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Instinctive in all of us is that Spring brings new life, more flowers, lambs, more birds, 
tadpoles and warmer days (generally). Yet to record just a tiny fraction of this increase and 
to catalogue it, to set it down in black and white then look at the results, mute but 
irrefutable because they were actually counted, that is to feel with a jolt inside that yes, 
Spring really has done it again. The Earth has done it again, has performed that huge miracle 
that we all know about; perhaps we don't take it for granted yet we know somehow that it 
will happen. I'm making a graph showing how many different species of birds I have 
recorded in and around the labyrinth. The graph climbs slowly from January to March, then 
in April there's a sudden leap and it's like a shout from the page … “Spring!” 
 

 
 

 
I find it too daunting to even try to understand 
the whole wonderful burst of life that is Spring. 
I need to concentrate on small parts of it and 
just doing that is hard enough. How do those 
little black specks in the floating islands of Frog 
spawn know how to become tadpoles? How can 
they then grow legs and turn into miniature 
frogs, tiny living jewels that throng the paths 
around the Horsetail ponds? How on earth does 
a Willow Warbler, just a few grammes of flesh 
and bone, a thimbleful of blood and a burst of 
feathers fly from West Africa to the trees 



around the Labyrinth? I watched one as it foraged in the twigs above my head, sometimes 
pausing to whistle its' song quietly, as if reminding itself of the tune, or perhaps it couldn't 
shake it from its' mind, stuck there like some tunes play and replay themselves endlessly in 
our heads. It dropped so low in the branches that I could see the feathers in its' throat 
vibrate as it sang and when it reached out to catch a passing insect I heard the snap of its' 
beak. The shining black eye that seemed to look momentarily into mine must have looked 
down at creatures and places that I have only seen at second hand.  
 
Less well travelled perhaps but just as amazing 
are the trees around the labyrinth; only a few 
weeks ago it was quite hard to find any signs of 
a leaf anywhere, bare twigs scratched against 
grey skies, sometimes the wind was so strong 
that you could almost hear the screech as they 
dragged across the clouds. Now, although I 
have to say that the wind is just as cold and 
the sky often the colour of a bruise, there are 
leaves everywhere, pale green, yellowish 
green, dark yellow ochre and in the case of the just-opening buds of the Ash, bright veridian 
green. Some leaves hang from the buds, looking as if the effort of thrusting out has 
exhausted them. Hazel leaves are like soft green leather, they look fragile but feel them and 
you will immediately get a sense of toughness and resilience. It is those qualities that make 
trees so awe-inspiring, that enormous ability they have to endure. In Autumn they lose so 
much, then have to endure the cold and wet of Winter, yet now, here they are producing 
untold numbers of leaves.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
All that I have written might suggest that I spend all my time intensely analysing and 
cataloguing the intricacies of the seasons, and of course you can do that, you can also just 
be there, let the changes wash over you, accepting them for themselves. For that is what 
Spring is - it is Spring, not something that the Earth provides for our enjoyment or analysis, 
it's not for anything, it just is. And if we can enjoy it, that is a privilege. 


