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As I write, September will soon be upon us.  When I let the dogs out in the morning, the air is 
quick with chill.  Reports have been shared by family and friends of snow in the Wind Rivers 
and the Big Horns.  The cottonwoods are dropping, here and there, a yellowed leaf at a time.  
City crews are giving a fresh coat of white to the crosswalks by the elementary school.  The 
night hawks have been sighted. 
 
When I was a teacher, excitement accompanied the waning days of August as the designated 
aisles at our town’s big store filled with school supplies.  Usually frugal, I didn’t care that I 
bought not what I needed but what I wanted.  One couldn’t have enough colored paper clips or 
neon-bright post-it notepads, or Ticonderoga black pencil packs.  I made up excuses to buy Mead 
Composition books.  Of course, I already had three empty ones at home, but you never knew—
this school year could bring floods of ideas that would fill the empty blue-lined pages.  All that 
was missing in the aisles was the fragrance of new books, but I was confident that my book 
orders had been filled and the boxes would soon be delivered to my classroom. 
 
My sons’ chatter was all about the coming school year.  They had so eagerly bolted from the 
doors in early June, weary from sitting at their desks.  But now, they couldn’t wait to return, to 
friends and new teachers and new books and new ideas.   
 
Tired from all that summer had offered us, my sons and I, with our dog Lizzie, languished on the 
front yard, the grass heated by the slant afternoon sun.  We knew that in a few weeks, the gift of 
this warmth would be snatched away, replaced by crisp-cold wind and an earlier twilight.  We 
would have to accept winter’s inevitability as well as the long wait for spring’s tenuous breath.   
 
As the boys wondered about their teachers and classes, I did what I should not do.  I thought of 
the first day of school, of my sons walking out the front door, forgetting to hug me goodbye.  I 
imagined the humming silence that comes from a too-orderly house, absent of children.  
Worse—and this was my error—I thought of the far-away day, which I knew would come in the 
blink of an eye, when careers, adventures, and relationships would beckon my grown sons.   
 
“How come you’re crying, Mom?” asks my oldest, rolling his eyes and throwing a handful of 
grass at me. 
 
The nighthawks always come this time of year. 
 
I told the boys to stare at the blue sky.  Who spied them first, I don’t remember, but there they 
were, so amazingly tiny in their altitude that we thought they were bats.  They soon descended, 
and I told the boys that they scooped mosquitoes with their beaks.  Dozens of nighthawks, flying 
in wide circles.  Most prominent was the white stripe on their wings, as if they were members of 
an aviary military.  As quickly as they came, they were gone, leaving in the day a silence that 
had not been there before.  They returned each late afternoon for about a week and then no more.  
And soon after, I filled out necessary forms that came home on that first day of school, and we 



charged to the store to buy the supplies that had not been on our list a week earlier. And then 
silence filled the rooms of our house each day of school. 
 
Those weeks before September.  The days filled with golden light and characterized by a 
stillness and silence no other month can boast of.  Golden days of nostalgia.  We leap into spring 
without looking back wistfully to winter.  When, though, have we ever accepted autumn without 
looking back with yearning to summer?  When have we ever said that summer was too long?  
 
In that slant sunshine, my emotions loop wide and high and low.  The thought of the first frost 
slams into all that summer had once promised.  Yet it promises more.  I think of the flags I didn’t 
have time to set out on the Fourth of July, the mums I didn’t buy, and I anticipate all that I will 
do for Halloween, Thanksgiving, and Christmas.  I think of the annuals that will soon die, and 
my breath catches on the desire to again set my trowel in the earth, place the tiny seedlings, stake 
the tomato plants.  
 
In June and July, the neighborhood teemed with the neighbor children’s raucous shouts and 
rattling sidewalk scooters.  My herbs yielded such a bounty that it was a full morning’s work to 
cut, tie, and hang the fragrant bouquets from the kitchen beam.  Now I realize that the children 
have retreated indoors.  I note that the herbs have grown little since that first harvest and the 
leaves of the parsley and thyme have yellowed imperceptibly.   
 
Even as August wears out, we’re certainly guaranteed future days of sunshine, blue skies, and 
cumulous clouds.  We depend on Nature’s promise of Indian summer.  My sweater, though, 
hangs in the ready, and I consider the loneliness that comes with the permanent shutting of 
windows. 
 
But there is such beauty in the red-tinged gold of an autumn aspen leaf.  And such substance in 
the silence offered by an end-of-summer afternoon. 
 
 
 


