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Tulips dressed in red tuxedo's – vestures – formal attire for the spring parade – it's quite formal – everyone in their brightest finery

Welcoming yellow ribbons showing hope in the future rooted in the past

A fruit stand – almost empty – their bounty is only blossoms in some field, miles away – it's only April 

Old Glory's red white and blue drifts in the breeze as a pair of cardinals soar by on red wings

Black tables and green chairs receive tired walkers with coffees in hand, their other clasp around their love

It's too early yet for even the sycamores green.  It's peeling branches still lay bare, open to the warm spring sun

Open umbrellas are celebrating soaking up the warm sun in their red, yellow, and greens

Concrete benches welcome visitors to lounge about

The birds are talking of hope and joy, telling their mates and anyone who will listen.  Oh, it's a full chorus today it must be 70 degrees

Orange and green striped awnings protect shop windows from the early spring sun which lazily crosses the mid sky

Bicycles – on a rack, in a rack, being ridden, being admired, being sold, being pushed

A fountain still dry anticipating the kids and the dogs that will enjoy it's flow soon enough

Checkered black and white diner – Norma Jean in the window

The noise level isn't relative to the traffic flow, a few miscreants make all the noise

Tourists with a cat looking for a hotel – they shouldn't have a problem in this town, less of a problem if it were a dog - it's definitely a dog town

Saturday- men in suits and ties.  They're out of place even Monday through Friday – they're not from here

A row of newspaper racks stand at attention, the local is the favorite.  A standing Sentinel - Daily guarding the street, nights too.  A Beacon to the uninformed

Others - Free, a Nickel, a Penny – some Posted, some News, some Real.  Some classified information – most of it not.  Most of it only a guide to the Estate that surrounds us.

Jaywalkers – something has caught their eye driving them to cross

Many expressions fill the air and the faces- most relaxed some rather peculiar

The walkers will continue late into the evening – the theater has a late show and I hear there is a wedding down the street

A Spring wedding- the epitome of April  

Dressed and Groomed in our finery.  Love, joy, hope  What envelops us is the future.  The past is almost forgotten, that harsh winter that brought such discontent now melting away in the warm embrace of Spring and Love

Tourists asking directions- Yes it's definitely Spring

Shops below, apartments above – work and home to some

Maybe not a wedding, Prom perhaps

Expresso Espresso – Impresso

Golf and tennis players along the sidewalk after 18 holes and 5 sets

Another fountain – still – in the day

A man on a cell phone laughing – maybe he's telling someone how lucky he is to  be here

It's a monumental day – sunny and colorful - a solid Spring day

Colorful posters on the kiosks announce events at the square

Christmas lights still strung in a tree- perhaps they find reason to celebrate year round

Victorian architecture lines the sidewalks.  Buildings of that era dominate the low skyline – a few bourgeois designs fill in here and there

Postal worker delivering mail – really a part of the landscape a moving landscape of shoppers and walkers

The Caribbean voice of Leomary  drifts out onto the sidewalks - a welcoming and unexpected pleasure here in the Rockies.  She's proud of her name but disguises it by telling people it's only Mary – she's Dominican 

Visitors display Indiana and Michigan on t-shirts but are clearly glad to be here and not there

Drivers in a hurry slow to look down Main street just in case they are struck by something, anything that will pull them out of their cars, out of the steel bubble and into the real, living world

A limousine western style – not a car, but a truck

Cast iron light poles have shown the way for late and Winter walkers for nearly a century

Pastries - French Bread - Cinnamon Rolls – Bagels – Indian Fry Bread - international mannas. Coffees too.  Aromas of comfort and pleasure fill the breeze

The early clerks clear the tables- for it's breakfast, brunch and lunch tomorrow – no dinner on Sunday

They must have closed the sidewalk, a dozen people pour in at once.  Inside it's wooden chairs and brick walls – nature seems to follow you in as well

Merchants now relax too – do they know they're missing business – do they care?

Shoppers coming late because they are not really shoppers at all – just lookers

The clean up crew has arrived- sparrows to pick up after the messy  cafe' users – they also accept handouts

Red bricks have laid down their lives allowing others to walk upon them

Oh but the privilege of being here day after day watching the seasons pass with no one to accuse them of loitering.  

Even the grass is envious of them.  For the grass grows desperately in the cracks clinging to any hope of getting to live the life of the bricks

But the Winter won't let the grass stay, for it, the Winter, pushes all the life of the grass down underground So the grass misses most of the year

The red bricks see-the fall colors, the first snowfall, Christmas, New Years, and the cuddling couples of Valentines Day

All the while, the grass is dormant deep below

Oh, the life of the bricks is not so bad for  even I am envious

