up a small herd of cattle. Lobo sat apart on a knoll, while Blanca with the rest was endeavoring to 'cut out' a young cow, which they had selected; but the cattle were standing in a compact mass with their heads outward, and presented to the foe a line of horns, unbroken save when some cow, frightened by a fresh onset of the wolves, tried to retreat into the middle of the herd. It was only by taking advantage of these breaks that the wolves had succeeded at all in wounding the selected cow, but she was far from being disabled, and it seemed that Lobo at length lost patience with his followers, for he left his position on the hill, and, uttering a deep roar, dashed toward the herd. The terrified rank broke at his charge, and he sprang in among them. Then the cattle scattered like the pieces of a bursting bomb. Away went the chosen victim, but ere she had gone twenty-five yards Lobo was upon her. Seizing her by the neck, he suddenly held back with all his force and so threw her heavily to the ground. The shock must have been tremendous, for the heifer was thrown heels over head. Lobo also turned a somersault, but immediately recovered himself, and his followers falling on the poor cow, killed her in a few seconds. Lobo took no part in the killing—after having thrown the victim, he seemed to say, "Now, why could not some of you have done that at once without wasting so much time?"

The man now rode up shouting, the wolves as usual retired, and he, having a bottle of strychnine, quickly poisoned the carcass in three places, then went away, knowing they would return to feed, as they had killed the animal themselves. But next morning, on going to look for his expected victims, he found that, although the wolves had eaten the heifer, they had carefully cut out and thrown aside all those parts that had been poisoned.

The dread of this great wolf spread yearly among the ranchmen, and each year a larger price was set on his head, until at last it reached $1,000, an unparalleled wolf-bounty, surely; many a good man has been hunted down for less, Tempted by the promised reward, a Texan ranger named Tannerey came one day galloping up the canyon of the Currumpaw. He had a superb outfit for wolf-hunting—the best of guns and horses, and a pack of enormous wolf-hounds. Far out on the plains of the Panhandle, he and his dogs had killed many a wolf, and now he never doubted that, within a few days, Old Lobo's scalp would dangle at his saddlebow.

Away they went bravely on their hunt in the gray dawn of a summer morning, and soon the great dogs gave joyous tongue to say that they were already on the track of their quarry. Within two miles, the grizzly band of Currumpaw leaped into view, and the chase grew fast and furious. The part of the wolf-hounds was merely to hold the wolves at bay till the hunter could ride up and shoot them, and this usually was easy on the open plains of Texas; but here a new feature of the country came into play, and showed how well Lobo had chosen his range; for the rocky canyons of the Currumpaw and its tributaries intersect the prairies in every direction. The old wolf at once made for the nearest of these and by crossing it got rid of the horseman. His band then scattered and thereby scattered the dogs, and when they reunited at a distant point of course all of the dogs did not turn up, and the wolves, no longer outnumbered, turned on their pursuers and killed or desperately wounded them all. That night when Tannerey mustered his dogs, only six of them returned, and of these, two were terribly lacerated. This hunter made two other attempts to capture the royal scalp, but neither of them was more successful than the first, and on the last occasion his best horse met its death by a fall; so he gave up the chase in disgust and went back to Texas, leaving Lobo more than ever the despot of the region.

Next year, two other hunters appeared, determined to win the promised bounty. Each believed he could destroy this noted wolf, the first by means of a newly devised poison, which was to be laid out in an entirely new manner; the other a French Canadian, by poison assisted with certain spells and charms, for he firmly believed that Lobo was a veritable "loup-garou," and could not be killed by ordinary means. But cunningly compounded poisons, charms, and incantations were all of no avail against this grizzly devastator. He made his weekly rounds and daily banquets as aforetime, and before many weeks had passed, Calone and Laloche gave up in despair and went elsewhere to hunt.

In the spring of 1893, after his unsuccessful attempt to capture Lobo, Joe Calone had a humiliating experience, which seems to show that the big wolf simply scorned his enemies, and had absolute confidence in himself. Calone's farm was on a small tributary of the Currumpaw, in a picturesque canyon, and among the rocks of this very canyon, within a thousand yards of the house, Old Lobo and his mate selected their den and raised their family that season. There they lived all summer and killed Joe's cattle, sheep, and dogs, but laughed at all his poisons and traps and rested securely among the recesses of the cavernous cliffs, while Joe vainly racked his brain for some method of smoking them out, or of reaching them with dynamite. But they escaped entirely unscathed, and continued their ravages as before. "There's where he lived all last summer," said Joe, pointing to the face of the cliff, "and I couldn't do a thing with him. I was like a fool to him."

II

This history, gathered so far from the cowboys, I found hard to believe until, in the fall of 1893, I made the acquaintance of the wily marauder, and at length came to know him more thoroughly than anyone else. Some years before, in the Bingo days, I had been a wolf-hunter, but my occupations since then had been of another sort, chaining me to stool and desk. I was much in need of a change, and when a friend, who was also a ranch-owner on the Currumpaw, asked me to come to New Mexico and try if I could do anything with this predatory pack, I accepted the invitation and, eager to make the acquaintance of its king, was as soon as possible among the mesas of that region. I spent some time riding about to learn the country, and at intervals my guide would point to the skeleton of a cow to which the hide still adhered, and remark, "That's some of his work."

It became quite clear to me that, in this rough country, it was useless to think of pursuing Lobo with hounds and horses, so that poison or traps were the only available expedients. At present we had no traps large enough, so I set to work with poison.

I need not enter into the details of a hundred devices that I employed to circumvent this 'loup-garou'; there was no combination of strychnine, arsenic, cyanide, or prussic acid, that I did not essay; there was no manner of flesh that I did not try as bait; but morning after morning, as I rode forth to learn the result, I found that all my efforts had been useless. The old king was too cunning for me. A single instance will show his wonderful sagacity. Acting on the hint of an old trapper, I melted some cheese together with the kidney fat of a freshly killed heifer, stewing it in a china dish, and cutting it with a bone knife to avoid the taint of metal.

When the mixture was cool, I cut it into lumps, and making a hole in one side of each lump, I inserted a large dose of strychnine and cyanide, contained, in a capsule that was impermeable by any odor; finally I sealed the holes up with pieces of the cheese itself. During the whole process, I wore a pair of gloves steeped in the hot blood of the heifer, and even avoided breathing on the baits. When all was ready, I put them in a raw-hide bag rubbed all over with blood, and rode forth dragging the liver and kidneys of the beef at the end of a rope. With this I made a ten-mile circuit, dropping a bait at each quarter of a mile, and taking the utmost care, always, not to touch any with my hands.

Lobo, generally, came into this part of the range in the early part of each week, and passed the latter part, it was supposed, around the base of Sierra Grande. This was Monday, and that same evening, as we were about to retire, I heard the deep bass howl of his majesty. On hearing it one of the boys briefly remarked, "There he is, we'll see."

The next morning I went forth, eager to know the result. I soon came on the fresh trail of the robbers, with Lobo in the lead—his track was always easily distinguished. An ordinary wolf's forefoot is 4 1/2 inches long, that of a large wolf 4 3/4 inches, but Lobo's, as measured a number of times, was 5 1/2 inches from claw to heel; I afterward found that his other proportions were commensurate, for he stood three feet high at the shoulder, and weighed 150 pounds. His trail, therefore, though obscured by those of his followers, was never difficult to trace. The pack had soon found the track of my drag, and as usual followed it. I could see that Lobo had come to the first bait, sniffed about it, and finally had picked it up.

Then I could not conceal my delight. "I've got him at last," I exclaimed; "I shall find him stark within a mile," and I galloped on with eager eyes fixed on the great broad track in the dust. It led me to the second bait and that also was gone. How I exulted—I surely have him now and perhaps several of his band. But there was the broad pawmark still on the drag; and though I stood in the stirrup and scanned the plain I saw nothing that looked like a dead wolf. Again I followed—to find now that the third bait was gone—and the king-wolf's track led on to the fourth, there to learn that he had not really taken a bait at all, but had merely carried them in his mouth, Then having piled the three on the fourth, he scattered filth over them to express his utter contempt for my devices. After this he left my drag and went about his business with the pack he guarded so effectively.
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