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INTRODUCTION

INTRODUCTION
Dear reader, within these pages lies a bridge toward stillness — a collection born from an intimate dialogue with what endures: nature itself.
This book, titled “Whispers of Nature Through Time,” is not merely a gathering of poems, but an attempt to capture the fleeting and eternal notes that compose the grand symphony of the world.
Through these verses we travel across the immutable cycles of existence — from the vibrant rebirth of spring to the contemplative calm of winter.
We listen to the river’s unending song, witness of forgotten eras; we pause before the brief color of a flower whose momentary splendor contains all beauty.
Here, time is not measured in hours but in the slow erosion of a mountain, in the murmur of an ancient forest, in the soft flutter of a butterfly.
Each poem invites you to pause — to blur the noise of the everyday and tune your ear.
Listen closely, and you’ll discover that the Earth is never silent. She whispers: the secret shared between wind and dry leaf, the truth the moon confides to the waves, the memory held within the texture of a stone.
May this reading serve as both anchor and flight — reminding you that no matter how fast the world advances, a deep and unchanging beauty still beats in the heart of all things.

THE LANDSCAPE

The Time of Nature Has Come
In the temporal cradle where the sun lies low,
the wind hums softly its joyful flow.
Ancient trees whisper secrets to the moon so round,
while rivers of silver sing underground.
Polished stones, keepers of age,
hold in their silence the sorrow of stage.
Flowers of color, fragrant and bright,
kiss the air with the day’s delight.
The forest, deep and vast with grace,
hides creatures tender in its embrace.
The stag moves silent, the owl takes flight —
each being weaving its tale of night.
And when the dusk drapes sky in stars,
the pines fall still, the breeze departs.
Only the cricket’s humble tune
guides the traveler beneath the moon.
Eternal Nature, teacher of birth and end,
you teach the soul how to ascend.
Your beauty divine, both fierce and mild,
awakens the wisdom of the wild.

The Heartbeat of an Ancient Forest
The moss is the carpet where time grows still,
and sap ascends with a patient will.
The trunk knows no hurry, its bark a shield,
awaiting the promise each season yields.
September’s light turns copper and gold,
painting the leaves before the cold.
Winter’s breath comes stealing near,
shortening days, silencing cheer.
The brook now sings with a colder voice,
dragging the leaves that once made noise.
And the bird migrates toward warmer skies,
carrying songs where the sunlight lies.
Yet beneath the frost, the earth still breathes,
guarding a power no eye perceives.
For all the field and plain do know:
after the rest, life fiercely grows.
In roots so deep, the cycle hides,
each ending a birth that time provides.
In winter’s calm, the strength remains,
to bloom once more when spring regains.

THE SEA

I Seek the Sea and the Sand
The empty shore receives the foam,
the sea erases what man has sown.
A fleeting footprint, a castle of sand,
dissolved by water’s commanding hand.
The song of the lighthouse, lone and true,
guides lost souls through the darkened blue.
The gull cries high with a salted plea,
as the horizon turns to metal at sea.
Here, time is nothing but endless tide —
the pulse of waves that live and die.
The soul feels small, yet free to roam,
adrift in the deep, its eternal home.
Each wave speaks with ancient breath,
of fish, of wrecks, of life and death.
And as you leave, you understand —
each journey fades like prints in sand.

Sand and Salt in My Sea
There are no waves of salt, yet a sea immense,
where every dune hides a timeless sense.
The sun — a judge, relentless, still,
bakes the clay with sovereign will.
The wind combs dunes with fiery hands,
erasing the trace of passing sands.
Here the horizon knows no wall,
and the soul confronts its all.
The evening light turns gold to flame,
ochre and amber without a name.
And when the night unveils her veil,
each star burns bright — serene and pale.
Silence grows dense, unspoken and near,
a vast emptiness that conquers fear.
For the desert demands a sacred pause,
revealing its truth, its ancient laws.

THE SEASONS

Fire in My Autumn
The mountain ignites — no smoke, no flame,
but the last great splendor the maple proclaims.
Crimson rages, gold burns bright,
a farewell ablaze in fading light.
Leaves resist with a solar will,
though fate already drives them still.
A dance of shadows upon the ground,
a ritual of death where peace is found.
The mountain breathes a colder breeze,
yet the eye is dazzled by this fierce disease.
Before white silence muffles the hue,
the earth bestows its fiery view.
It is time to keep strength in the chest,
to watch the forest’s parting fest.
A burning canvas — God’s own sign —
that beauty dwells where things decline.

Praise to the Summer Rain
It is not the storm, but the tender grace
the sky bestows when the sun gives way.
The steaming road receives its kiss,
and air grows sweet in sudden bliss.
A scent of earth revives the soul,
the green returns, the light turns whole.
Leaves lift their faces, parched and still,
to drink the gift the clouds distill.
The steady murmur on the roof
is lullaby and sacred proof.
The window weeps its crystal tears,
washing the haste of fleeting years.
The afternoon stretches, calm and long,
the spirit rediscovers song.
Rain is the truce, the vow of love,
between the soil and skies above.

Song to Spring, Awaited Still
The sun returns with gentler flame,
awakening all from winter’s claim.
Spring arrives — a sigh of hue,
the season of promise, bright and new.
The fields are painted in vibrant green,
and every bud holds a dream unseen.
Almond trees wear robes of rose and white,
while life itself sings in sheer delight.
The air is perfumed with jasmine’s grace,
and rivers run through woodland space.
Butterflies weave across the sky,
with velvet wings that softly fly.
Birds come home with songs unbound,
nesting hope where peace is found.
It’s time for sowing, joy and cheer,
the season that ends the frozen year.
The light grows long, invites the way,
and every sprout begins to say:
Spring is magic — rebirth and bloom,
the poem of youth, dispelling gloom.

Melancholy and Stillness of Winter
Winter arrives with breath of gray,
its frost adorns the fields’ decay.
The sun retreats, its warmth now small,
the nights grow deep — a silent call.
Snow descends in whispered grace,
clothing the trees in pale embrace.
Bare branches reach toward silver sky,
while the world lies still as dreams drift by.
The wind tells tales of time delayed,
and hearths burn bright where hearts are laid.
It is the hour for home and rest,
where spirit seeks the fire’s nest.
Frost paints on glass its fleeting art,
and silence hums within the heart.
Nature waits with endless might,
trusting the cold to guard the light.
Winter is calm before the new,
the art of pausing, wise and true.
Beneath the gray, a beauty deep —
the earth prepares its hidden leap.
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THE NIGHT
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Path of the Night

The sand grows cold, the fire subsides,
and the sky unfolds its starry tides.
Music drifts from a distant sphere,
heard by the soul that learns to hear.
The traces of day are swept away,
and only faith can light the way.
The moon, a lamp of polished bone,
guides the traveler moving alone.
No map, no guide, just heaven wide,
and echoes of thought that time denied.
Here, the borders of time erase,
and ancient fears dissolve in space.
The desert at night becomes the sea,
where mind and spirit wander free.
A sacred place, where shadows cease,
and one meets one’s inner peace.

The Mirror of the Wandering Night

Night keeps her counsel, her faithful art,
the sea obeys her patient heart.
She is no flame, no golden light,
yet silver shines upon the night.
A disc of bone, forever changed,
the dog howls low, its mind estranged.
Sometimes a crescent, a silk-white claw,
that climbs the cypress, stills all awe.
She measures silence, dream, and birth,
the cradle and grave that circle Earth.
The wanderer follows her argent line,
believing her gaze defines his sign.
She is memory of time untold,
the calm that never grows old.
The eternal traveler, hollow and bright,
keeper of melancholy’s light.

My Harvest and the Tormenting Cycle

It is not a jewel in the sky’s adorn,
but the hidden rule by which life is born.
She weaves the rhythm of ebb and rise,
the pulse of life beneath the skies.
The moon of sowing, the moon of sea,
the watcher of fruit and destiny.
Under her guard, the seed will rest,
while the hunter waits for forest’s test.
She waxes, wanes, commands the tide,
teaching that loss and birth coincide.
The mage invokes her, the poet calls,
her shadow guiding through night’s halls.
Ancient compass, Earth’s own clock,
keeper of cycles none can mock.
Her pull reminds us we must flow,
to fall, to rise, and onward go.

HE MOON AND THE STARS

Lunar Solitude Accompanies Me

A crater of frost, of silence and dust,
a face untouched by warmth or trust.
It floats through blackness, cold and bare,
a sphere of patience adrift in air.
No color, no song, no breeze to sway,
only reflection in silver array.
Look closer — its peace profound,
a stoic vow, without a sound.
No refuge shields it from cosmic rain,
yet still it turns, composed in pain.
It spins in duty, calm, austere,
bearing the sun’s old wound sincere.
And so we love it — distant, severe,
a mute witness bright and clear.
Proof that one can still endure,
with silent grace, through loss obscure.

The Sanctuary Falls to Darkness

Velvet curtain, softly drawn,
the world grows still, the rush is gone.
Light withdraws, the day takes leave,
and shadows whisper what hearts believe.
Night is the temple where noise departs,
the mind drifts free of worldly charts.
Hours stretch deep, unbound by clocks,
while truth emerges from secret stocks.
The sky becomes a well of ink,
where memory stirs and souls may think.
What sun concealed, the moon reveals,
the naked truth the

The Stellar Guardians Appear


Urban Vigil
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