
 

 

It is in midwinter that I sometimes glean from my pines 
something more important than woodlot politics, and the 
news of the wind and weather… 

My pines, each with its burden of snow, are standing 
ramrod straight, rank up on rank, and in the dusk beyond I 
sense the presence of hundreds more. 

At such times I feel a curious transfusion of courage. 
        
       —Aldo Leopold 


