
Welcome Springtime 
Clarence De Boer 

 

 

“If spring came but once in a century instead of once a year, or burst forth with the sound of an 

earthquake, and not in silence, what wonder and expectation there would be in all hearts to 

behold the miraculous change!  But now the silent succession suggests nothing but necessity.  To 

most men only the cessation of the miracle would be miraculous, and the perpetual exercise of 

God’s power seems less wonderful than the withdrawal would be.”   Longfellow 

 

During the chill days of March the bleak trees direct their wooden fingers toward the cold 

grey sky above them.  The monotony of the barren fields is broken only by a protruding stone or 

stump, while the much trampled forest floor reminds one of a carpet whose nap is shabby and 

worn.  The silent ice-covered ponds and lakes are the final testimony of dormant nature in the 

winter season. 

With the increasing intensity of the sun, the precipitation of moisture, and an 

accompanying rise in temperature, a miraculous transformation occurs which we term “spring.”  

Everywhere there is rejuvenation.  One of the first evidences is the bucket which is suspended 

from the lifeless looking trunk of the gaunt roadside sentinel—the sugar maple.  Beneath the 

apparent cloak of dormancy is the lifeblood of the tree which courses through every limb and 

ascends to swell the buds and supply the miniature leaves which gradually respond and unfold.  

No longer are the protective bud scales necessary; they drop to the ground after a rain and form a 

sawdust-like covering.  As the leaves continue to develop, the naked branches and limbs are 

clothed in splendor all bedecked in their garb of green. 

The quiet forest now resounds with the song of the bird returning from the south.  

Instinctively they find their mate and select a place where they may “safely lay their young.”  

The swelling note of the robin; the mournful coo of the morning dove; the emphatic call of the 

killdeer; the melancholy strain of the loon; the clear refrain of the bobolink; and the joyful chirp 

of the oriole, all join in one grand symphony—the chorus of spring. 

Beneath the blanket of the forest floor, latent plants become active, for they cannot resist 

the warmth and moisture of this season.  Soon the leaves begin to stir; the woods become alive 

and assume a colorful floral pattern.  The yellow adders’ tongue, the pale-blue violet, the white 

trillium, the purple myrtle, the trailing arbutus, all combine with the wealth of green verdure to 

form one beautiful arrangement—the design of spring! 

Along the ponds and streams much activity can be readily observed.  The yearling 

tadpole swims rapidly to and fro, while the adult frog deposits masses of glutinous pinhead-like 

eggs which are attached to the reeds.  Snakes and turtles welcome the warm sands and bask in 

the sunshine.  The aquatic larvae of many insects are preparing for their transformation to the 

adult stage of the life cycle, as the Mayfly and the Dragonfly.  Fish, also, respond to that inner 

urge to produce “after their kind” and ascend the smaller streams and creeks to deposit their 

spawn. 

Ah, yes, spring is here.  Let us not be immune to this marvelous re-awakening, this 

wondrous revival of nature, this renaissance of life; but rather let us abound with admiration and 

praise and exclaim with the Psalmist of old….. 

“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.” 
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