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This morning Mary and I did a leisurely hike around Scuppernong Springs. 

Wildflowers are popping! The air is soft. 

New life is blooming everywhere! 

 

 
 



 
 

Lupines!  

 

 

In Spring. fleecy clouds float by 

Like cotton candy in the sky 

May is tiptoeing into the land 

Touching each leaf with her delicate hand. 

 

 



 
 

 

 

Spring is here! Spring is here! 
Winter is gone, and two flowers appear. 
Three little robins begin to sing. 
Four bicycle bells begin to ring. 
Five children come out and jump the rope. 
Spring is here now! I hope, I hope! 

 

 

 

 



 

Columbines 

 

 

Spring is made of such wonderful things 

Sunbeams and tulips and butterfly wings. 

 

 



I am a feather on the bright sky 

I am the blue horse that runs in 

the plain 

I am the fish that rolls, shining, in 

the water 

I am the shadow that follows a 

child 

I am the evening light, the lustre 

of meadows 

I am an eagle playing with the 

wind 

I am a cluster of bright beads 

I am the farthest star 

I am the cold of the dawn 

I am the roaring of the rain 

I am the glitter on the crust of the 

snow 

I am the long track of the moon 

in a lake 

I am a flame of four colors 

I am a deer standing away in the 

dusk 

I am a field of sumac and pomme blanche 

I am an angle of geese in the winter sky 

I am the hunger of a young wolf 

I am the whole dream of these things 

 

You see, I am alive, I am alive 

I stand in good relation to the Gods 

I stand in good relation to the earth 

I stand in good relation to everything that is beautiful... 

You see, I am alive, I am alive 

 

“The Delight Song of Tsoai-Talee” by Navarre Scott Momaday 



 

 

The days of spring are here 

Warm sunny days are near 

Birds in trees, flowers and bees 

The days of spring are here. 

 

 



 



 



Everywhere is walking distance if you have the time.  
Steven Wright 

 

Solvitur ambulando, St. Jerome was fond of saying. To solve a problem, walk around.  
Gregory McNamee 

 

But the beauty is in the walking – we are betrayed by destinations.  
Gwyn Thomas 

 

 



 Frogs croak 

Rains soak 

Chicks peep 

Crickets leap 

Bees hum 

Robins come 

Birds sing 

It’s spring! 

 



 



 

And one more bit of life that bloomed just last week. 

 

 

My brand-new grandson, with his enchanted big sister. 

 

 

 

 

 


