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Introduction

Early autumn is when my husband, Mark, and I enjoy the last days of sailing before the boat must be put away for the winter. Windsong is a small clinker-built boat, which means she spends the winter in the water, with the top part of the boat well wrapped against the elements. But before that, she takes us to some beautiful places. One of these is the Butley River in Suffolk. The Butley is not far from Windsong’s winter mooring in Martlesham Creek, so it is a regular place to visit in the autumn. We moor the boat on a buoy in the middle of the river. This gives us a fantastic vantage point to watch the plentiful wildlife.


[image: Colourful illustration of two deer looking at one another in a dense woodland.]


Our mooring place is close to a small jetty, which is used by a kingfisher as a fishing post. Every morning and evening, the kingfisher returns to this same post; the bird is a whirling, beautiful flash of orange and turquoise. We also watch seals basking on the riverbank, waiting for the tide to turn and bring them a fishy supper. On each side of the river are grassy fields – feeding places for flocks of autumn geese. Canada, greylag, pink-footed and barnacle geese spend the day there. But in the evening, they move further inland to their night-time roosts. Moving from these fields is not done quietly. The geese start with one or two honking calls, but before long the calls build to a deafening crescendo. We sit aboard Windsong, beer in hand, watching great honking clouds of geese skim over the boat. The flocks have to part round our mast, then rejoin into one big whirling mass of feathers and noise. It is a spellbinding moment. Once the light has gone, the geese are gone, and the river is still and quiet.

Autumn at home is a great time for woodland walks. We live in Rutland, which still has some deciduous woods. These woods are home to owls, jays, woodpeckers and deer. I have been very lucky to watch these not only in the woodland close to my home, but at the Knepp Estate in Sussex. I am honoured to have been chosen as the illustrator for Isabella Tree’s book, Wilding. Working on this project allowed me to visit the estate many times and see it changing through the seasons. I have to say it was the encounter with red deer that most stays in my memory. Seeing these red deer during the autumn months was truly spectacular and led to the cover image of this book. I was also inspired by watching jays gathering acorns, owls hooting and the joy of hearing nightingales. These encounters with nature are very personal; it is these experiences that I always wanted to express as an artist, and my prints are an attempt to do this.


[image: Colourful illustration of a fox looking over a river to a cottage. There is full moon.]


Night Fox (Linocut and silkscreen)
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[image: The silhouette of two small birds flying, followed by a larger bird.]


Falling into Autumn is the third 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 this book about autumn, I have added new images and text to my original thoughts about this season. This book is a new format; a small book that you can put in your pocket to muse 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 Winter’s Song.

Red deer are big! It is not just their size; they are impressive in their stature. I had still not seen the red deer after my first few days of exploring Knepp. Then one evening, as I was running out of daylight, something was moving through the trees, dry twigs cracking under hooves. I retreated inside the bothy, as I thought it might be approaching deer. And it was! A small herd of red deer came round the edge of the pond, then right past my back door, their beautiful heads reaching up to eat the lower leaves of the trees. I watched, amazed by their size, and by their beauty. I hope I have managed to capture some of the awe I felt on that day in this linocut.


[image: A colourful illustration of two deer galloping in an autumnal woodland.]


The Common (Linocut and silkscreen)



There are some gardens that live long in my memory. One such is the garden at Gainsborough’s House in Sudbury, Suffolk. This was the birthplace of Thomas Gainsborough and it’s now a museum that’s open to the public. The garden is dominated by a huge mulberry tree that dates to when Gainsborough was living there. Also, there is an open-access printmaking studio. Over the years, I have done several wood engraving courses there. Making prints in such a historic environment is wonderful. We were able to use the studio well into the evening. Taking breaks in the garden was very special. It felt rather like the setting for the Andrew Marvell poem, ‘The Garden’, the evening light falling on the mulberry tree, as well as pears, apples and quince.


[image: Colourful illustration of a pigeon sat on a table beside a fruit bowl containing pears. A pear tree covers the background.]


Pigeons and Pears (Linocut and silkscreen)



As the autumn season progresses, the reds, oranges and browns of the late summer garden are reflected in the colours of the trees as their leaves begin to turn. By the end of August, the mulberry tree is thick with mulberries. Mark and I first met in a garden with the most magnificent mulberry tree. They are very slow growing and can live to a great age, so we promised ourselves one for our own garden. The fruit has the most remarkable flavour and the one in our garden fruits really well – the lovely black berries are delicious. You have to battle the blackbirds for them; they seem to know as soon as they are ripe and are able to eat a tremendous number every day.


[image: Colourful illustration of two blackbirds, perched amongst the leaves of a mulberry tree. A cottage can be seen in the background.]


Blackbirds and Mulberry Tree (Linocut and silkscreen)



As summer draws to a close, the swallows and house martins outside the studio practise their flying skills in preparation for their long journey to Africa. Last year, there were a large number of young birds. They looked like a complex musical score – dots of swallows and house martins swaying on the telephone wire. But then, in a whirl of wings and a mad chattering panic, they all took to the sky. It soon became apparent why they were behaving in this way – there was a hobby! It swooped through the swallow mob, and the adult swallows showed their protective nature towards their young as they dive-bombed the hunter. Fortunately, no swallows were caught by the hobby on this occasion.


[image: A colourful illustration of a swallow stood in front of bright orange flowers.]


Heading Home (Linocut and silkscreen)



During the 1980s, my sister, Sarah Harding, and I were both art students. During the holidays, we retreated to my father’s house on the Welsh borders. He was not living there at the time, so the cottage became a refuge for art students and other creatures. Eventually, Sarah lived full-time in the cottage, gathering a troop of pets around her. The troop included one horse, one lamb (later rehomed to a flock), four dogs, three cats, a Chinese quail that ran around the sitting room and a small flock of chickens. The chickens were a mixture of breeds that clucked and roamed around the garden, but
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