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Thy Spirit, O Lord, makes life to abound, 

The earth is renewed, and fruitful the ground; 

To God ascribe glory and wisdom and might, 

Let God in His creatures forever delight. 

Psalter No. 287:1 

 

The lines quoted above are a versification of the 30th and 31st verses of the 104th Psalm: 

"Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they are created: and thou renewest the face of the earth. The glory 

of the Lord shall endure forever: the Lord shall rejoice in His works." In this psalm the psalmist, 

inspired by the Sacred Muse gives an interpretation to the many voices of nature, and sings 

sweetly both of creation and providence. 

These lines take on special meaning for the child of God in the spring of the year when 

life seems to begin anew after the cold, death and stillness of winter. Just as the rivers begin to 

flow and the sap begins to course through the stems of the long quiet plants, so also the blood 

seems to run more freely through the veins of man, woman and child as spring gradually makes 

its appearance. 

Goethe, the great German poet, wrote concerning the approach of spring: 

 

Freed from the ice the hrooklet flows, 

Touched by the Spring's life-giving glances. 

River and stream forget the snow, 

Hopeful the valley's green advances. 

 

Yes, Lord, Thy Spirit makes life to abound; the earth is renewed and fruitful is the 

ground. We can see this in the springing grass, in the trees bursting forth with buds, and in the 

flowers that sprinkle the lawns and meadows. 

One of the months of this invigorating and joyful season is May. May, for us who live in 

the north temperate zone, is one of the most beautiful months of the year. The snow and ice have 

melted. The intense heat of summer has not yet begun. The trees and grass are green and wild 

flowers are in bloom. 

This April afternoon as I write these lines the falling rain reminds me of this little verse: 

"April showers bring May flowers." 

I would like you to spend a few moments more with me in our arm-chair visit talking 

about two of these flowers that make May what it is - a month of flowers. 

One of these perennial May flowers is the wild violet. In spite of the fact that few of our 

native wild violets are noticeably fragrant, there is no flower which holds a higher rank among 

the favorite flowers of Spring than these native wild violets. Pulled by grimy but loving little 

hands, they become the center-piece for mother's table and add a tinge of color and good cheer to 

teacher's desk. 

There are literally dozens of species of them, and an even greater number of subspecies 

and hybrid varieties. Often, as we follow the country byways, we come upon colonies of them so 



large that the ground is tinged with blue for many yards. Even at a quick glance such sights are 

almost too lovely to believe. 

But their full beauty strikes us only when we have knelt down to see the symmetry of the 

individual blossoms, the delicacy of their details, and the incredible freshness of the young 

massed leaves which form their background. 

Yes, wild violets are a perfect symbol of Spring's flood tide at its best. No wonder, that 

they are favorite wild flowers of so many of us, both young and old. 

Another of the well-known May and early spring flowers is the dandelion. The French have a 

good word for it. They call it the Dent De Lion because the sawtooth outline of its long, bitter-

tasting leaves reminds them of a lion's teeth. To us in America it is just plain dandelion, a 

troublesome lawn weed but nevertheless one of the brightest jewels in Spring's entire crown.  

Dandelions come into blossom early, late, and in between but they are especially 

numerous during the warm days of May. 

It is the petals or "rays" of a dandelion bloom, not its flowers, which are responsible for 

most of its stunning yellow effect. These rays usually wither within twenty-four hours. By this 

time the inconspicuous true flowers in the center of the mass have opened, been fertilized, and 

seed formations "have begun. 

Within a few days, the stem which at first bore that familiar crown of gold has lengthened 

and is topped by a perfect ball of incredibly delicate pearl-white strands – the parachutes of tiny 

seeds ready to take flight on the first breeze that comes along. 

The seasons come and go. Spring to summer, summer to autumn, and autumn to winter, 

but each year God is faithful to His promise and by His Spirit causeth life to abound. 
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