Spring Stars

Spring arrived in Melbourne right on time last year, on Friday, the first of September, at
about 11am.

Jacka Reserve, a tiny park in North Balwyn bounded by Hosken, Jacka and Dunstan streets,
looked the same as it had in previous days and weeks as | walked through at around 10.30
that morning on my way to the Boroondara Sports Centre for a swim. A mixture of tall gums
and skeletal, bare-limbed oak trees and maples, with a broad swathe of green grass
underfoot. But by the time | returned at 11.30 something very significant had happened.

| spotted first just one of the tiny, star-shaped pink flowers which have signalled the arrival of
Spring for me ever since my childhood days in Sydney, finding them in the grass in a park
near our house. Then another one, and a few more, and finally a whole patch, spread out in
the sunshine. Presumably it was the strengthening warmth of the morning sun which had
caused their tiny buds to bloom forth at the same time. Magic!

Spring had sprung

Right on the dot, believe it or not.

On September one

Pink stars in the sun

Marked the marvel of seasonal return

I walked home happily, half-skipping, noting occasional pink stars in the grass beside the
footpath along the way.

But by evening clouds had gathered, and it started to spit rain. Overnight there was wind and
more rain, and the next morning dawned cold and grey. When | walked through the Reserve
on the way to my swim there were no pink stars, not a single little flower to be seen.
Banished!

Cold winds and skies grey
Sent the stars away

| kept looking for them each morning but without success. Spring had departed again it
seemed, after that one joyous morning.

But the stars did come back — in my lawn, on nature strips everywhere, even in Strabane
Avenue outside the U3A building! And a fellow-member of a bushwalking group | belong to
reported that such flowers have a recognised botanical name, ixia, and behave in the way
I've described, opening up with the sun’s rays and closing again as soon as the sun
disappears.

With the bitterly cold winds of August blowing fiercely, the idea that Spring will be here again
in just a few weeks seems more like a remote hope than a real prospect. But we just need to
be patient, awaiting the eternal return. To keep looking in the grass for the signs, for life’s
pink stars.

Barbara Hatley



