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A Year in Nature


The natural world is all around you, scuttling along the hedgerow that lines your drive to work, fluttering through the trees you stroll beneath, in the soil of the allotment and the water of the canal. We have become good at insulating ourselves from it - a little too good, perhaps - and it is easy to feel that the natural world lies elsewhere, on our seaside holiday, on the moors, on safari or in the rainforest. But spend just a few minutes outside your front door and you will soon see that we are surrounded by wildness. Flowers bloom in cracks in pavements, bumblebees slalom through the air, foxes skulk through the streets and swifts swoop overhead. We just need to open our eyes and see.


This little book is intended to help you to do that, every month of the year. The words are drawn from my annual almanacs, which chart the many ways in which the outside world changes with the seasons: the way the beehive shifts in purpose and energy from spring to summer to autumn; the mating flights of bluetits; the migrations of swifts, toads and Bewick swans. There is also a flower of the month, monthly visits to the ancient meadow from naturalist Kate Bradbury, as well as visits to the hedgerow, the pond and much more.


I have suggested ways to bring the outdoors in, with a nature table – they are not just for primary school! – and crafts such as an Oesterierbaum, or Easter egg tree, nature weaving and wand making. You’ll find ways to mark the major turning points of the year – midsummer, midwinter and the equinoxes, and provided traditional songs and folklore about the natural world to find as many ways as possible to engage with the changing of the seasons indoors and out.


Times are tough for much of our flora and fauna, but connection leads to caretaking. The more we know what goes on in our skies, seas and soils, the more we love it. My hope is that in every month this book gives you the keys to finding out more about the wild world around you, and loving what you discover.
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In the Ancient Meadow


In January, the ancient meadow sparkles with frost. The sward, cut in summer and grazed by cows, sheep or horses until the ground becomes too wet, sits close to the ground, with tufts of grass and tatty rosettes of wildflowers the only glimpses of its summer glory. Among them, caterpillars, beetles and other invertebrates hunker down to avoid the worst of the weather. The lime green chrysalises of speckled wood butterflies cling to the underside of stems, unnoticed by passing birds. Newts and toads share the space under logs with springtails, centipedes, woodlice and slugs. Beneath the surface, queen bumblebees hibernate, tucked into a waterproof, wax-lined cell. Yet, on mild days, earthworms may rise from beneath the frost layer to take old leaves and other detritus into the soil, leaving behind their tell-tale casts on the surface. The meadow lives, if only sporadically.


The sun hangs low in the sky and generates long shadows across the land. In landscapes with stone circles, such as Stonehenge, the shadows cast by standing stones stop the sun from melting any frost and snow on the surface. As the sun moves through the day, the patches of white gradually fade, although those closest to the stones may remain.


In the hoof-trodden mud, summer is a mere dream. Water pools in the prints left by grazing animals, and in these hoofprints, seeds of yellow rattle stick to the wet, frost-encrusted soil. Also known as ‘meadow maker’, yellow rattle is an annual plant that attaches itself to the root systems of grasses and partially parasitises them, reducing their growth and making conditions easier for wildflowers to thrive. The meadow might look dead and cold, but yellow rattle needs a long period of winter cold and wet to germinate. Without winter, the summer meadow is just not as pretty. 


Kate Bradbury
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The Hedgerow in January





The hedgerow is asleep and so are its residents. There is some colour, from bramble leaves that still cling on in shades of yellow and purple, to the trails of cold-dulled ivy and the battered leaves of evergreen hart’s-tongue fern, but mostly all is bare, brown and twiggy. Hedgehogs are rolled up at the hedgerow’s base, spines out, under piles of leaves and damp earth; hoverflies are secreted into hollow stems; seven-spotted ladybirds pile together for warmth in sheltered nooks and rolled-up leaves. The hazel dormouse snoozes in deep hibernation in its nest at the base of the hedgerow, safe from the ravaging winds and snow above. Badgers in setts dug below the hedgerow aren’t actually hibernating, but they sleep more during the winter, and change is happening while they sleep. Badgers mate all year round, but because they have ‘delayed implantation’ it is only during this winter lull that the fertilised eggs are implanted into the womb and the snoozing female becomes pregnant. 


Ivy berries start to turn black and ripen this month and are pounced upon by hungry starlings, thrushes and wood pigeons, who also take the last few holly berries. Bluetits will find galls and break them open to get at the larvae inside. These are lean times. But there are signs of life even now. Hazel catkins are elongating, kicking the year off. Lesser celandine and snowdrops start to appear along the hedgerow bottom.


The Pond in January 


Perhaps the single most useful thing one person can do to help wildlife is to build a pond in their garden or allotment. There was once a ‘dew pond’ (a shallow pond, usually man-made, replenished with water from the dew) in the corner of every field for livestock to drink from, and they would be used not only by cows and sheep but by amphibians, insects, small mammals and birds. Most have been drained or filled in and, of those that remain, around 80 per cent are thought to be polluted or degraded, mainly by the nitrogen and phosphorus from agricultural fertiliser.


Fortunately, garden ponds are insulated from many of the problems that countryside ponds face, and it is remarkably straightforward to create a pond that quickly becomes an intricate ecosystem supporting dozens of species. The phrase ‘build it and they will come’ could have been written for ponds: just make one, sit back and you will see. This year’s almanac follows the year in a garden pond, and all the wonderful things that are happening above and below the surface.


There are few signs of life in the January pond. Many garden birds visit it to drink and wash, and mammals will stop by to drink: during mild, weather hedgehogs may even emerge from their sleep to take a drink. But other than that, all appears calm. Beneath the sometimes frozen surface, there is life, but it is at its lowest ebb. The bottom of the pond is full of decaying sticks and leaves, and nestled within it are the larvae of beetles and insects, and even adult water beetles, which will occasionally return briefly to the surface to take in air. Nymphs of caddisflies, dragonflies and mayflies are down there and create a kind of ‘antifreeze’ that prevents their bodies from freezing and their cells from rupturing. Dragonfly eggs nestled in the mud are in diapause, a type of hibernation that prevents them from hatching until the weather warms. Life is suspended, but not for long.


Garden Wildlife in January 


Most garden wildlife is still hibernating, tucked up beneath leaves, in compost heaps or log piles, waiting out winter. But it’s not uncommon to spot occasional signs of activity. A hedgehog might rouse itself from hibernation on mild evenings, in search of food, or you could spot a frog at the bottom of the pond. On dry, sunny days, red admiral butterflies can be found basking on a sunny wall, while honeybee hives buzz with the year’s first tentative activity. But, for the most part, the garden is quiet, kept alive only by the activities of birds.


It might not look like a significant change, but the gradual lengthening of days after the winter solstice triggers birds into the beginnings of breeding activity. Signs will be subtle at first but you may spot magpies gathering sticks as a sort of trial run for the real deal in a few weeks’ time, and tits entering and pecking at the holes of nest boxes. If you have a nest box and you haven’t put it up yet, now’s the time to do it.


It’s amazing that birds have time to think about breeding when there are so few hours to find food. While day length is increasing slowly, small birds like tits and wrens are still spending most hours of daylight looking for food. These small birds have a high body temperature (around 40ºC) and it takes a lot of calories to maintain that in cold weather.


Beneath the soil you might think nothing is happening, but plans are being made for summer: if temperatures are above 10ºC, then tree roots of young trees will continue to grow, although less vigorously. This is the moment for them to put on growth that will sustain them in future weeks, months and years. They power away, unseen, while the rest of the garden sleeps. 
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Inside the Beehive in January





In the depths of winter, the main task for the beehive is keeping warm. There are very few flowers to visit anyway, and the colony stays inside the hive and survives on its stores of precious honey from the previous summer, or sometimes on sugar water provided by the beekeeper. To keep warm, the bees huddle closely together in a ‘winter cluster’ – a football-sized circle that spreads across several frames. The centre of the cluster can stay as warm as 38°C even when it is freezing outside. Bees on the outside of the cluster will stay almost motionless in cold weather, but those on the inside can move around a little in all but the coldest weather.
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Look Out For


Fox Breeding Season


In cities and suburbs on January nights you may hear male foxes fighting, or the unearthly cries of female foxes during mating. This is fox breeding season, just a couple of weeks long, and litters of four or five cubs will be born in March. Cubs stay inside the den for six to eight weeks and will start tentatively venturing out to play, frolic and explore around June or July. They will be fully grown by September and finally leave the family in October to set up their own territories nearby.


Flower of the Month


Snowdrop


Latin name: Galanthus nivalis (Galanthus from the Greek gala, meaning ‘milk’, and anthos, meaning ‘flower’; nivalis from Latin, meaning ‘snowy’, ‘snow-covered’, ‘snow-like’).


Common names: Mary’s tapers, dingle-dangle, Candlemas bell. In France they are called perce-neige, which means snow-piercer.


Post-Christmas winter is the grimmest bit. No more hustle and bustle, present-giving and nonstop partying. Just the cold and the dark and the overwhelming feeling that you’ve slightly overdone it on several fronts. But step out into your garden on New Year’s Day and there will be a reassuring sign that winter is moving on, and that spring will come: snowdrops, poking fresh green through the cold earth, and soon to produce their delicate, pure-white hanging droplets of flowers.


Snowdrops will collapse if frozen, but they quickly perk up again when temperatures rise, so don’t worry: their leaves contain a sort of ‘antifreeze’ that prevents the cells from being damaged by frost. If you don’t have any snowdrops in your garden, just after flowering is the time to remedy this by buying and planting them ‘in the green’, before the leaves have died down. 
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In the Ancient Meadow


There is more activity in the ancient meadow in February, though the ground is still hard and cold, or at least it should be. But there are stirrings for those who look for them: queen bumblebees flying low in search of a nest site, early magpies taking sticks and mud to build their dome-shaped nests. The odd fly will emerge from winter sleep and bask on a leaf or a stone in the weak sunshine. Mild days will see brand-new leaves and blades of grass pushing through the soil, and the first primroses and sweet violets might tentatively throw out a flower. In milder regions, frogs will rouse from hibernation and make their way to their breeding ponds, to spawn in great, vigorous parties. Look up on a sunny day and you may see skylarks yo-yoing above the meadow, their song echoing around the landscape.


On meadows with soil dry enough to support grazing livestock, these animals are now banished until autumn. Their grazing activity keeps the sward short and creates uneven surfaces for seeds to lodge and germinate. But if the animals remained at this time of year, the meadow wouldn’t grow. From now, the plants can bulk up unencumbered, except for the gentle attentions of deer and rabbits, who usually cause little damage to the grassland. Evergreen rosettes can leaf up before sending out a flower, while annuals may germinate and herbaceous perennials throw up the first shoots of spring. 


In forgotten hoofprints, the yellow rattle germinates, sending up two tiny embryonic leaves from which dark green, serrated leaves with purple blotches follow. They’re hard to spot in the tufts of grass but they will steadily put on growth from now, eventually forming long, dark, toothed leaves from black-spotted stems. In just a few weeks they, and all the wildflowers they support, will be flowering. 


Kate Bradbury


Nature Table


An Arrangement for February


Try to include some signs of the earth turning, and the new bulbs starting to shoot. Snowdrops are symbols of purity, optimism and hope, and as such are closely associated with Candlemas on 2nd February, which is the only day they can be brought into the house without incurring bad luck. A lovely way to enjoy them is to dig up a little clump in flower and pot it temporarily into a terracotta pot, topped with moss, in which case they are still half outdoors, really.


YOUR TABLE THIS MONTH MIGHT INCLUDE:




	White candles for St Brigid and Candlemas


	A St Brigid’s cross made of reeds for St Brigid’s day


	Snowdrops


	A little vase of winter honeysuckle


	Lichened bark


	Feathers


	Pebbles





It is still dark enough in the mornings to light a candle, but it won’t be so for long. Try to enjoy these dark and cosy moments in the year before they have passed, rather than wishing them away too fast. St Brigid is the patron saint of many things,rat including craft and poetry, so you might include a little piece of something you have made yourself, such as some embroidery or crochet, or even a poem.


Migration of the Month 


Toad


This month’s migration is perhaps not the most epic of our journeys, and the mode of travel is hardly the most elegant, but it is happening almost under our feet, and is as perilous and fraught with danger as any globetrotting trek. Throughout this month, toads will start to stir, having been firmly tucked away until now in their winter hibernacula (where they hibernate) in the mud at the bottom of ponds, under piles of leaves or dug deep down in the ground below the frost line. 


Although they have evolved the ability to live their entire lives on dry land, toads must have water to breed. By the end of the month, they will be on the move, the males setting out first, plodding rather than hopping towards the ponds where they were born. They have incredible homing instincts and will travel for several miles, moving at night to avoid the sun, steadfastly making their way over every obstacle. Or at least attempting to. There is clearly great danger in crossing roads by night at toad’s pace, and every year there are a large number of casualties, sometimes mitigated by ‘toad patrols’. (Look for one to join locally and help to usher toads safely through the night.) If you see ‘toads crossing’ signs when driving, slow right down to toad-dodging speed. Intensive agriculture and the loss of many dew ponds have had a big impact on toad populations, but garden ponds have come to the rescue – as often as not it is now these ponds that toads migrate towards in this great annual amphibian ramble.


The only thing that eases the male toad’s tricky passage is if he chances upon a female toad, in which case he won’t hesitate to climb upon her back and piggyback a lift the rest of the way. Once their home pond is reached, the coupled-up pair will breed – or if a female arrives alone, then a load of males will jump on her to form a ‘toad ball’, all trying their luck. Long strings of eggs encased in jelly are laid right across the pond. After 14 days, the jelly disintegrates and the tadpoles drop into the water to begin life in their own home pond.


Folk Song of the Month


‘Green Grows the Laurel’


Traditional, arr. Richard Barnard


This song for Valentine’s Day is about losing a lover and wanting them back, and it references violets, February’s birth flower. The song employs the Victorian idea of the ‘language of flowers’, with violets representing loyalty and faithfulness. The melody is close to a Romani version collected in Hampshire in the 1900s.
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I once had a true love but now I have none


And since he has left me I sigh all alone;


And since he has left me content I must be,


For he now loves another one better than me.


So green grows the laurel and so does the yew


And sorry I was when I parted from you,


But on your returning our love will be new


And I’ll change the green laurels for violets so blue.


I wrote him a letter in red, rosy lines.


He wrote me his answer with words so entwined


Saying, ‘Keep your love letter and I will keep mine,


You write to your true love and I’ll write to mine.’


So green grows the laurel and so does the yew


And sorry I was when I parted from you,


But on your returning our love will be new


And I’ll change the green laurels for violets so blue.


I passed my love’s window both early and late


And the looks that he gave me my poor heart would break;


The looks that he gave me ten thousand would kill,


But wherever I go I will be his love still.


So green grows the laurel and so does the yew


And sorry I was when I parted from you,


But on your returning our love will be new


And I’ll change the green laurels for violets so blue.



The Hedgerow in February


Along the base of the hedgerow comes a smattering of hopeful yellow and white this month: lesser celandine, winter aconite, primroses and snowdrops appear, and there will also be a few purple dog violets in the mix if you’re lucky. Wood anemones start into flower this month. They are an indicator species for ancient woodland so, if you spot them, you know that you are dealing with a remnant of a very old piece of woodland indeed, possibly a thousand years old or more. 


On the warm days this month it can suddenly feel like spring is here: the first butterflies – pale yellow-green brimstones – emerge and flit about the flowers in the weak sun, having overwintered in nooks and crannies in the hedge. Queen buff-tailed and early bumblebees emerge from the holes in the ground where they have spent the winter, visiting flowers to drink nectar and strengthen up after winter. Each queen searches for an underground nest site under tussocky grass, and when she has chosen one, she visits the hazel catkins to collect pollen. Back in the nest she mixes the pollen with wax from her body and lays her first brood onto it.


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Contents



		Introduction



		January



		In the Ancient Meadow



		The Hedgerow in January



		The Pond in January



		Garden Wildlife in January



		Inside the Beehive in January



		Fox Breeding Season



		Snowdrop









		February



		In the Ancient Meadow



		An Arrangement for February



		Toad



		‘Green Grows the Laurel’



		The Hedgerow in February



		Winter Rainbows



		Sweet Violet



		Inside the Beehive in February



		Bluetit Display Flights









		March



		In the Ancient Meadow



		The Vernal / Spring Equinox



		Naming of the Equinox



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		Inside the Beehive in March



		Hedgehogs Coming Out of Hibernation



		Oesterierbaum, or Easter Egg Tree



		Garden Wildlife in March



		Bewick’s Swan



		‘The Oxen Ploughing’



		Skylark



		The Hedgerow in March



		SPRING HEDGEROW FLOWERS









		April



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		The Hedgerow in April



		The Pond in April



		Inside the Beehive in April



		Brimstone Butterflies



		Bluebell



		‘When Spring Comes In’









		May



		In the Ancient Meadow



		The Hedgerow in May



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		Garden Wildlife in May



		The Pond in May



		‘The Old Garden Gate’



		May Dew



		Lily of the Valley



		Inside the Beehive in May



		Swallows, Swifts and House Martins



		‘The Feast of Beltane’, or ‘Samhradh Samhradh’









		June



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Nature Weaving



		Inside the Beehive in June



		‘Dawns Gwyl Ifan’ or St John’s Eve Dance



		‘The Seeds of Love’



		Dove and Pigeon



		The Hedgerow in June



		Midsummer









		July



		In the Ancient Meadow



		The Hedgerow in July



		Inside the Beehive in July



		Moths



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		SEASHELLS



		Oxeye Daisy



		Summer Hailstorms









		August



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Flower and Leaf Mandalas



		The Pond in August



		Inside the Beehive in August



		The Grasshopper Chorus



		Dragonfly



		‘Garden Hymn’



		Making Leaf Skeletons



		The Hedgerow in August



		Offshore Winds, Onshore Winds and Surf



		Why Are There Two Tides Per Day?



		Gull









		September



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Garden Wildlife in September



		Corn Dolly



		‘The Sprig of Thyme’



		Nathusius’ Pipistrelle Bat



		Mushrooms



		Autumn Equinox



		Mark the Autumn Equinox



		SMALL MAMMALS



		The Hedgerow in September



		Inside the Beehive in September



		Daddy Longlegs









		October



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Make Halloween Nature Wands



		Preparing for Hibernation



		The Moon Illusion



		The Pond in October



		The Hedgerow in October



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		NATIVE TREES – SEEDS



		Marigold



		First Frosts



		Inside the Beehive in October









		November



		In the Ancient Meadow



		Making a Space for November



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		Preserving Leaves



		Garden Wildlife in November



		The Atlantic Run



		The Pond in November



		Starling



		The Hedgerow in November



		SEEDHEADS OF THE HEDGEROW



		Inside the Beehive in November



		Rookeries



		Mellow Mists









		December



		In the Ancient Meadow



		‘Christmas Song’ / ‘The Trees Are All Bare’



		Mark the Winter Solstice



		Garden and Weather Folklore



		Redwing



		The Hedgerow in December



		Garden Wildlife in December



		Types of Frost



		‘Cherry Tree Carol’



		EDIBLE CLAMS



		Inside the Beehive in December



		Short-Eared and Tawny Owls



		Christmas Rose









		Copyright













		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		2













		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/Pg08.jpg





OEBPS/images/Pg06.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A Year

in Nature

A celebration
of the seasons

¥
=

From the bestselling author of

we ALMANAC

b 4

LIA LEENDERTZ





OEBPS/images/Pg11.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781856756006.jpg
X

.k

A Year in
Nature

i

b=
o
o°
@
o §
et
It
o
(—r

of the seasons

From the bestselling author of
THE

ALMANAC





OEBPS/images/Pg18.jpg
— 5 .
O\/J S D oo - s—*
I___ once had a true love but now I have none and since he has
6
— o [ o o o —
o o ) P o o
left me I sigh all a - lone; and since he has left me con -tent I must
B Chorus:
% =+ = =L
J o o s
o - = - ° o
be, for he now loves a - no-ther one bet-ter than me. So
17
@ 3 N = >
o o - o o
- I S g - o e
green grows the laur-el and so does the yew and sor-ry 1 waswhen |
23
e — - o o  —
o o P — o o
part -ed from you, but  on your re - turn-ing our love will be
28
3 — - N X N
~a L = L o > & X
new and I'll change the green lau-rels  for  wvio-lets  so blue.






OEBPS/images/Pg14.jpg
February





OEBPS/images/Pg12.jpg





