Like a gigantic meadow spreads

the prairie wide and green 

and here and there the violets

add a purple sheen.

The air is fresh and balmy and

little breezes sing,

In the Spring.

In the hush of early morn

when the dew is on the grass.

and bright hued clouds go sailing by,

as night-time shadows pass,

The world is full of music

 For the meadowlarks sing,

In the Spring.






-Laura Ingalls Wilder
From: Anderson, William. Laura’s Album of Remembrance Scrapbook of Laura Ingalls

Wilder.  New York: Harper Collins, 1998.
