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I come to my solitary woodland walk
as the homesick go home. I thus
dispose of the superfluous
and see things as they are,
grand and beautiful.

 --Henry David Thoreau





Spring

This is the first really spring day…
Something analogous to the thawing of the
ice seems to have taken place in the air.

The combination of this delicious air, which you do
not want to be warmer or softer, with the presence
of ice and snow, this is the charm of these days.





I sit on the bank at the Hemlocks and watch
the great white cakes of ice going swiftly by.
Now one strikes a rock and swings round in an eddy.

That dark-eyed water… is it
not the first sign of spring?





… I saw the blue heron from the shore…
with a great slate-colored expanse of wing,
suited to the shadows of the stream—a tempered
blue as of the sky and dark water commingled.

The heron uses these shallows as
I cannot. I give them up to him.





Every leaf and twig was this morning
covered with a sparkling ice armor; even the
grasses in exposed fields were hung with
innumerable diamond pendants...

What a crash of jewels as I walk!
The most carless walker who never
deigned to look at these humble weeds
before, cannot help observing them now.

In this clear and bright sunlight, the
ice-covered trees have new beauty, especially
the birches...bent quite to the ground.




