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MEMORIES

A week of my summer vacation was spent in Michigan. I do not have reason to go there very often. This year, however, Ashley High School’s Class of ’53 was observing the 55th anniversary of its graduation, and I wanted to be there.

We were a small class in a small school in a small town. A number of our classmates have already passed on to eternity. Several never bother to come, for whatever reason. Those of us that do come enjoy each other’s company for those few hours. Even our English teacher came to join us.

I had asked that a tour of the school be arranged for us. It was. While the town and graduating classes are still small, the school building is much larger and significantly improved. There is nothing to remind us of the old school that we had attended. The hallways that we roamed and the rooms where we sat are now spaces occupied by other rooms and hallways, gyms (two) and auditorium, - extending into what was once a field. Consequently, the current school building did not hold any memories.

The memories, as it turns out, were not held by the building but by the students, now in their seventies. Stories of all sorts poured out of our minds and hearts. They were good memories. Pranks to which we would not have admitted 55 years ago were, also, recalled. Our English teacher was good. She pretended not to remember any of them.

Would any of us want to return to those days? I do not think so. Memories are nice. But, they are meant simply to be enjoyed as life, itself, goes on.


While in the area of my childhood, I never miss an opportunity to visit the cemetery where my parents are buried. Every time that I do so, I recall my life of decades past. Seeing the names on the tombstones surrounding that of my mother and father, I am reminded of the very fine people that played a role in my growing up into adulthood. Those are wonderful memories. But, I would not want to go back to those days. If I could and did, I would not be the person that I am today.

One hears, at times, people speaking about memories connected with the Church or, more often, associated with a church building. They, too, are to be savored. It is good to have them. Would we want to go back to those days? I do not think so. Oh, we might want to pick this or the other thing and wish it was the same today. However, we cannot pick and choose. Life comes in packages that cannot be taken apart.


It seems to me that we forget the fact that memories are created, - by us. Actually, we continue to create them. We do that by how we live, how we treat others, how we react to situations, and how we face challenges that confront us. Every decision and choice that we make will form the memories that we will have later on in our life. Someday, we will look back on them and recall with fondness how those situations shaped us into what we will have become.

Today’s experiences will be tomorrow’s memories. Tomorrow, will we want to return to today? I doubt that very much. After all, life is about going forward, - not backward.

