,\/ Sur’p'r’ising Moments o]E Springtime

Unexpectea“q, spring buds Fo‘r'tl-n once dagain with wonder and Eeau{:q.
The air ]Er*eslw as the morning dew glaauens the heart and soul,
T"\e 'ong, cold, winter now Fo*r’gotten.

‘Ba'rfr’en trees one Jaq, lc;uouing sprouts the next.
The Iana,scapes ]Ci”eol with so much newness,
oversl'\aclowing those L'r‘ie{: memories OF a sad and harsh winter.
T"r'ees and p!ants, no longef the same as L)e]tore,

Lave clmngeal CRI’IA grown, GII"IOI SO "10\/8 I

| am overtaken with eupl'\oric Aeliglﬂz,
FO‘I" barren dead-like branches lwing FO‘}"{'.I"I new li]te.
Nature entertains me. leis is a sacred time.

[ pause to remember those qestera‘aqs
o]t that cruel winter o{: loss that now seems so long ago.
, have suwivecl :
Li'{e nature, it is a season o]‘: new Beginnings.
T’wrough my loss | better understand that clwi”ing wintertime o]t my Ii]Ee.
l still ponAer about what will be,

but l am conFialent in this new season.

| feel hope.
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