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Ever wonder about the cyclical nature of life? Nothing demonstrates it better than the appearance of spring each year. As I get older, I have come to believe that the ever- changing seasons, among other things, are metaphors for life: birth, growth, decline, and death.
Inevitably, the return of spring awakens old memories of my youth, taking me back to that time of the year on the farm in Dallas County. To the clearing accumulated growth from the fields and fence rows; the burning piles of brush; the turning of the soil in hopeful preparation for another crop. The infectious energy of new lambs and calves cavorting among fresh greenery on the hillside. That and the taste of bitterweed in the cow's milk.
Then there are the memories of graduating from one's class each spring while looking forward to a new one that fall. Except, that is, when we reached the last class and realized there wouldn't be another that fall; Sparkman, for us was over and done. But was it? Something keeps bringing me back. Almost a mystical thing, that sense of having left or lost something back there.
That best portion of a good man's life:

His little, nameless, unremembered acts

Of kindness and of love.

~ William Wordsworth (1770-1850), English poet. Lines Written a Few Miles Above Tin fern Abbey.
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