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Notes and other unsubstantiated opinions
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On a day recently, while stopped at a traffic light, my daughter noticed a bright yellow antique Ford on our left. "That is a 1949 Ford," I explained, then proceeded to bore her by talking about that car being like the new one that Lynn Fife's parents bought when we were in the tenth or eleventh grade at Sparkman.
Thoughts of the Fite's green '49 Ford brought memories of late evening forays out to the forest tower northeast of Sparkman where we indulged in the youthful romance of those marvelous spring nights in Dallas county when a teenager dreamed of a future filled with an endless succession of such nights: where the whippoorwill called and the scent of honeysuckle floated on the soft night air. His dreams were mostly that, imaginings in the mind of a fevered young romantic.
Thinking of those nights and Paul's writing about forgetting the past, I can't believe he meant we should forget the good times as well...
Regards and best wishes.




Boyd

When spring and flowing sap are only memories


1949 Fords and other antiquities
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