The respect for the flowers, and the wind in the trees.
The feeling of the grass on your bare feet as a cool gust of wind blows is unlike any other.
Or the overgrown garden that hasn’t been tended to since last year’s sun.
The times we begged our dads not to run over the small patch of dandelions in the corner of the
yard.
And the feeling of eating a small snack under the maple tree, with leaves dancing to the music
the sky provides
The pain we felt when the small purple flower gets stomped on, but the relief when it grows back
every year, never truly leaving us.
The guitar strumming along the wind as the squirrel runs past.
When the birds chirp at six O’clock, and the butterflies emerge from the chrysalis, spreading
their wings for the first time, letting the world see their colors.
The trickling of the creek as water flows down the cool feeling rocks.
And all the frogs that made our mother scream.
Climbing the tree with our book in hand, containing a whole other world, feeling on top of the
world.
The rainy days we would dread, but be grateful for the muddy earth and the clear puddles that
collected in the ditch.
Or when you rolled down the car windows and felt the wind ripple through the vehicle.
The sweet smells of the bonfires people set.
And only when you step outside, and see the purple flower that time has allowed to survive.
And the cool grass under your feet, the patch of dandelions in the corner of the yard. And the
maple tree that has survived many climbings, and the shade it provided with the dancing leaves,
is when you realize that it was always there, waiting for you to return, waiting for the blanket to
be set down, waiting for the softly strumming guitar.
Because it never really left.

