Turn of the Seasons
It used to be called “February Fill-Dyke”, but this year there is more snow than rain.  Of course, eventually the white blanket melts and fills ditches, drains and pot-holes.  A one-time neighbour of mine often referred to the “Back End”.   Back End of what? I used to wonder and didn’t like to ask, until she added “of the year”.  She meant that grim tunnel of days which begins in November and seems to go on – and on -  and this year further on still.  However, once the shortest day and the longest night have passed, I begin to feel better, though it is often just as cold and wet.  Any birds that manage to sing offer a lifting and more cheerful note, and I search the garden for signs of Spring.  
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The snowdrops are first, with spear-like leaves enfolding a small white “egg”.  These leaves remind me of the praying hands etched by Durer.  Snowdrop leaves pierce the frozen earth and protect the bud, and as they grow the flower begins to appear, and soon there is a complete bloom, shaped like a tear drop.  Inside the petals is the “bell” edged with bright green.   My garden contains clumps of very ordinary snowdrops which I try to propagate “in the green” as soon as the flowers are finished.  Apparently there are almost 200 varieties of snowdrops and if you are a snowdrop maniac you can pay £80 for the bulb of a new cultivar.  It reminds me of the 17th century tulip frenzy when fortunes were lost in the search for a black tulip.   However nearer home at the junction of Mymms Lane and Packhorse Lane snowdrops have been colonising the grass verges for many years and are now a glorious sign of springtime to come.                   Pam Francis
