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I wandered today to the hill, Maggie
When we sang those words back in grade school, it didn't mean a lot to me then. Now, in upper middle age, hearing the Statler Brothers sing the song from which those words came, brings a lump to the throat. I recently learned that the writer penned the words to the song in memory of his dead wife on the day when he returned to the place of their youth. To the hill where they had courted so many, many years before.
Songs, like perfumes and other fragrances, can ignite memories that have been asleep for years. Their significance often not in the words themselves, but the places they take us back to ~ to some meaningful moment that is forever stored in a remote corridor of the mind.
But at the same time I contemplate the effect on my emotions of the songs that we heard back then, I wonder how the stuff that parades as music today will ever, at some time in the future, raise fond memories. To me that is about as likely as the sound of an iron pipe dragged over corrugated metal is likely to bring memories of courting on a moonlight night in Dallas County. Arkansas.
Speaking of which, I have come into the possession of some of the oldies. See if you recognize or remember these:
•     The Tennessee Waltz 

•     My Heart Cries for You 

•     Mockin' Bird Hill 

•     Let Me Go Lover 

•     How High the Moon 

•     Wheel of Fortune 

•     Goodnight, Irene 

•     (and others too numerous to list) 
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