
One Season to Another 

Thirty miles before the end of my non-stop, 194-mile drive from my sunny home in Dallas, 

Texas, to my older sister’s home in Chickasha, Oklahoma, I entered Winter, complete with 

snow-covered fields as far as I could see on both sides of the highway.  

When I pulled into Linda’s driveway and saw six inches of snow and ice, I thought, “I should 

have worn my boots.” Then, I noticed someone had shoveled enough of the driveway and 

sidewalk that if I backed up and re-parked my car, I’d have a safe path into Linda’s home. 

“Thank you, Taylor,” I said to my nephew, though he was no longer on the scene.  

Carrying my suitcase from car door to house door, I reveled in the beauty of snow blanketing 

flowerbeds and trees, transforming them into a Linda-personalized winter wonderland. After 

dark, she and I gazed in awe through the windows wrapping three sides of her sun room. The 

Christmas lights’ red, green, blue, white, yellow, orange, and purple made January 1, 2021, a 

gift; and reflected in the rippling water of the koi pond, the hues multiplied. We looked and 

looked and still were drawn to the picture beyond the windows. 

“My sons Houston and Taylor worked hard arranging the lights. I’m proud of them!” 

“You should leave them up all year, not just during Christmas!” 

 

After we took refuge in the house Saturday and Sunday, shortly after noon on Monday, I 

carried my suitcase to my car and discovered we’d entered another season.  

“Linda, wow, you won’t believe how glorious the weather is today after our wintry weekend. 

Let’s go outdoors and look at everything! The sun’s out, the wind’s not blowing, and most of the 

snow’s melted. We can stay on the sidewalks, not step into the flowerbeds--they’ll be muddy. 

Want to?”  

A lover of outdoors, Linda needed no persuasion. Soon, she bundled herself into coat, hat, 

and gloves, stepped onto her outdoor electric scooter, turned the key, and sped ahead down the 

first sidewalk, exploring and enjoying every sight and sound. I walked behind, enjoying the same 

sights and sounds, and even more, enjoying her joy. 

From Friday to Monday, our world had changed from Winter to sunshine, from snow-

blanketed flowerbeds to awakening ones. We stopped at a mahonia bush, drawn by bees that 

sang and danced gently around its pale green berries. We paused at a bird’s song, understanding 

its happy tune. Here and there, the green tips of spring bulbs emerged. In a flowerbed south of 

the house, we spotted Linda’s first daffodil in bloom, along with two Lenten roses in bud and 

bloom. 

On we wandered through the labyrinth of her gardens, appreciating the natural rhythm of 

Winter’s snow giving life to coming Spring. Always in tune with Nature, Linda blossomed. In 

the winter of her own life, she understands that harsh Winter is a time of rest that, at its own 

pace, will give way to Spring’s new life. 


