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The day before Easter, freedom was granted us.  The temperature in the high 60s, sunshine, only 
a mild breeze.  Unheard of conditions.  Without hesitation, resolute, perhaps desperate, we piled 
ourselves and our young Labrador into the car and headed uphill, via the interstate, to the Happy 
Jack hills, miles and miles of wind-carved boulders and pines, dirt roads that could take us to the 
heartbeat of this vast area.  We wanted out!  Out of the house that had been our winter prison.  
Out of the irritation and agitation that result from the clash of cabin fever and spring fever.     
 
We had grown too accustomed to the winter that raged since November, a winter characterized 
by single-digit days and nights, the wind chill skimming 5 to 10 degrees off that mark.  One day 
of spring was not enough.  We wanted another.  Easter Sunday forecast rain but began with 
sunshine, warm temperatures, a near-still breeze.  We planned—after church, after lunch—
another day of freedom in the hills, where only twenty four hours before, we had grown stuffy in 
our winter coats, unzipped them, laughingly complaining of the heat.  Where we had spied the 
first of the early wildflowers—buttercups abounding—and the most elegant of all—a patch of 
Pasque flowers, their purple buds opening to snow white petals and sun-gold centers.  
 
After noon, a wall of blue-black cloud approached from the southwest.  Tree branches grew still, 
not a sound in the neighborhood.  Then, thunder rumbled, at 9-potato-10 after the sharp flash of 
lightning.  Again.  Then again.  Raindrops pattered on the pane-glass picture window.  The cloud 
wall looming closer, it could have been 4:30 on a winter’s day, there was just that much light, 
just that much darkness.  The raindrops made a plong sound on the windstove chimney pipe, 
seeming to signal the time, not ours but Mother Nature’s—slow, impending, erratic. 
 
The storm thwarted our chance to escape to the hills, dissolved the prospect that warm spring 
days were indeed ahead of us, but my mood was not one of irritation.  Instead, with the rain and 
darkness and chill, I felt a sense of peace and acceptance.  Breathe deep, breathe slow.  Breathe 
calm, breathe release. Coziness.  The mood settled into me, and the raindrops increased and 
became a shower, on the window pane, on the woodstove chimney pipe.  Plongplongplong.  Like 
a dance.  Lightning, thunder, 4-potato-5.   
 
Late in previous summers, we took a chance with Mother Nature and chose to make our several-
days home in the wilds, our tiny camper with thin walls all that protected us.  Our playground by 
day a vast expanse that stretched far to the horizon or the next set of peaks.  That same 
playground shrunk in the crepuscular hour, past supper, to what we could see with our lanterns, 
what we imagined in our minds.  That telescoping of vision providing us a small and cozy space 
walled by the ponderosa pines and the critters that wisely, indifferently, kept to the darkness.  
Walled as well by the evening’s mist that blurred the tops of the trees, then settled in quietly, 
nestling itself onto the grass and scruff-shrubs, bringing on a chill.   
 
The cloak of cold settling over our camp sight, we briskly rubbed our bare arms, donned our 
snuggly winter fleeces, then moved about with mild urgency, insuring that all equipment was 
safely stowed, and that tarps were secured over firewood, for the mist warned of pre-dawn 
sprinkles or at least heavy dew.   



With the dogs, we scurried to the camper, the lantern soon extinguished, the reading lights later 
turned off, I attired for the night in my oversized Midsummer Night’s Dream t-shirt, smartwool 
long socks, wool cap, a sleeping bag my cocoon, snuggled in a bed of blankets.  All cozy.  Yet, I 
was not ready to sleep.  I listened for the snap of a branch or the rattle of something tin.  I heard 
nothing more than the soft swish of wind gusts through the pines’ branches.  I slid the window 
curtain aside and gasped at, could not look away from, the royal diadem that stretched across the 
sky.  Earth, trees, the heavens.  Embracing me.          
 
It was time to settle in on this Easter Sunday.  Under the cloak.  Into the music.  I stretched, 
yawned, turned a page of my book.  Our two Labradors, curled tightly only moments before, 
stretched their legs.  They did not wake, not even when the thunder grew louder.   
 
I thought, This would be a good time to bake some chocolate chip cookies, but like the dogs, I 
only stirred.   
 
I held no irritation about the hike gone bad, for it hadn’t gone bad.  Pasque flowers are symbols 
of hope.  “Another day,” I murmured, “for sure.”  3-potato-4.       
  


