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Recently there was a short news item on television discussing the alleged dangers that genetically altered food poses for the world's civilizations. Besides being mostly an overdrawn and one-sided presentation, the narrator's abysmal ignorance of what constitutes food crops was the most noteworthy. The reporter droned on about genetically altered crops while the cameras panned to a beautiful field of flowering cotton! I am sure the average viewer never detected the error and that the Ivy League school which the reporter attended didn't teach them the difference between a cotton patch and a corn field.
Nonetheless, seeing that field of lush green cotton plants, with a scattering of white and purple blossoms1 created an overwhelming urge to once more be back home, standing in a field of waist-high cotton in July. In those few moments before the vision faded and reality crept back in, I came to have a deeper appreciation of the poet Wordsworth's belief that if he somehow could have gotten back to the place of his youth, he would find there the moment of joy awaiting him.
Like a verdant time-machine, the wavering cotton leaves beckoned me back to a time and place of innocence and hope. Where a teenager's future, yet to be determined, stretched away into the unknown beyond the horizon. Where a gentle [image: image2.png]


summer breeze transported the mixed fragrance of plant, flower, and freshly-tilled soil, carrying with it the promise of a bountiful fall harvest.
A.E. Housman, another English poet, expresses with an unmatched eloquence the regrets for opportunities lost and roads not taken in these lines2: 

"Into my heart an air that kills

From yon far country blows: 

What are those blue remembered hills. 

What spires, what farms are those? 

"That is the land of lost content. 

I see it shining plain. 

The happy highways where I went 

And cannot come again."

 The older I get, the more I am persuaded that in that future life, when beyond time, we will be able to "go back" and revisit those certain moments which are still preserved in God's overview of all existence, from beginning through all eternity. Perhaps then, Wordsworth's (and my) longing to return to the place of our youth will in some manner be fulfilled.
"Time is the most indefinable yet paradoxical of things; the past is gone, the future is not come, and the present becomes the past, even while we attempt to define it, and, like the flash of lightning, at once exists and expires. " 
~ Colton (1780-1832)

1 ~ Cotton blossoms are white the first day then turn pink, then bluish-purple on the second day before finally drying up and falling off, exposing the small boll beneath, enclosed in a casing called a "square" because of its shape. 

2 ~ A. E. Housman (1859-1936) From "A Shropshire Lad."







1

[image: image3.emf]