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Goldenrod and asters fringed the mossy walls. Grasshoppers skipped briskly in the sere grass, and crickets chirped like fairy pipers at a feast. Squirrels were busy with their small harvesting. Birds twittered their adieux from the alders in the lane, and every tree stood ready to send down its shower of red or yellow apples at the first shake.


LOUISA MAY ALCOTT, LITTLE WOMEN
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The trip was like riding through a long picture gallery, full of lovely landscapes. The farmhouses were my delight, with thatched roofs, ivy up to the eaves, latticed windows, and stout women with rosy children at the doors. The very cattle looked more tranquil than ours, as they stood knee-deep in clover, and the hens had a contented cluck, as if they never got nervous like Yankee biddies. Such perfect colour I never saw, the grass so green, sky so blue, grain so yellow, woods so dark, I was in a rapture all the way. 


LOUISA MAY ALCOTT, LITTLE WOMEN
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Sunshine in February


O winter Sun!


How beautiful thy beams


Upon the chainèd earth!


The snows are melting and the gale


Is hushed; thou shinest, soft and pale,


O Winter Sun!


Upon a world that dreams,


And trembles with awakened hopes of birth.


O Joyful Green!


’Mid snowy patches gay


Thou peerest, and the sky


Shines blue through twiggèd boughs; each tree


Is aching now with thoughts of thee,


O Joyful Green!


Spring’s heart is in the day


Though Winter’s hands upon night’s bosom lie.


LAURENCE ALMA-TADEMA









The Grasshopper


Happy insect! what can be


In happiness compar’d to thee?


Fed with nourishment divine,


The dewy morning’s gentle wine!


Nature waits upon thee still,


And thy verdant cup does fill;


’Tis filled wherever thou dost tread,


Nature self’s thy Ganymede.


Thou dost drink, and dance, and sing;


Happier than the happiest king!


All the fields which thou dost see,


All the plants belong to thee;


All that summer hours produce;


Fertile made with early juice.


Man for thee does sow and plow;


Farmer he, and landlord thou!


Thou dost innocently joy;


Nor does thy luxury destroy;


The shepherd gladly heareth thee,


More harmonious than he.


Thee country hinds with gladness hear,


Prophet of the ripen’d year!


Thee Phoebus loves, and does inspire;


Phoebus is himself thy sire.


To thee, of all things upon earth,


Life’s no longer than thy mirth.


Happy insect, happy, thou


Dost neither age nor winter know;


But, when thou’st drunk, and danc’d and sung


Thy fill, the flowery leaves among,


(Voluptuous and wise withal,


Epicurean animal!) –


Sated with thy summer feast,


Thou retir’st to endless rest.


ANACREON
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And meanwhile the beautiful golden days were

dropping gently from the second week one by one, equal in beauty with those of the first, and the scent of beanfields in flower on the hillside behind the village came across to San Salvatore whenever the air moved… Everything seemed to be out together – all the things crowded into one month which in England are spread penuriously over six. Even primroses were found one day by Mrs Wilkins in a cold corner up in the hills ; and when she brought them down to the geraniums and heliotrope of San Salvatore they looked quite shy.


ELIZABETH VON ARNIM, THE ENCHANTED APRIL
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In Meryton they parted; the two youngest repaired to the lodgings of one of the officers’ wives, and Elizabeth continued her walk alone, crossing field after field at a quick pace, jumping over stiles and springing over puddles with impatient activity, and finding herself at last within view of the house, with weary ankles, dirty stockings, and a face glowing with the warmth of exercise.


JANE AUSTEN, PRIDE AND PREJUDICE


 


The whole country about them abounded in beautiful walks. The high downs which invited them from almost every window of the cottage to seek the exquisite enjoyment of air on their summits, were a happy alternative when the dirt of the valleys beneath shut up their superior beauties; and towards one of these hills did Marianne and Margaret one memorable morning direct their steps, attracted by the partial sunshine of a showery sky, and unable longer to bear the confinement which the settled rain of the two preceding days had occasioned. The weather was not tempting enough to draw the two others from their pencil and their book, in spite of Marianne’s declaration that the day would be lastingly fair, and that every threatening cloud would be drawn off from their hills; and the two girls set off together. 


They gaily ascended the downs, rejoicing in their own penetration at every glimpse of blue sky; and when they caught in their faces the animating gales of a high south-westerly wind, they pitied the fears which had prevented their mother and Elinor from sharing such delightful sensations.


‘Is there a felicity in the world,’ said Marianne, ‘superior to this? – Margaret, we will walk here at least two hours.’


JANE AUSTEN, SENSE AND SENSIBILITY









from Aurora Leigh


I dared to rest, or wander, – like a rest


Made sweeter for the step upon the grass, –


And view the ground’s most gentle dimplement, 


(As if God’s finger touched but did not press


In making England!) such an up and down


Of verdure, – nothing too much up or down,


A ripple of land; such little hills, the sky


Can stoop to tenderly and the wheatfields climb; 


Such nooks of valleys, lined with orchises,


Fed full of noises by invisible streams;


And open pastures, where you scarcely tell


White daisies from white dew, – at intervals


The mythic oaks and elm-trees standing out 


Self-poised upon their prodigy of shade, –


I thought my father’s land was worthy too 


Of being my Shakespeare’s.


ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 
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