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Introduction

Winter can be a difficult time for many people. The long, dark nights, the short days, the greyness and lack of sunlight. It is an even more difficult time for wildlife. Food becomes scarce and sharp, cold nights are difficult to survive. To help the birds, I leave my garden in rather a messy state, the summer growth of many plants left uncut and gone to seed. It may look untidy, but these seedheads become a valuable food source.


[image: An illustration of a crow balancing on a tree branch, they have food in their beak.]


Tall teasels are just outside my sitting-room window, it is a great joy to see these topped with goldfinches. In the winter months, we have a daily flock of finches that visit. They balance on the seedheads like acrobats, dressed in smart red, yellow, black and white suits. They hang upside down, bending the teasel heads over so they can get every seed. The goldfinches prefer the teasel seeds to the bountiful supply of bird food I put out for them and the other garden birds. The teasels are now well established in my garden, and I will continue to grow them, if only for the joy of watching goldfinches feeding.

Snow days have always been very inspiring for my work. When it snows, I am a child again. I must go out for a crunching, snowy walk and experience the landscape transformed. It is a cliche to call it Narnia, but when the snow falls thickly, it does bring dramatic change that makes our familiar village feel like a new place, a place unknown. Hare, rabbit and bird tracks become visible in the lanes and fields. The world is quiet and still. Birds no longer sing, except for the robin; the robin song becomes voluminous. This small bird puffs up his red breast, the song notes tumble into the frosty air, the steam of his breath visible against the hedgerow. I can never get over the thinness of a robin’s legs – how do they manage in that cold, in that snow, with those tiny, spindly legs? The robin grips hard to the hawthorn hedge, perched carefully between its thorns, and sings and sings and sings.


[image: An illustration of a couple of blackbirds on a tree.]


Blackbird and Berries (Linocut and silkscreen)



But snowy days are rare; more common are many days of rain, and mud – lots of mud. These grey, muddy days can be a little depressing. But as each day passes to the next, we are just that bit nearer to spring. When the year turns from Christmas to January, little spots of white appear in the brown, muddy soil. These are the start of snowdrops; they begin to appear in patches of greenish white. They signal that, even in winter, nature’s force is there, pushing new growth through the soil. These first flowers mean we will soon see aconites and crocus, that winter will be gone, and a new year will begin.


[image: An illustration of three hares.]



[image: A detailed illustration of an owl mid-flight swooping towards the reader.]


Winter’s Song is the last in a series of four books that reflect on the seasons. This quartet has its origins in my first book, A Year Unfolding, which is a printmaker’s view of the changing seasons. In Winter’s Song, I have added new images and text to my original thoughts about winter. This book is a new format; a small book that you can put in your pocket to muse over on travels and in quiet moments, or a gift book to cherish with others who share my love of nature. The other books in this series are Spring Unfurled, Summer’s Hum and Falling into Autumn.




When winter days become shorter and shorter, a break in grey clouded skies is something that really lifts the spirits.


[image: A large print of three hares looking on at a beautiful snowy village.]


We Three Hares (Linocut and silkscreen)




[image: An illlustration of a curlew, the bird is looking on at a farmhouse.]


Curlew in the Snow (Linocut and silkscreen)



Thick snow in Wing is rare – in the sixteen years we have lived here, it has only happened three times – but in 2020 we had one of those snowfalls that in the course of one afternoon turned Wing into a place of true magic. As the snow falls, I am instantly turned back into a child and there is no point in trying to work – I want to be in that snow. It is never with us for long, so every moment is to be enjoyed. In my winter prints, I hope I convey the sense of excitement that the snow gives me.



In winter: the ever-present song of robins and the deep caw-caw of rookeries – these sounds, along with lengthening shadows, are the signals that the day is almost finished.


[image: A colourful illustration of two robins on a berry tree.]


Scottish Robins (Linocut and silkscreen)





I find winter images inspiring to create, the tree branches against the sky, and reducing colour use to a simpler palette suits the way I like to work.


[image: An illustration of a fox and a man on a horse in the woods.]


Stopping by the Woods (Linocut and silkscreen)




[image: An illustration of an owl on a tree at night, the moon is full.]


Winter Wood (Linocut and silkscreen)



I revisited Robert Frost’s beautiful poem ‘Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening’ for this image, which I hope evokes something of the mood of that poem. Seeing nature at night-time can be particularly rewarding, perhaps because it feels unusual; it
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