
 Will the circle be unbroken? 

 

 The circle of spring begins on cold, but sunny, February days as hardy spring peepers and 

red-winged blackbirds break through the winter stillness. Then, the marshes fill with thousands 

of peeping and quacking and trilling frogs as the woods fill with singing cardinals and the 

meadows with burbling tree swallows. The winds of March bring flowers timidly poking out of 

the ground and the steady drip of icicles in the woods. April’s warm rains transform our natural 

landscape from a drab world of grays and browns to a world of so much greenness- grass, new 

leaves, lush hillsides and boggy carpets of duckweed. Warm winds bring millions of winged 

promises in every color of the rainbow- warblers, tanagers, buntings, grosbeaks, orioles, 

flycatchers, thrushes, vireos, shorebirds, hummingbirds, egrets- all celebrating spring’s hope 

through bright songs in the greening woods, emerging meadows and thawing wetlands. Spring is 

a time of beauty and rebirth. 

 

 Warm sun brings us into the circle of summer and even more color! The woods are a 

bright, leafy green alive with birdsong around every corner as the meadows fill with goldenrods, 

purple thistles, bright green grasses, little blue periwinkles and many pollinators- bumblebees 

dapperly dressed in thick black and yellow stripes, little cabbage white butterflies and giant tiger 

swallowtails, commanding a flower with one flap of its striped wings. The wetlands turn into a 

portrait of rushes, cattails, spatterdock and bright water lily patterns, dotting each marsh with 

stunning shades of yellow, white and pink. Every year, the whole world flourishes dramatically 

in the summer sun. Summer is a time of beauty and color.  



 As the crickets’ chirps go away and the days start to shorten, the first frost appears, 

painting the world in a thin coating of white and ushering us into the circle of fall. It starts off 

slow at first, but the green world we had come to know turns into a patchwork quilt of reds, 

yellows and oranges. Fall means a feeding frenzy throughout the animal kingdom as the days 

grow shorter and cold winds begin to blow once again. Squirrels scamper through the woods, 

finding acorns to bury, as ponds and marshes fill with waterfowl diving and dabbling before they 

bulk up on their long journey south. Fall is a time of beauty and preparation.  

 

 Honking flocks of geese give way to the last of the leaves falling from the trees, which 

have turned to bare skeletons and tell us the circle of winter has once more arrived. The 

meadows are now brown and gray, summer’s splendor long forgotten. The wetlands are now 

devoid of all but the hardiest creatures, turning into barren, drab bodies of water as cold rain 

turns into snow, covering the world in white. But, still, signs of life can be seen if you know 

where to look. Courageous chickadees still chatter through the woods even on the coldest days, 

flocking to backyard birdfeeders along with strikingly red cardinals. The animals that stay in the 

barren coldness must work hard to find food and stay alive until spring comes once again. Winter 

is a time of beauty and survival.  

 

 Will the circle be unbroken- this circle of animals, plants and seasons that has fascinated 

us since the beginning of time? Well, if we care enough about our natural world and what it 

provides us to protect it, then, yes. This circle will be unbroken.  


