The Main Spring
Last week as the temperatures
became milder, on my late afternoon walks I started to notice
the (sometimes really loud!) chorus of the peepers. In some of
the vernal pools they were
joined by the croaking of larger
frogs. For a few weeks now I
have been aware of the returning birds. Red-wing blackbirds
and robins have been joined by
mourning doves and many others. The larger ponds have become home to ducks and Canadian geese. Their intermittent
quacking and honking add a
rhythm section to the evolving
musical composition. When they
dip their heads underwater to
eat plants and bugs they perform a wonderful ballet.
Then it snowed. We almost always have a spring snow in
March—sometimes with 20
inches of accumulation. This
was a true spring snow: not too
windy, with large flakes just
drifting down at first, and gradually getting heavier. Through
the afternoon it melted when it
hit the ground, only piling up a
bit after dark. I took my walk at
midday before it began to snow
harder. I was aware of a deep

hush; the pools were silent. The
leaves are not yet out on the trees; I
was still able to see into the woods
on either side of the path. With the
quiet I found myself startling small
animals as I walked by. I noticed
the soft green of the pines and other
evergreens. Along the edge of the
trail I did see the beginning growth
of the tougher grasses and creepers.
I felt as though I was seeing everything through a lovely lace curtain.
Both the raucous music and the
deep quiet have soothed my spirit
in recent days.
In early summer we will begin to
hear the exquisitely complicated
call of the wood thrush. It has been
reported to have one of the most
beautiful songs of North American
birds. I have loved listening for it in
the early evening since I was a
child. American naturalist Henry
David Thoreau wrote this:
“Whenever [we hear the wood
thrush we are] young, and Nature
is in her spring; wherever we hear
it, it is a new world… and the gates
of Heaven are not shut against
[us].”
In North America, the coming Resurrection coincides with the full
flowering of spring. We may be

used to thinking of the miracle of
the empty tomb as a sudden
event. Spring reminds us that
sometimes resurrection miracles
appear slowly and gradually. I
take comfort in the Jesus’ words
about birds:
“Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you will
eat or what you will drink, or
about your body, what you will
wear. Is not life more than food,
and the body more than clothing? Look at the birds of the air;
they neither sow nor reap nor
gather into barns, and yet your
heavenly Father feeds them. Are
you not of more value than
they?”’ (Matthew 6: 25-26)

‘“Are not five sparrows sold for
two pennies? Yet not one of them
is forgotten in God’s sight. But
even the hairs of your head are
all counted. Do not be afraid; you
are of more value than many
sparrows.”’ (Luke 12:6-7)
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We are almost done with Route 66. I hope we can finish it this year as we only have a few
weeks left. I will be getting a couple more books that are similar to Rout 66, they are called
Route 52. One will be on the gospels and the other will be about the teachings of Jesus.
Both come in several different age groups—preschool to 12 year olds. We will also start getting the teenagers ready for confirmation and using Bibles. I am still committed to making
Sunday school fun for the kids so they will want to be there and still keep it challenging.
Thanks to my helpers with class and the bulletin board.
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