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Years Gone By
ﬁfkﬁ;’u{%‘
A. Potter

As one year goes by and
another one begins.
It makes us remember
things that have happened and the has-beens.
Remember that and remember this,

what about the times, and why did that happens.

When did childhood end and adulthood start?

As you look back on the stages of life,
remember everything you can.
From mistakes, to accomplishments, to lessons
learned.

Because we know that nothing’s without strife.
But in the end, no matter what else will be.
You will always have friends and family.
Remember the ones who were there during the “ifs”,

“buts”, “whens”, or “whys”.

The ones who’ve been there during the years gone by.
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Chapter 1
Grow in Memories

fEiBfCrh R K

The best and most beautiful things in
the world cannot be seen nor even touched,

but just felt in the heart.
—Helen Keller
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A Lime for /NMemories
AR T i 74 i R 1ol

Sharon Wright

One balmy ' summer afternoon, I sat on an old
blanket under a pine tree chatting with my mother. For
years, we had been coming to this park for family picnics
and gatherings, and my mother and I often sat in this
same Spot.

In recent years, we usually just talked about life,
but sometimes we recalled events from my childhood.
Like the time | was thirteen and had my first date, when
Mother brought me to this spot under the tree and told
me about the facts of life. Or the time a few years later,
when my hair turned out pink for my senior prom and
she’d held me while I cried. But the most special event
that occurred next to this tree was when | told Mother I
was getting married. Tears filled her eyes and this time
[ held her while she cried. She told me she was sad to
lose her little girl but happy to see that | had turned into a

beautiful young woman.
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Over the years, we’d watched the pine trees in this
park grow tall and straight until their needles seemed
to touch the clouds. Each year of their growth seemed
to match our increasingly close relationship and the
deepening love we had for each other.

On this particular sunny afternoon, Mother and I sat
quietly breathing in the scent of freshly mown grass. She
was unusually solemn and took me by surprise when she
asked me, “Who will you bring here after ’'m gone?”

I gave her one of my arched-eyebrow inquiries, then
smiled. After a few moments, when she didn’t return
my smile, I began to wonder what made her ask such a
disturbing * question. Mother picked up a blade of grass
and began to shred it with her fingernail. I’d become well
acquainted with my mother’s habits, and this particular
one indicated she had something serious on her mind.

For several minutes, we sat in silence gathering
our thoughts. A couple of blue jays squawked ® nearby
and an airplane flew overhead, but they didn’t ease the
awkward moment between us. Finally, I reached over
and took my mother’s hand in mine. “There’s nothing
you can’t tell me, Mother,” I said. “We will handle this
together, like we always have.”

She looked into my face, and her eyes filled with
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