1. Nature’s Contemplation

We hold on to anticipation like the final strum on guitar songs. And then clap. 
Jazz is the language. I call her hair style  sun rays, so are suns afraid to shine?
Why does love seem to always be one hitch hiking motion away from hate?
I seek the answer by searching my inner realities on a journey that made the destination an illusion.
I am a traveler on a journey of journals, with words paving paths. 
I am here for the taking.
Can the dominant ego become submissive to the spirit that has created it?
Can the security system of our comfort zones get bypassed?
Will nature get the last laugh?
How ironic, that the pencils made out of trees are used to draw wrinkles on their carbon composites that exhale carbon into the breathing oxygen tank.
Do generations of the past exist in one continuous moment?
Will our tears ever become antiques? Our bones become dust?
Can memories solidify? Can the invisible become tangible?
Do birds sing sad songs about broken wings?
Does chess play itself?
Are we grandmasters of black and white duality realities?
Are we too afraid to live in the gray because it reminds us of our own shadows?
We use human bodies as backdrops and use our eyes to project the movie of our choice.
Do words lose value when nobody is willing to pay for them?
With a second to go, I jump.
You see the birds are not just birds. They are the opera singers of nature’s translations.
And the trees are not just trees. They are God’s fingertips reminiscing of yoga births.
The dirt is not just dirt. They are the left over ashes of numerous clay sculptures, which were strong enough to contain souls, but couldn’t outlive emotions. 
The leaves are not just leaves. They are paintbrush fill-ins of beauty going the extra mile.
And the air isn’t just air. It is the sigh of relief that regardless if things are getting better or worse, at least they’re getting somewhere…
Change is all that nature understands; as the river of life cleanses the potential of our dreams.
Do trees ever envy the birds that land on them for flying?
Do lakes ever get lonely and have dreams of turning into rivers?
Would flies appreciate the sunset if they knew they were only going to see it once?
Would you appreciate this life if you knew you were only going to live it once?
You are surrounded by spirits.
Welcome to the show.
