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Introduction

Seasonal change has always been a great inspiration for my artwork. I love the changing light that brings new colours and smells. The seasons are nature’s clock, bringing birds from distant shores to nest and breed in our gardens. Then, when the days shorten and evening air is chilly, they know it’s time to leave. Over my lifetime there has undoubtedly been a change in the timings of when these migrants appear and disappear and we are all aware of climate change and the effects on nature. This changing world reflects in our wildlife, the countryside and with the seasons. It is the seasons that mark time and the passing years; we remember the winters with snow and the summers that let us dine outside and the late spring frosts that wipe out seedlings. Each season has its own unique aspect: winter’s watery light, autumn winds and colours, the joy of long summer days and spring’s full force of green growth bringing regeneration.

So it is hard to say exactly when one season stops and the other begins; the changes are not necessarily gradual but come in fits and starts. Seasons have no regard for the official times written down in a calendar. Spring, more than any other of the seasons, is like this. Perhaps this is because in the darkness of the winter months, we long for it to begin before nature is really ready. It cannot be called spring when the rooks start to gather sticks for their high tree-top nests, or the first glimmers of aconite and crocus leaves push through the frozen ground, but it feels like a little bit of spring is starting. Early spring is very different to the full-force frothy green of spring proper; it is understated, it is bare branches, it is the blue-green leaves of white glowing snowdrops and hellebores, but spring at all is stages has an energy that engages us with the outside world.
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Orford Hares (Linocut and silkscreen)

Spring Unfurled is the first in a series of four books that reflect on the seasons. This quartet has its origin in my first book, A Year Unfolding, which is a printmaker’s view of the changing seasons, though I have added some new images and text to my original thoughts about this season. And this new small, collectable format works so well with my artwork. It is a small book that you can put in your pocket to muse on travels and times alone, or a gift book to share with others who also love nature.

The other books in this series are Summer’s Hum, Falling into Autumn and Winter’s Song. I hope you enjoy them.
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I can’t remember where I heard it, but I was once told that Valentine’s Day – 14 February – is the official day for birds getting together. So, I think Valentine’s Day should be called Nesting Day. I am not sure this is true, but it is certainly very noticeable that blackbirds start to pair up around this time. The males start to defend their territory, their beaks seem to become a brighter orange and there is generally a lot of showing off.
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Early Nesters (Lithograph)
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Gardener’s Cottage (Linocut and silkscreen)

This print was commissioned by Andrew Jones, who is Head Gardener at Deene Park in Northamptonshire and lives in this beautiful cottage. I have tried to capture that feeling of early spring, of the joy of the first flowers appearing in the garden. Along with the crowd of snowdrops, the tall, larger white flowers are my interpretation of hellebores – also known as the Christmas rose. It is one of my all-time garden favourites and I have a large patch of them in my own garden. They are not only white but soft pinks with spotted centres, lilacs, and some wine-dark purple ones with yellow centres. Their nodding heads shimmer in the cold winds of this season and their leathery, glossy green leaves can withstand the winter frosts, giving the garden colour when it is most needed.

Waking to see the first light of a spring morning is, for me, the best way to start a day. Our bedroom has a beautiful view of rolling hills, sheep fields and gardens. Through the window you can also just about see the top of my studio roof. Behind the studio, the fields slope down to a valley that has a small stream which snakes through the valley bottom. On cool spring mornings, the drama of a 5 a.m. start is aided by the valley mist thrown up by the stream. The bands of thin cloud turn the trees into just visible fingers that poke through a curtain of fog. On these mornings, the colours are so beautiful: rose pinks slanting into slate grey and soft blues, a watery palette of softness that means it is going to be a beautiful day.
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Spring Tulips and Lambs (Linocut and silkscreen)


My studio is at the bottom of my garden. It looks out into sheep fields and farmland; it is where I watch birds. The birds I see are the now numerous red kites that glide past my window on the lookout for carrion, acrobatic swallows and the bobbing dance of pied and yellow wagtails.
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Wagtails and Daisy Fields (Linocut and silkscreen)
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Dunnock, Jay, Warbler (Wood engravings)

There is nothing that announces spring more strongly than the dawn chorus. By the time of the official spring equinox, the volume of bird song is loud enough to wake you up – you know that spring has arrived. The dawn chorus is multi-layered: an undercurrent of the dull, soothing rhythm of wood pigeons; layer two is the sharp, shrill, unbelievably loud wrens, with dunnocks, chaffinchs, great tits and blue tits adding their song on top; and finally the best layer of all, just below our bedroom window – the clatter chatter of the house sparrows.
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House Sparrow (Wood engravings)

In our garden we have a very tame male blackbird, named Bert. He is my gardening companion and comes closer to me than any of the robins. When I am digging he will come so close you could almost touch him – he cocks his head to one side then, quick as a flash, darts in at my feet to collect worms and any other tasty thing he has spied in the soil. Bert has the remarkable ability to sing while still having a mouth full of food for his young. Male blackbirds look after their young for longer than the females. Bert is a great single dad.
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Spring Blackbird (Linocut and silkscreen)
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House Sparrows (Linocut and silkscreen)

The house sparrows live in the thick ivy that climbs up the front of the house and keep us entertained throughout the year with the lively discussions they hold amongst themselves, of the pecking order in their group and their great love of dust baths. I love them dearly and they are very much part of our home.

At the front of our house there is no porch. The front door opens straight into the sitting room and there is always someone coming or going so the door is constantly banging shut. It was therefore very surprising when one of our resident blackbirds decided to nest in the climbing rose which trails over the front door. She seemed very happy and not disturbed by the banging of the door or the fact that our faces were often peering through the branches to see how she was doing. I am pleased to say she raised her brood successfully and has returned a number of times.
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Blackbird and Rose Nest (Linocut and silkscreen)
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The Goldfish Pond (Linocut and silkscreen)

In March every year my children used to insist on going to Uppingham fair. It always seemed to rain on the evening we went to the fair, it was always cold, and we always came back with a goldfish – which inevitably I ended up having to look after. But then Frank, a fellow village resident, would come to the rescue. Frank has the most beautiful garden pond and can make goldfish thrive. I don’t know how many goldfish he kindly accommodated, but after the traditional trip to the fair came the Born Free moment. The children would take the hard-won fish round to Frank’s garden, where it would undoubtedly have a better life and a much better chance of survival.

This illustration represents the start of my gardening year. I always start the year with the thought that this is the year I will have a weed-free garden! But of course, it never happens – I have too many artwork deadlines and trips away to ever have the garden looking as I would truly like. I expect all gardeners feel the same. However, the untidiness of my garden does bring the benefit of hiding places for hedgehogs. I have included two yellowhammers in this image. We are very lucky that they still tumble down the local lane in a bright flash of yellow, as while they were once very common in the UK, they are sadly no longer as prevalent.
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Wonders of Weeding (Linocut and silkscreen)

Over the years we have owned a number of sighthounds – part of our daily routine is walking the dogs. As our whippets are getting older, walks are not as long as they used to be, generally around the village or down muddy lanes and across the fields to home. I make sure to keep them on the lead in springtime. Many birds nest on the ground and so are particularly vulnerable to disturbance from walkers, cyclists and dogs. Keeping to paths and having dogs on leads in nesting areas can make a big difference to the success of a breeding season.

[image: ]
Look Out (Linocut and silkscreen)
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Spring Nesting (Linocut and silkscreen)


Birds inspire many of my images in spring with their beautiful songs and dashing flight to mate and build their nests.



At one time, it was thought by the residents of the village of Marsden in Yorkshire that they could stop the return of winter by capturing a cuckoo. It is a strange coincidence because my home

[image: ]

[image: ]


[image: ]



[image: ]

[image: ]


[image: ]






[image: ]

[image: ]






[image: ]

[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]

[image: ]



[image: ]

[image: ]







[image: ]



[image: ]


ops/images/logo.jpg
SPHERE





ops/images/title.jpg
S }.}./,'/}/»'/‘/

11141
i

Tl






ops/images/pg25.jpg
EE:

/0
5 4.9,
g/

&0,
0t

'.',"// C/ONS

0,49,

095

XN\





ops/images/pg47.jpg
> =49
\ P@\\\\\\V}\\\Q\R{ =






ops/images/pg02.jpg
*
\

SN, N





ops/images/pg24.jpg





ops/images/pg68.jpg
N RS —

l
A e
N
,,/“\ .5\‘“ ,/4 _., %M\‘ _

A

)
,Pl‘\
A
N
o






ops/images/pg23.jpg
vz NSNS

o}
]

R S
———






ops/images/pg67.jpg
A\
NN

////

N\
é .
NNy

)\ %
N
N

, >

NN\ /ﬂ
,/// by






ops/images/pg44.jpg
1'1'
\,."‘.

|

A\
|

|

\\\\
A
MW






ops/images/pg28.jpg
S
¥ o
i = .3
2
> » ~
Nwoon ey &
?1'/.1//1///‘][ = o .
} By, ¥ -~

]

N

AN

AN
\‘(\\\\\‘ S





ops/images/pg27.jpg
]

= @.\\\\
ol






ops/images/pg48.jpg





ops/images/pg60.jpg





ops/images/pg21.jpg
N\\\A .

e
//va%v./uﬂ.

XY

r=
<N\ 2

=

B “ \\

=

P .
wMWV\\\\\\\ (]
I ¥






ops/images/pg42.jpg
2

e 2 2 A >
MW ‘\\\\\}j‘/é'

I 7

\BE2E
2 A

\‘llllll U, :
I\t
SR \ ¥ o
AR i |
X '
; %7

A

\
A
\

\






ops/images/pg64.jpg
e
—_—

—— = I%M

I )OVW//WI —0
>

w\\t.l'//l‘r = S~

"






ops/images/pg41.jpg





ops/images/pg63.jpg
47

A

\\\\\‘ >
)
AN ‘\\\\\\\‘ru )
\ : i






ops/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Introduction



		Spring Unfurled



		About the Author











		Cover



		Table of Contents









ops/images/pg14.jpg
AN
. . L TN

i STSETEEnAy
AR SR
RSNSNRCLXY
AR -
RS TS

L3N
ey
a3

.-
IR

g QSN
B R
oSS = SWR.

LIPS papeve

A






ops/images/pg58.jpg





ops/images/pg13.jpg
X

‘
/&






ops/images/pg35.jpg





ops/images/pg57.jpg
=N

W\
- IR AR RAY \(\\\\\\\
]






ops/images/9781408721902.jpg
ANGELA
HARDING






ops/images/pg11.jpg
~= — ~. e
=N e S~ M S Sy
N~ RN I T
% - . NN L S N
S e \\\\ e SN Y ‘\\\‘*‘\\\\‘\ .
e L - . RN
~ - Ny SRR
- 3 S T
NN e NGRS SR Y N
~— o, -
BRSSO

b e P G S
SN AN N

AR SRR






ops/images/pg18.jpg
AN

Ny
Y
R AR

Ny
" AN

)
SN

A\
\‘

/ ;\ "“1 R\ \ \
i‘ A\\ AN






ops/images/pg17.jpg
v
\
A

\

TR
NN
RO/
NN

w






ops/images/pg38.jpg





ops/images/pg37.jpg





ops/images/pg50.jpg
\

NS

N
N\






ops/images/pg70.jpg
A R e
A\\“,«’gk\‘\\@?\g‘w-““& \P‘““’
N senRN \\ “:\“‘“\ o

O
ot

7/

77 s

N
\
N
N\

Za

Z






ops/images/pg32.jpg
—
SN

e~

S

|
|

‘\“‘“‘»‘“{{'\}\\

=<o==
===

S

—

——

——






ops/images/pg54.jpg
|
Sk — = 5
5 2y o 7 2N
.. e i e T \ \
Sttt 5 77 7 7 7 77 7T T TP L

e 0 0 R L R 2 772 7 2777777 700 7 77 72 2277
S LY 72 7777 .-
2 22 2 22 777 oo ool ZL L T 207,

= \\\\&
5% \-|||nnnni\i\\mw..!l\v.\.hn\v.\i\iln»\\\h«n\i““.
“\\“\\\\\\\\&\\\\\\\\\\\.\\\\\\\\\\i\\N\\\\\\\\\ 7





ops/images/pg31.jpg





ops/images/pg53.jpg
nlh

7
7
A7

7

\
N
\i

\

7
7%
77

S
%

AR

TR

% \\\‘p‘.\\n‘“\u‘\\.- W
\‘\\\\\\:\\\‘\\\\
MY






ops/images/pg73.jpg





