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Sun 

“The day had been hot and close. The sun was reddening in the west as we leaped across the lesser 

brook. The evening scents began to awake, and wander unseen through the still air. An occasional 

yellow sunbeam would slant through the thick roof of leaves and cling passionately to the orange 

clusters of mountain-ash berries. The trees were silent, drawing together to sleep. Only a few pink 

orchids stood palely by the path, looking wistfully out at the ranks of red-purple bugle, whose last 

flowers, glowing from the top of the bronze column, yearned darkly for the sun.” (WP, 28) 

Flowers 

“So we went along by the hurrying brook, which fell over little cascades in its haste, never looking 

once at the primroses that were glimmering all along its banks. We turned aside, and climbed the hill 

through the woods. Velvety green sprigs of dog-mercury were scattered on the red soil. We came to 

the top of a slope, where the wood thinned. […]. The hazels were thin, and only here and there an 

oak tree uprose. All the ground was white with snowdrops, like drops of manna scattered over the 

red earth, on the grey-green clusters of leaves. There was a deep little dell, sharp sloping like a cup, 

and white sprinkling of flowers all the way down, with white flowers showing pale among the first 

inpouring of shadow at the bottom. The earth was red and warm, pricked with the dark, succulent 

green of bluebell sheaths, and embroidered with grey-green clusters of spears, and many white 

flowerets. High above, above the light tracery of hazel, the weird oaks tangled in the sunset. Below, 

in the first shadows, drooped hosts of little white flowers, so silent and sad; it seemed like a holy 

communion of pure wild things, numberless, frail, and folded meekly in the evening light. Other 

flower companies are glad; stately barbaric hordes of bluebells, merry-headed cowslip groups, even 

light, tossing wood-anemones; but snowdrops are sad and mysterious. We have lost their meaning. 

They do not belong to us, who ravish them. The girls bent among them, touching them with their 

fingers, and symbolising the yearning which I felt. Folded in the twilight, these conquered flowerets 

are sad like forlorn little friends of dryads.” (WP, 145) 

Poem of Friendship 

“The magnificent promise of spring was broken before the May-blossom was fully out. All through 
the beloved month the wind rushed in upon us from the north and north-east, bringing the rain 
fierce and heavy. The tender-budded trees shuddered and moaned; when the wind was dry, the 
young leaves flapped limp. The grass and corn grew lush, but the light of the dandelions was quite 
extinguished, and it seemed that only a long time back had we made merry before the broad glare of 
these flowers. The bluebells lingered and lingered; they fringed the fields for weeks like purple fringe 
of mourning. The pink campions came out only to hang heavy with rain; hawthorn buds remained 
tight and hard as pearls, shrinking into the brilliant green foliage; the forget-me-nots, the poor 
pleiades of the wood, were ragged weeds. Often at the end of the day the sky opened, and stately 
clouds hung over the horizon infinitely far away, glowing, through the yellow distance, with an 



amber lustre. They never came any nearer, always they remained far off, looking calmly and 
majestically over the shivering earth, then saddened, fearing their radiance might be dimmed, they 
drew away, and sank out of sight. Sometimes, towards sunset, a great shield stretched dark from the 
west to the zenith, tangling the light along its edges. As the canopy rose higher, it broke, dispersed, 
and the sky was primrose coloured, high and pale above the crystal moon.[…] I was cold; the lilacs in 
the Mill garden looked blue and perished. I ran with my heavy clogs and my heart heavy with vague 
longing, down to the Mill, while the wind blanched the sycamores, and pushed the sullen pines 
rudely, for the pines were sulking because their million creamy sprites could not fly wet-winged. The 
horse-chestnuts bravely kept their white candles erect in the socket of every bough, though no sun 

came to light them. […] The flowers in the wall of uncut grass waited unmoved, as the days 
wait for us. The sun caught in the uplicking scarlet sorrel flames, the butterflies woke” 
(WP,244, 247, 251) 

Bees 

“I looked, and saw that he had poked out an old, papery nest of those pretty field bees which seem 

to have dipped their tails into bright amber dust. Some agitated insects ran round the cluster of 

eggs, most of which were empty now, the crowns gone; a few young bees staggered about in 

uncertain flight before they could gather power to wing away in a strong course.” (Wp, 7) 

“The hyacinths drooped magnificently with an overweight of purple, or they stood pale and erect, 

like unripe ears of purple corn. Heavy bees swung down in a blunder of extravagance among the 

purple flowers. They were intoxicated even with the sight of so much blue. The sound of their 

hearty, wanton humming came clear upon the solemn boom of the wind overhead. The sight of their 

clinging, clambering riot gave satisfaction to the soul. A rosy campion flower caught the sun and 

shone out. An elm sent down a shower of flesh-tinted sheaths upon them.” (WP, 239) 

“The holly-hock flowers of the second whorl were flushing to the top of the spires. The bees, 

covered with pale crumbs of pollen, were swaying a moment outside the wide gates of the florets, 

then they swung in with excited hum, and clung madly to the fury white capitols, and worked 

riotously round the waxy bases.” (WP, 301) 

Water 

“I stood watching the shadowy fish slide through the gloom of the mill-pond. They were grey, 

descendants of the silvery things that had darted away from the monks, in the young days when the 

valley was lusty. The whole place was gathered in the musing of old age. The thick-piled trees on the 

far shore were too dark and sober to dally with the sun; the weeds stood crowded and motionless. 

Not even a little wind flickered the willows of the islets. The water lay softly, intensely still. Only the 

thin stream falling through the mill-race murmured to itself of the tumult of life which had once 

quickened the valley.” (WP, 6) 

“I ran over the little bright brook that came from the weedy, bottom pond. The stepping-stones 

were white in the sun, and the water slid sleepily among them. (WP, 10) 

“Armies of cloud marched in rank across the sky, heavily laden, almost brushing the gorse on the 
common. The wind was cold and disheartening. The ground sobbed at every step. The brook was 
full, swirling along, hurrying, talking to itself, in absorbed intent tones. The clouds darkened;” (WP, 
100) 

 



Wind 

“The long-drawn booming of the wind in the wood and the sobbing and moaning in the maples and 
oaks near the house, had made Lettie restless. […]  We crossed the tangle of fern and bracken, 
bramble and wild raspberry canes that spread in the open space before the house, and we went 
down the grassy slope to the edge of Nethermere. The wind whipped up noisy little wavelets, and 
the cluck and clatter of these among the pebbles, the swish of the rushes and the freshening of the 
breeze against our faces, roused us. The tall meadow-sweet was in bud along the tiny beach and we 
walked knee-deep among it, watching the foamy race of the ripples and the whitening of the willows 
on the far shore. At the place where Nethermere narrows to the upper end, and receives the brook 
from Strelley, the wood sweeps down and stands with its feet washed round with waters.” (WP,16 

Soil 

“Autumn set in, and the red dahlias which kept the warm light alive in their bosoms so late into the 

evening died in the night, and the morning had nothing but brown balls of rottenness to show.” (WP, 

39) 

“There was a driving drizzle of rain, like a dirty curtain before the landscape. The nasturtium leaves 

by the garden walk had gone rotten in a frost, and the gay green discs had given place to the first 

black flags of winter, hung on flaccid stalks, pinched at the neck. The grass plot was strewn with 

fallen leaves, wet and brilliant: scarlet splashes of Virginia creeper, golden drift from the limes, ruddy 

brown shawls under the beeches, and away back in the corner, the black mat of maple leaves, heavy 

soddened; they ought to have been a vivid lemon colour. Occasionally one of these great black 

leaves would loose its hold, and zigzag down, staggering in the dance of death.” (WP, 93) 

Garden 

“The old garden was very low. The soil was black. The cornbind and goosegrass were clutching at the 

ancient gooseberry bushes, which sprawled by the paths. The garden was not very productive, save 

of weeds, and perhaps, tremendous lank artichokes or swollen marrows. But at the bottom, where 

the end of the farm buildings rose high and grey, there was a plum-tree which had been crucified to 

the wall, and which had broken away and leaned forward from bondage. Now under the boughs 

were hidden great mist-bloomed, crimson treasures, splendid globes. I shook the old, ragged trunk, 

green, with even the fresh gum dulled over, and the treasures fell heavily, thudding down among the 

immense rhubarb leaves below. […] We went down to the edge of the garden, which skirted the 

bottom pond, a pool chained in a heavy growth of weeds.” (WP, 63) 

“It was a forest of the tallest nettles I have ever seen—nettles far taller than my six feet. The air was 

soddened with the dank scent of nettles. […] As we entered the stable there was an ugly noise, and 

three great rats half rushed at us and threatened us with their vicious teeth. I shuddered, and 

hurried back, stumbling over a bucket, rotten with rust, and so filled with weeds that I thought it 

part of the jungle. There was a silence made horrible by the faint noises that rats and flying bats give 

out. The place was bare of any vestige of corn or straw or hay, only choked with a growth of 

abnormal weeds.” (WP, 71) 

Quarry 

“When I came to the place, I was somewhat nonplussed, for sheer from the stone fence, the quarry-
side dropped for some twenty or thirty feet, piled up with unmortared stones. I looked round—there 
was a plain dark thread down the hillside, which marked a path to this spot, and the wall was scored 



with the marks of heavy boots. Then I looked again down the quarry-side, and I saw—how could I 
have failed to see?—stones projecting to make an uneven staircase, such as is often seen in the 
Derbyshire fences. I saw this ladder was well used, so I trusted myself to it, and scrambled down, 
clinging to the face of the quarry wall. Once down, I felt pleased with myself for having discovered 
and used the unknown access, and I admired the care and ingenuity of the keeper, who had fitted 
and wedged the long stones into the uncertain pile.  

It was warm in the quarry: there the sunshine seemed to thicken and sweeten; there the little 
mounds of overgrown waste were aglow with very early dog-violets; there the sparks were coming 
out on the bits of gorse, and among the stones the colt-foot plumes were already silvery. […] I came 
towards the other side of the quarry: on this, the moister side, the bushes grew up against the wall, 
which was higher than on the other side, though piled the same with old dry stones. As I drew near I 
could hear the scrape and rattle of stones, and the vigorous grunting of Sam as he laboured among 
them. He was hidden by a great bush of sallow catkins, all yellow, and murmuring with bees, warm 
with spice. When he came in view I laughed to see him lugging and grunting among the great pile of 
stones that had fallen in a mass from the quarry-side; a pile of stones and earth and crushed 
vegetation. There was a great bare gap in the quarry wall. […] I saw the hand of the keeper lying 
among the stones.” (WP, 171 – 2) 

Trespass 

“The grassy path to the churchyard was still clogged with decayed leaves. The church is abandoned. 
As I drew near an owl floated softly out of the black tower. Grass overgrew the threshold. I pushed 
open the door, grinding back a heap of fallen plaster and rubbish and entered the place. In the 
twilight the pews were leaning in ghostly disorder, the prayer-books dragged from their ledges, 
scattered on the floor in the dust and rubble, torn by mice and birds. Birds scuffled in the darkness 
of the roof. I looked up. In the upward well of the tower I could see a bell hanging. I stooped and 
picked up a piece of plaster from the ragged confusion of feathers, and broken nests, and remnants 
of dead birds. Up into the vault overhead I tossed pieces of plaster until one hit the bell, and it 
"tonged" out its faint remonstrance. There was a rustle of many birds like spirits. I sounded the bell 
again, and dark forms moved with cries of alarm overhead, and something fell heavily. I shivered in 
the dark, evil-smelling place, and hurried to get out of doors. I clutched my hands with relief and 
pleasure when I saw the sky above me quivering with the last crystal lights, and the lowest red of 
sunset behind the yew-boles. I drank the fresh air, that sparkled with the sound of the blackbirds 
and thrushes whistling their strong bright notes.  

I strayed round to where the headstones, from their eminence leaned to look on the Hall below, 
where great windows shone yellow light on to the flagged court-yard, and the little fish pool. A stone 
staircase descended from the graveyard to the court, between stone balustrades whose pock-
marked grey columns still swelled gracefully and with dignity, encrusted with lichens. The staircase 
was filled with ivy and rambling roses—impassable. Ferns were unrolling round the big square 
halting place, half way down where the stairs turned.” (WP, 165) 

Borderland 

“We went through the wood, and through the dishevelled border-land to the high road, through the 

border-land that should have been park-like, but which was shaggy with loose grass and yellow 

mole-hills, ragged with gorse and bramble and briar, with wandering old thorn-trees, and a queer 

clump of Scotch firs.” (WP, 55) 

Mist 



“It was fine and chilly, and already a mist was rising from Nethermere, veiling the farther shore, 
where the trees rose loftily, suggesting groves beyond the Nile. The birds were singing riotously. The 
fresh green hedge glistened vividly and glowed again with intense green. Looking at the water, I 
perceived a delicate flush from the west hiding along it. The mist licked and wreathed up the shores; 
from the hidden white distance came the mournful cry of water fowl.” (WP, 215) 

“The summer had been wet, and everything was late. At the end of September the foliage was heavy 
green, and the wheat stood dejectedly in stook. I rode through the still sweetness of an autumn 
morning. The mist was folded blue along the hedges; the elm trees loomed up along the dim walls of 
the morning, the horse-chestnut trees at hand flickered with a few yellow leaves like bright 
blossoms. As I rode through the tree tunnel by the church where, on his last night, the keeper had 
told me his story, I smelled the cold rotting of the leaves of the cloudy summer.  

I passed silently through the lanes, where the chill grass was weighed down with grey-blue seed-
pearls of dew in the shadow, where the wet woollen spider-cloths of autumn were spread as on a 
loom. Brown birds rustled in flocks like driven leaves before me. I heard the far-off hooting of the 
"loose-all" at the pits, telling me it was half-past eleven, that the men and boys would be sitting in 
the narrow darkness of the mines eating their "snap," while shadowy mice darted for the crumbs, 
and the boys laughed with red mouths rimmed with grime, as the bold little creatures peeped at 
them in the dim light of the lamps. The dogwood berries stood jauntily scarlet on the hedge-tops, 
the bunched scarlet and green berries of the convolvulus and bryony hung amid golden trails, the 
blackberries dropped ungathered. I rode slowly on, the plants dying around me, the berries leaning 
their heavy ruddy mouths, and languishing for the birds, the men imprisoned underground below 
me, the brown birds dashing in haste along the hedges.” (WP, 352) 

“Like a tree that is falling, going soft and pale and rotten, clammy with small fungi, he stood leaning 
against the gate, while the dim afternoon drifted with a flow of thick sweet sunshine past him, not 
touching him.” (WP,259) 

 

 

 


