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Summer is a 
Promise Kept

I N  T H I S
I S S U E

Magical  summer

memories

Yin & yang, summer

& winter

With l ight and

warmth comes

growth 

Summer is magic...but there could be no 
warmth of a midsummer’s day without the 
cold of a midwinter's night. In the dark of a 

personal winter, a promise is made. The 
inevitability of summer is that promise kept. 
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I  l is tened to my f i rst  basebal l  game as a 

toddler  s i t t ing at  the feet  of  my b e a u t i f u l ,  

w a r m ,  a n d  l o v i n g  Grandma Langer  who s imply 

rel ished the sport .  I  was happiest  as we sat  

id ly  for  hours in  the warm summer af ternoons 

star ing across her  l iv ing room at  the large 

Phi l ips radio which looked unbel ievably 

s imi lar  to the shape of  our  church.  

The windows were al l  opened to catch any 

cross breezes and I  remember s t a r i n g  a t  t h e  

s t r e a m s  o f  s u n l i g h t  b r e a c h i n g  t h e  w i n d o w  s i l l  

w h i l e  d u s t  p a r t i c l e s  a p p e a r e d  t o  d a n c e  i n  a l l  

t h e i r  g l o r y .   In  the br ief  moments of  s i lence 

between plays,  I  could hear  the unmistakable 

song of  the or ioles that  perched just  outs ide,  

feast ing on the oranges she would leave for  

them. 

The game i tsel f  was beyond my 

understanding,  but  the range of  emotion  on 

Grandma's  expressive face was  captivat ing  

to  me.  I  c o u l d  w a t c h  h e r  f o r  h o u r s .  

Unmit igated joy with the sharp crack of  the 

bat  as the announcer ’s  voice ra ised an 

octave in exci tement .  The cheers of  the 

crowd encouraged her  to  jump up and clap  

a long with exci tement .  And the inevi table but  

short - l ived darkness that  would furrow her  

brow when the opposing team got  the best  of  

her  beloved Minnesota Twins.  I  heard her  ta lk  

with such pr ide about  Harmon Ki l lebrew that  

there was a t ime when I  honestly bel ieved  he 

was fami ly ,  so deep was her  reverence for  the 

man and the game.   

And then later  in  ear ly  evening,  af ter  our  meal  

of  r ing bologna ( f reshly made down the st reet  

by her  cousin,  the butcher)  and vegetables 

picked f rom her  bounteous garden,  Grandma 

and my mother  would have long 

conversat ions in  German as the music wafted 

f rom that  same radio.  To this  day,  m y  h e a r t  

s w e l l s  w i t h  j o y  and I  am propel led backwards 

57 years whenever  I  hear  the melodious intro 

of  the Percy Fai th Orchestra playing 

the theme to A  S u m m e r  P l a c e .  That  piece of  

music e m p i r i c a l l y  e m b o d i e s  a l l  the beauty 

and potent ia l  that  the season of  summer 

holds.   

Grandma l ived a  long,  glor ious,  and 

generous l i fe .  And whi le her  presence in my 

l i fe  provided many warm and wonderful  

memories,  nothing can compare to those  

foundational  summers  spent  at  her  s ide.  

" W h a t  g o o d  i s  t h e  w a r m t h  o f  

s u m m e r ,  w i t h o u t  t h e  c o l d  o f  

w i n t e r  t o  g i v e  i t  s w e e t n e s s ? "  
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~ J o h n  S t e i n b e c k

Grandma Kiefer  & Grandma Langer   
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Summer is  magic.  Real  magic.  I t  i s  a  r e m i n d e r  

t o  s l o w  d o w n  a n d  l i v e  f u l l y  i n  t h e  p r e s e n t  

m o m e n t .  Summer is  one of  the best  t imes to 

learn how to see the here and now with open 

eyes.  I t 's  where memories are made  and  

connections are formed.  In  summer,  a l l  of  

eterni ty  can be held in the palm of  your  hand 

and,  by doing so,  you can clear ly  comprehend 

that  nothing else real ly  exists  but  the 

potential  of  today.

almost  hal lucinatory and synesthet ic  clar i ty .  

Colors can almost  be tasted.  Contrasts  can 

almost  be heard.  T h i s  e x t r a o r d i n a r y  m o r n i n g  

l i g h t  r e v e a l s  t h e  d e i t y  a t  t h e  c e n t e r  o f  t h e  m o s t  

h u m b l e  o f  o b j e c t s .  Everything seems f raught  

with meaning.  The r ight  summer morning,  

exper ienced at  just  the r ight  t ime,  can make  

anything  seem possible .  

S u m m e r  a f t e r n o o n s .  Are there two words in  

the Engl ish language that  are happier? 

Afternoons in the summer are  l a n g u i d ,  l u s h ,   

a n d  m a d e  f o r  l o l l i n g .  I t ’s  one of  the few t imes 

of  the year  that  laz iness f inds respectabi l i ty .  A 

hammock,  a  chaise lounge,  or  a  lawn chair  

invi te you to l ie  back and do absolutely 

nothing  but  enjoy the warmth of  the sun 

tempered by an occasional  refreshing breeze.  

Summer af ternoons smel l  of  cut  grass and 

suntan lot ion.  They are l ike tomatoes on the 

v ine,  stuffed  wi th sunshine,  a lmost  sinful ly  

voluptuous and spel lbound  on st i l lness and 

t ime.  The drone of  a  dumbledore.  The lapping 
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Summer is a reminder 
to s low down and 

l ive ful ly in the 
present moment.

S u m m e r  m o r n i n g s .  The dawn almost  seems to 

star t  before the night  has ful ly  f in ished i ts  

agenda.  I t ’s  as i f  the exuberance of  l i fe  s imply 

cannot  wait  for  the sun and pul ls  the l ight  

f rom the darkness using the p o w e r  of  i t ’s   

great  green gravi ty .  

The bi rds sense this .  Gone is  the barren 

s i lence of  winter .  Instead,  summer mornings 

are f i l l e d  w i t h  s o n g ,  as  every t ree and bush 

r ings with an overture w e l c o m i n g  t h e  d a y  a n d  

a l l  o f  i t s  possibi l i t ies .  

The sunshine on a summer morning is  l ike 

powdered gold,  t ransforming and def ining 

everything i t  touches.  I t  i l luminates with an 
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of waves.  The sound of  the wind in the t rees.  

The l iv ing is  easy indeed on a warm summer 

af ternoon.  

c a m p f i r e ,  redolent  with woodsmoke and the 

taste of  s 'mores.  The s imple sway of  a  porch 

swing,  c a u g h t  b e t w e e n  t h e  s c e n t  o f  

h o n e y s u c k l e  a n d  t h e  l i g h t s  o f  h o m e .  A cold 

popsicle providing a proper  nightcap to an  

eternal ly  perfect  day.  
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S u m m e r  e v e n i n g s .  The sunset  can be r iot  of  

a lmost  too much color  or  i t  can be a s imple 

pale lemon l ight  that  l ingers l ike the last  note 

of  a  sweet  melody.  In  the gloaming,  there are 

t reats  appropr iate to the season.  The  j a z z  r i f f  

n e o n  l i g h t s  of  a  carnival ,  d iscordant  and 

s l ight ly  t i l ted.  The a n c i e n t  f l i c k e r  o f  a   

Summer is magical , 
intoxicating, and 

enchanting, but the 
glamour of summer 
comes at a price. 

Once the potent ia l  of  the summer solst ice is  

reached in June,  each subsequent  day s t e a l s  

t h e  s e a s o n  a w a y  unt i l ,  b i t  by bi t ,  we are lef t  

wi th a day in mid-September when we real ize 

that  the f lowers of  summer are wither ing,  their  

shr iveled petals  reveal ing the  obsidian bones  

of  the coming winter .   

W i n t e r .  A cold and deadly thing.  The 

ant i thesis  of  summer.  The days are short  and 

the dawn i tsel f  is  late ,  as  i f  the sun i tsel f  is  

loath to r ise and face the chi l l .  The l ight  is  

stark ,  nakedly i l luminat ing the bare branch 

and the windswept ground.  In  the 

monochrome of  brown and white and black,  

green is  a  fading memory.  The h o u n d s  o f  

w i n t e r  -  the cold,  and the gale,  and the bleary 

l ight  -  dr ive us indoors and pin us to the  

warmth of  a crackl ing f i re.  

Yet ,  i t  is  in  the midst  of  the dark of  winter  that  

t h e  p r o m i s e  o f  s u m m e r  i s  m a d e  o n c e  a g a i n .  

The low point  of  the winter  solst ice marks the 

moment when the balance of  the world shi f ts  

once again towards the l ight .  There could be 

no warmth of  a  midsummer’s  day without  the  

The glamour of  summer harkens back to the 

ancient  meaning of  that  word.  Summer is  

magical ,  intoxicat ing,  and enchant ing,  but  l ike 

al l  enchantments ,  the glamour of  summer 

comes at  a  pr ice.  Whi le summer may seem 

eternal ,  i t  is ,  in  fact ,  f leet ing.    
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corresponding cold of  a  midwinter 's  n ight .  

Each is  dependent  on the other  and the world 

is  caught  in  the  swir l  of  their  dance of  

opposi tes .   
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S u m m e r  i s  s w e e t  p r e c i s e l y  b e c a u s e  w i n t e r  

g i v e s  u s  a  c o n t r a s t  t h a t  a l l o w s  u s  t o  b e  a b l e  t o  

s a v o r  t h a t  s w e e t n e s s .  Exper iencing too much 

enchantment makes us unable to appreciate 

the miracle involved in the magic.  That 's  why 

the great  c i rcular  wheel  of  t ime revolves.  We 

need contrast  to understand the promise that  

l ies at  the heart  of  two opposing forces.  

As with seasons,  so too with l i fe .  Each of  us 

faces and exper iences the same dance of  

opposi tes that  we see in the outs ide world.  

O u r  i n n e r  l i g h t  r e f l e c t s  t h e  d a r k  that  is  a lso a 

part  of  each of  us .  Our  abi l i ty  to act  sweet ly  

contrasts  with the sometimes inevi table sour .  

T r u t h  s t r u g g l e s  w i t h  d i s h o n e s t y  in  a l l  of  our  

l ives.  Yet ,  none of  these things are 

absolutes ,  and the existence of  one is  an 

unbreakable promise and proof  that  i ts  

opposi te exists  as wel l .  

There could be no 
warmth of a 

midsummer ’s day 
without the cold of 
a midwinter 's night.

So,  when a season of  personal  darkness 

arr ives at  your  doorstep and al l  of  your  wor ld 

seems  f r o z e n  a n d  c o l d  a n d  p a i n f u l ,  there is  

st i l l  a  l ight .  In  the depth of  the bleakest  

winter ,  under  the snow,  l ies a  seed.  Yes,  the 

seed is  inert ,  s e e m i n g l y  l i fe less.  Yet ,  wi thin 

that  seed l ies a germ,  the p o t e n t i a l  f o r  

s t r e n g t h  a n d  b e a u t y ,  f r a g r a n t  a n d  f i l l e d  w i t h  

l i f e .  Inevi tably ,  the wheel  wi l l  spin.  Winter  wi l l  

melt  away and the warmth of  summer wi l l  

return.  And when i t  does,  the green fuse 

within that  seed wi l l  ignite  and produce 

something wonderful  and unique.  In  the end,  

the wondrous upward spiral  of  l i fe  guarantees 

that  even though some things must  end,  

other  possibi l i t ies are always being born.  

L i fe  wi l l  a lways evolve.   

What  seems l ike the end is ,  in  real i ty ,  a lways a  

n e w  b e g i n n i n g .  And,  in  each of  those endless 

endings and beginnings,  there is  a  lesson to 

take forward into the next  turn of  the wheel .   

https://jandesai.com/


V O L  0 1  I S S U E  1 1 0 6

temperatures,  and the appearance of  the  

s m a l l e s t  b i t  o f  g r e e n .  As we move into our  

most  authent ic l i fe ,  we are able to endure and 

courageously overcome our  darkest  hours 

because we know that  every winter  makes a 

promise.  

And summer is  that  promise kept.  

Unt i l  next  week,

This  movement may not  a lways be  

c o m f o r t a b l e ,  but  i t  is  always necessary.  

Without  the turn of  the wheel ,  wi thout  that  

forward momentum, there is  only  imbalance 

and stasis .  We can become stuck  in  the 

snows of  winter ,  the potent ia l  of  that  inner  

seed wasted.  

Even worse,  we can become becalmed  in  an 

endless summer where,  wi thout  the  c o n t r a s t  

of  winter ,  we become bl ind and disdainful  of  

the bounty that  surrounds us.  

In  the end,  i t  is  th is  beaut i fu l  st ruggle between 

opposi tes that  def ines us.  A  p e r s o n a l  w i n t e r  i s  

s u r v i v a b l e  b e c a u s e  w e  k n o w  t h a t  i t  h a s  a n  

e n d .  Things wi l l  a lways change.  We 

can become aware of  and be grateful  for  the 

smal l  tokens that  speak of  th is  change -  

gradual ly  lengthening days,  moderat ing 

This  is  the promise that  l i fe  wi l l  a lways be 

pushing us into more.  The potent ia l  of  that  

seed cannot  be wasted.  I t  wi l l  receive the 

l ight  and warmth of  the sun.  I t  wi l l  grow.
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