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Ever feel as though you are experiencing true seasonal beauty for the first time – even as you realize that you’ve seen similar scenes dozens of times? I do and suspect that you may, too. Here’s why:
Because our homeland is blessed with four distinct seasons, each with its own vivid imagery, we are exposed to hundreds of natural scenes each year as we go about our daily lives. Add the extra exposure from high-definition monitors, television and color photography, and we probably see thousands of outdoor images in a year. As we enter each new season, our memories of that season have been dulled by the passage of time and the deluge of images from more recent seasons. That may explain why, when encountering some scene of seasonal splendor, my immediate reaction is “Wow! I’d forgotten (insert name of season) is this beautiful!”
My first winter visit to Laurel Mountain above Jennerstown provided such a moment. That it was mid-January was an indicator both of my busy schedule of late and the scant snowfall of the season to date. Even on this day, there were only eight inches or so of fresh powder lying atop Laurel’s summit. But the snow had fallen in large, soft flakes that piled upon every surface, where it was left undisturbed by gentle winter breezes. Clustered leaves of mountain laurel were covered by rounded caps of snow, resembling cotton balls. The longer-leafed rhododendron were even more fanciful; their curled leaves, encased in snowy capsules, reminded me of flocks of parrots perched on the branches’ tips. Delicate bands of snow wrapped around one side of a slender tree trunk, stacked like so many crystalline mushrooms. Even soft breezes would have marred the fragile pattern had the tree not stood in a protected pocket along a section of the Laurel Highlands Hiking Trail. And accenting it all was a sun that slid through gray cloudbanks. When it emerged, bright light glistened off of the pure-white powder and etched sharp patterns of light and shadow across the still, wooded landscape.
“Wow! I’d forgotten winter is this beautiful!” I said to myself as my eyes caressed the cotton balls and parrots and mushrooms. There in the sunshine and motionless air, during a mid-January moment atop Laurel Mountain, I was experiencing the season’s soft side.
Of course winter has its uglier, harsher, more aggravating side. Scraping vehicle windows, abruptly sliding on treacherous ice and paying high heating bills are not good times for anyone. But unless you have the means to escape it, find ways to embrace winter – at least once in awhile. Take a walk on a milder day. Drive to a spot where you can sit and enjoy the view. Place a birdfeeder where you can watch it from a window. If nothing else, bundle up and take a few minutes to stand out on your porch or terrace. Breathe in the cold air and feel its cleansing, refreshing qualities. Sense the peace of the slumbering landscape.
Don’t just endure winter. It is a necessary season for life here, including yours. Seek out its joys and you will find that time passes faster and your mood is brighter. If you dress in layers (so you can adjust to actual conditions), and keep your head, hands and feet warm, you’ll find the weather conditions unintimidating. You’ll also discover a serene beauty that overwhelms the camera lens; that can only be captured by the eye and recorded in the brain.
But the brain’s images, too, fade with time. Which is why we need to go out and rediscover seasonal beauty each year. At least for me, that sensation of “Wow! I’d forgotten (insert name of season) is this beautiful” never gets old.[image: image1.png]
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See winter beauty for the first time – again
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