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Feeling the Origin

Sitting down all around, I feel the movement of our mother Earth. Every leaf, every blossomed flower of beauty, every stain of grass…is precious. Close your eyes, listen to her, do you hear mother Earth? The birds chirping, the soothing wind blowing, do you hear the concord chimes of nature? I believe through the soul of nature and our Earth’s origin, once one closes their eyes, then god is truly listening. The intricate designs of the old willow tree in the woods, oh how beautiful are the engravings made by our higher spirit, as I watch and as I listen and as I observe my surroundings of this land of radiant bliss, I feel a center of oneness and peaceful tranquility with everything and all. Forget about your past and all your worries in the world, hear the song of the wind as it flows and glides through the uniquely arranged trees and leaves of colors in the various assortments. Bring yourself back home, to options and choices, one must be his own, to be independent and able to withstand the difficult hardships of the modern world of today, now as 2007. Too many distractions, too many games, too many hurts, and too many same same…same are the disappointments, same are the pains, be one with the universe and come back to your roots. Like a melody, the symphony of sweet birds are singing, singing not in unison, for unison is a weary and the quality of their bizarre and unique little tune that is so perfectly out of order, is only harmonious to my birthed ears; but there is a deeper sense of this embraced song, and not only the song but the trees, the grass, the dirt which beneath the grass lays. All of the components concord on this Earth will stay, for it is up to us, our kind, to cherish our god given Earth and to seize all the days he so wishes to grant, for we, the inexperienced people, are not the master’s of life and death. Although, although, theirs is always some hope of significance for us. I believe we are all under the same hope and can all be saved, it is only through the wonders of the green lands that which can bring the people back to their core. Between one and the soils of this ground, and between one and the troubles of the city sounds, there ought to be a transparent answer. The best way to keep down and to come true to one is to stay down and to listen. Yearn for the basics and simplicities of this world and  dedicate oneself to her and him, give thanks too, for, without them, there would be one of nothingness. Listen to your heart, do you hear it sing, listen to the instinct of love say everything. Through god’s love and affection and through the still, undisturbed, quiet and serene journey one will take through nature, one can only feel the compassion and the will to survive and to be on with all.

People Coming to Nature

Small are all the people of the globe, when come face to face in the eyes of nature, feelings of smallness and insignificance are in my thoughts, yet knowing that the connection of us, when really in focus, is so much more immensely greater and is well worth the unimportance thought. The entire time, knowing not one of any of us have complete and total control over the happenings in gods decision…scary and deep, still, I ponder and am brought back to calm and pulchritude of the blue sky above our heads at day. Feeling the grass, the sand, the dirt, the gravel, the mud, fallen tree, whatever the substance he put there, I feel the most exhilarating sensation. I close my eyes and open my senses, not only, but even I open the deep depths of my soul, and I feel the squish or the little particles between my toes and on the souls of my course and worn feet. I love knowing truly and really that when I am in the presence of not just nature but am presently attentive in nature and in focus, that when I close my eyes, and through this, I feel the most unite with all and everyone. This experience is honestly difficult to describe, but the elaborate rush and feeling of security and faith and love all on one emotion, I can only hope and dream for the best, because to live without hope, faith or essentially without optimism not only for one’s self but for all, is to not fully live at all, and to live without the absorption and observation of the grounds and colorful beauty of this radiant and awesome planet in one heart, is not worth living at all. Maybe then, through he will of ones own desire, then will one turn to the Earth and hear her sing.
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