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March 23, 2012 

Spring Cleansing 

Long before winter has truly metamorphosed to spring, the garden lures my attention. 

Perhaps its the mere hint of the plants stirring or, the subtle fragrance emanating from an awakening 
earth. Something primordial compels me to get outside and renew the covenant that humans have always 
had with nature. Whatever affects one will impact the other.  

This past week was of course irresistible. What self-respecting gardener could ignore the perfect 
conditions so generously provided? I was so eager to get started that it almost felt like I had no choice in 
the matter. Nothing could’ve persuaded me to do otherwise. To the accompaniment of the birds tuning 
up their vocal chords and the sun transmitting life giving energy, I began another year in my garden. 

My first task always is to cut away the previous year’s leaves from the hellebores. As I’d mentioned a 
couple of weeks ago, these plants have already begun blooming. The old leaves were left to protect the 
new growth that starts when winter is still at peak. Removing them now brings to the forefront the 
disarming beauty of the wide cupped flowers surrounded by newly emerging leaves. The young leaves 
are shiny and tender and its hard to think they will grow to be fiercely serrated-edged, leathery foliage. 
Observing again how they light up the early spring landscape, I make a mental note to add more 
hellebores in my garden. They are just so lovely. 

Starting with an easy task is a great trick to motivate one coming out of hibernation. For, once I’ve done 
the hellebores, I’m quite ready for the hydrangeas. The dozen or so of them are scattered all around my 
meadow. Some flower on new wood and some on old and instead of trying to remember which is which, 
I wait to attend to them in early spring. By this time, the stems are studded with tiny leaf and flower 
buds. So this makes it very easy to see and remove the dead limbs. Last year’s flowers now looking 
skeletal and tired are enthusiastically clipped off. Almost magically, the hydrangeas look lighter and 
happier. 
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Following the hydrangeas, I prune the roses. Here too, all the dead wood is cut away. The remaining 
limbs are pruned by a third of their height just above a nascent bud. Pruning roses always runs the risk 
of scratches from the vicious thorns. I work carefully but invariably some still tear my skin Thats just 
evidence of being out in the jungle. I’m a hero with battle wounds. And the hydrangea and roses appear 
to breathe more freely due to the cleared spaces. There is more room for air and light, to grow and 
stretch to new heights. How exciting! 

Finally, I arrive at the daunting task of overall clean up. This involves picking up all twigs and such that 
lie scattered everywhere like confetti after a parade. Then comes the raking. One takes in stride the 
raking of leaves in fall: but in the spring it is not particularly appealing and can be strenuous enough to 
break a decent sweat. The leaves and other debris have matted down to form an impressive, almost 
impenetrable layer. However, there is a tangible up side to this task as it is very satisfying to reveal what 
lies beneath. The dark earth looks alive and new as though old skin that once served a purpose has been 
shed. Emerging growth radiant in chartreuse is revealed. No sight thrills me more at this time of year. 
Life is starting again. New beginnings. 

Thats the promise of spring. A chance to start over. Forget the past full of errors, failures and accidents. 
Try again with optimism and enthusiasm. Believe firmly that the months ahead will be better and more 
beautiful.  

I gently and deliberately bring the sentiment of the season into my own self. Get rid of old habits, old 
fears and grievances. Free of them, I’m ready to be and do better. I, too, am breathing easy. 
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