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 The sky is the bluest it’s ever been. The grass is as green as I’ve ever seen. Sunbeams 

make their way through the air, resting upon the ground. The sidewalk, usually filled with 

running children and speed-walking adults, is empty. The children are at school, where their 

energy is subdued until it erupts. The adults are at work, where their energy is subdued until it 

dies. I walk along, paying close attention to the small patches of summery green that pop up 

beside the icy snow. My dad used to always tell me to look for the crocuses if you’re waiting for 

spring. He and I would walk to my school together in the morning, and while I tried to recount 

all nine planets to impress him, he would nudge me on the shoulder. Pointing, he would whisper 

in my ear that spring was fast approaching. A white crocus, so small that most would walk by 

never realizing the harbinger crouching next to the grass existed. Weeks later, other flowers 

would begin to bloom. Tulips, Daffodils. Every passerby would stop, if only for half a second, to 

admire these bright, loud bursts that had come out of the ground. Crocuses are a different sort of 

burst. Quieter. Only the lingering eyes see the crocuses, the first flowers of spring. Crocuses are a 

gift for the close observer, the first glimpse of a far away oasis. 

 White, Purple, Yellow. Even while hidden away in the greenest shadows, the white 

crocuses are the brightest of the three. They shout to the people that spring is coming, beg them 

to notice. They shine in youth’s glory, as they are noticed first by the people. Never do the white 

crocuses notice the snow, they’re too busy staring down the sun, willing spring to come forward 

with their gaze. Often those who take the time to notice the crocuses at all will go on their way 

after taking note of the brilliantly white flower, not bothering to look down at the grass again. 



Those who keep watch will sometimes find a purple crocus. The white and purple crocuses stem 

from the same roots, but their personalities differ. When the white flower is excited during the 

earliest hour of the day, constantly anticipating spring and sharing its anticipation with the world, 

the purple flower still rests. It stands on a crutch while trying to be seen. The purple feels the 

cold: It understands that spring is coming, but that it is not yet here, and can not ignore the 

burning cold that sits complacently next to it. Our eyes are not equipped to see the yellow 

crocuses. They don’t hide from the light, but the people who easily spot the white flower and 

with concentration find the purple flower never manage to find the yellow flower. It blends into 

the ground, a pale yellow flower bent under the will of the grass.  

 A small smile spreads across my face as I glance at the grass to my side. A white crocus 

bring me back to walks to school with my dad. A loud bell sounds, and I see hundreds of children 

swarm the sidewalk, frantic to get a swing on the playground. They are as bright as the sun, 

perhaps because they spend so much time running through its beams. I keep on walking, until I 

reach peace several blocks away. Have I walked north? There is more snow here, enough that I 

can not spot even one white crocus. I turn before another thought comes, and walk in the 

opposite direction. My steps are slow, my breath is heavy. On this clear day, I walk with years of 

weight pulling me down. Years of flowers, and years of weeds. Too many weeds. I have to stop; 

the cold is too much. My knees hold my hands while I hunch over to try to regain my breath. My 

eyes are open, and even while I can barely breathe, I see a flower. Another crocus, this time 

purple. Before I reach the place where I first heard the loud bell, there is another swarm. The 

adults, which before hid from the light trying to conserve whatever energy they could muster, 

now come out. They walk with lines etched in their faces, hunches starting to set into their backs. 



Every move they make matters, and it’s killing them. I see a bench on the snow, and I sit. I never 

see a yellow crocus, though I look. The light starts to fade from the sky, and the yellow crocuses 

must be hiding for the night. The streets are empty now, but I haven’t yet left. There are other 

people coming, I think to myself. There are the old.  

 The sky darkens, and the blue that I reveled in disappears from sight. It is late, and I give 

up to walk home. My thoughts begin to consume me while I walk, they take over. In a way, I am 

glad. Life has become so blank aside from my thoughts. I think about how blue the sky was 

today, how green the grass seemed even against the snow. I think about the children and the 

crocuses. I think about the adults that zoom by. I ponder where the old are, where they have 

gone. I wonder if anyone has ever actually seen a yellow crocus. I think someone must have. It 

strikes me that I am old, that I’ve been old for quite some time.  

 I know where the old are. Some live alone, staring at blank walls day after day, waiting 

for something. Anything. Some travel with those they have left, waiting for their youth to return 

to them. Some walk endlessly, looking for what they’ve never been able to find, waiting for it 

always. The old live in a void, all of them waiting. The old, waiting for the new.  There was 

never a number, a birthday, when I knew I was old. I just woke up one day and realized that I had 

reached the ending. Not the end, but the ending. The last chapters that would lead to an 

inevitable end that no one understood. It’s a feeling, being old, not an age. The feeling of 

waiting, of knowing the void between life and death.  

 The waiting suffocates me. It hides the sun from me. I feel as a purple crocus must, as if I 

cannot reach the sun’s rays, I cannot feel its warmth. Sometimes I try to remember when I was 



younger, but I can’t bring myself back. It’s all gone now. I’m not scared of dying anymore. I’ve 

been waiting so long, scratching at death’s door if only to stop the waiting. Tomorrow, the snow 

will melt a little, and a little more green will come. But not for me. My life has become an 

endless winter with promises of springs. Crocuses, which once were reminders that spring was 

coming, now tease and torment. Only the purple crocuses know to respect me enough to stay 

hidden. The white flowers bring me fleeting smiles, memories long gone, but leave me with a 

deep and accelerating aching in my soul. An aching that taunts me in a sing song voice, that I’ll 

never be young again.  

 I’m home now, but I can’t sleep. I won’t sleep. I see the sun rising in the east, and a tear 

slides down my face. I can’t wait any longer. It’s too hard, it’s too much. I’ll never see my past as 

I saw it in the past. My children are gone now, they left me long ago to answer questions 

unknown. I’ll never know if they found the answers they were looking for. I hope they did. I’m 

alone now, waiting. Waiting to see the purple crocuses, waiting for spring. I’m too old to keep on 

trudging on, that’s for flowers that can feel the warmth of the sun. I’m past that now, the sun only 

brings forth more numbness. All of those people, the children, the adults, they run about their 

lives. They run towards the new seasons, each day passes with a blink of an eye for them. Not for 

me. My days are filled with thoughts about my ending.  

 I  know the truth now. I’ve read enough books, and watched enough crocuses sprout to 

know the truth. The ending isn’t a fireworks show, it’s just the end. It stops, and it ends. I’m tired 

of waiting for an ending, the chapters are getting slower and slower. Each word feels like another 

lifetime of flowers and weeds on my back. I’m finishing my thoughts, finishing my books, 



finishing my search for crocuses. I know the truth about my ending, and I know it needs to 

happen soon. I’m tired of waiting for spring.  


