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A brief glimpse into the life
of a famous English nature-
writer, whose centenary is
being celebrated this year.

there is hope.”

HESE simple, yet impressive and

comforting words were written
many years ago by Richard Jefferies, one
of the world’s greatest “naturemen.”
Born on November 6, 1848, on an an-
cestral farm at Coate, in Wiltshire, Eng-
land, his centenary is being celebrated
this year by his countrymen, just as in
1945, we honored Thoreau upon the oc-
casion of his hundredth anniversary.
As a nature writer, Jefferies joins the
company of Hudson, Gilbert White,
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“I became absorbed in the glory of the day, the sunshine, the sweet air,
the yellowing corn turning from its sappy green to summer’s noon of
gold, the lark’s song like a waterfall in the sky.”

“To look backwards with the swallows there is sadness, today with the
fleck of cloud there is unrest; but forward with the broad sunlight,

“ ... forget not that the leaves shall fall and the stubble be beaten by
the rains and whitened by the snow; yet hope on, because the sunlight
and the flowers shall assuredly succeed again.”

Burroughs and Thoreau. In recording
and interpreting the natural history of
the English countryside, Jefferies reached
heights of poetic expression and spiritual
feeling rarely equaled by other nature-
men, He observed with the eyes of an
artist as well as naturalist; he was a
philosopher, a mystic and, often, a
prophet. As an author he was profound-
ly influenced by his early environment
and for those American readers who
have not yet sampled Jefferies’ work, a






