Winter, We Need to Talk

| used to love winter. Honestly, | did. The layering, the fluffy socks, the excuse to drink hot
chocolate at 10 a.m. without judgment—it was bliss. | would get this weird sense of smug
satisfaction from being wrapped up like a human burrito while everyone else complained
about the cold.

But lately?
Winter and | are not vibing.

As | write this, my toes feel like they’ve been subjected to something akin to frostbite—
despite the fact that | am indoors, wearing two pairs of socks and slippers that could double
as insulation for a cold Karoo farmhouse. Somehow, they’re still radiating the energy of a
small bag of frozen peas.

And that’s not even the worst of it.

Everything just feels... meh. The bush, which normally sets my heart alight with colour and
movement and life, has turned beige. And not a stylish, minimalist kind of beige—more of a
“this couch has been in your grandmother’s garage since 1973” kind of beige. The grass is
dry, the air is dusty, and the once-beautiful landscape now looks like someone accidentally
hit the “desaturate” button on life.

And the fires.

| don’t mean the cosy, marshmallow-toasting kind. | mean the endless veld fires, kicked off by
a cigarette butt flicked from a car window or some children playing with matches for the first
time in their lives. These fires rage across dry grasslands like a scene from a post-apocalyptic
nature documentary. It's heartbreaking. And irritating. And the smoke does absolutely
nothing for my sinuses, thank you very much.

It’s not just nature that’s gone all lifeless and drab. Somehow, winter has the audacity to
extend its reach into my mood too. | find myself staring blankly at my camera, uninspired to
photograph the fifty-seventh lilac-breasted roller perched on the same dusty branch. Even
editing photos feels like a chore. The Lightroom sliders can only do so much when everything
outside looks like it’s been filtered through a sock.

I'm not alone, | know that. Winter has this funny way of creeping into people's heads. It’s the
season where socks disappear in the wash, motivation takes a nap, and productivity politely
excuses itself until further notice.

Suddenly, I'm dreaming of summer thunderstorms, of frogs singing in chorus, of greenery so
lush it practically hums. It's that strange rhythm of the seasons—by the end of summer,
you're willing it away... only to find yourself, not long after, wishing for the unmistakable call of
the inimitable Woodland Kingfisher once again. | miss the heat, the energy, the pulse of new
life. And | never thought I'd say that. I'm the one who used to say “I'll take dry winter days
over sweaty summer ones any day!”



Well. | take it back. | take it all back.

In an effort to snap myself out of this seasonal slump and embracing the bleak, | tried to get
poetic about it. You know, romanticise winter like they do in old books.

“Ah, the hush of the dry season,” | whispered to myself, pulling my beanie down over my
ears.

But then | stepped outside, got smacked in the face by a wind that felt like it was trying to
rearrange my cheekbones, and promptly un-romanticised everything.

| also tried doing the whole "nature doesn't stop, it's just resting" thing. Which is true. It is
resting. But does it have to look so tired doing it?

There’s a certain honesty in the way nature just lets itself be ugly for a bit, though. No shame.
No filters. No performance. The trees drop their leaves. The animals slow down. The grass
lets go of its colour. It’s a season of pause.

And | suppose we humans need that too.

There’s a weird sort of hope buried in all this dullness. The kind of hope that smells faintly of
dust and woodsmoke and the promise of jasmine on the breeze in a month or two. The kind
that tells you, this won’t last.

Because just as surely as everything feels drained and tired right now, something new is
coming. It always does. Spring isn’t a myth—it’s a fact. And all of this beige nothingness? It's
part of the process. It's necessary.

The veld will burn (hopefully not too much), the grass will go brittle, the animals will conserve
their energy—and then, when the rains return, everything will erupt in green and gold and

life again.

And maybe that’s the quiet purpose of winter. It’s the moment before. The inhale before the
big breath. The silence before the music.

So | guess I'll keep layering up, warming my toes against a hot water bottle and sipping my
thousandth mug of tea. I'll try to find the beauty in the stillness, even when the colour palette

is 90% dust and 10% regret.

And when | next spot a green bud pushing through the bark or a weaver bird starting to fuss
with his architectural masterpiece—/I'll know: we’re on our way back.

Back to the songs, the smells, the colours.
But for now?

Winter, I'll tolerate you. Just kindly move along soon.



