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​Introduction: Let the Wild Whisper
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Before the root, before the wave, the wind,
The earth was speaking softly from within.
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In stone and ash, in river, frost, and flame,
It called each living thing by secret name.
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The forests breathe in shadows, bark, and light,
The deserts guard what vanished from our sight.
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The oceans keep the tears of time and tide,
While mountains lift the soul where heavens hide.
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The grasslands open thought beyond the far,
The wetlands mirror who we truly are.
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The ice preserves what memory cannot hold,
The fire below makes broken spirits bold.
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So enter now where every silence speaks,
And hear the truths the restless wild still seeks.
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​Forest
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The Language of Bark and Shadow
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Beneath the bark the old roots softly croon,
They murmur secrets to the silver moon.
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In woven dark where patient shadows glade,
The elder pines repeat what time has made.
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Through buried veins their silent warnings flow,
From root to root where only stillness knows.
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Each cedar bends beneath the starlit sky,
To share the truths that never fully die.
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The oaks remember storms of wind and fire,
And pass them down like breath from choir to choir.
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No tree beneath the canopy’s alone,
Its pulse still beats through earth and living stone.
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So bark and shadow speak in hidden time,
The forest turns their breath to sacred rhyme.
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Where the Ferns Remember
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Where fallen leaves sink deep in earthen bed,
The ferns unfold where older seasons bled.
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They cradle names the forest will not keep,
Yet hold them still in roots that wander deep.
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Each frond uncurls like fingers made of grace,
And brushes time across the darkened place.
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The rain returns to wake what once lay still,
Old whispers rising soft beneath the hill.
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In every rot there stirs a hidden birth,
A green remembrance breathing through the earth.
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The past lies warm beneath the moss and rain,
Then blooms again through sorrow, loss, and pain.
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So every step upon the forest floor,
Awakes the ghosts of all who came before.
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Canopy Cathedral
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The redwoods rise like pillars carved from stone,
Their towering silence crowns the woods alone.
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Through emerald glass the golden sunbeams pour,
Like holy fire spilled across the floor.
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Each branch becomes an arch of living grace,
A vaulted hymn suspended over space.
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The hush beneath them stills the restless mind,
As if the wind itself has turned benign.
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The moss below becomes a velvet pew,
Where earth and spirit meet in shaded dew.
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No priest is here, no hand has shaped this spire,
Yet every leaf still lifts the soul up higher.
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I stand beneath their blessing, small yet whole,
While filtered light pours mercy through my soul.
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Lichen’s Slow Gospel
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On weathered bark and stone it learns to stay,
A patient hymn that time cannot dismay.
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It asks no sunlit field, no fertile ground,
Yet builds its quiet kingdom all around.
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In muted green it writes its tender creed,
That life grows slow wherever hearts still heed.
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Each fragile bloom upon the granite’s face,
Becomes a testament to stubborn grace.
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The storms may lash, the bitter winters press,
Still lichen answers hardship with its yes.
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It clings through years no mortal hand can trace,
And turns bare ruin into sacred space.
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So let me learn from what the ages show,
That strength need never hurry still to grow.
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A Root for Every Memory
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Beneath the oak where childhood laughter stayed,
The roots still hold the paths our footsteps made.
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Each buried thread of sorrow, joy, and name,
Runs through the soil yet never fades the same.

––––––––
[image: ]


A father’s voice still lingers in the pine,
A mother’s warmth still lives in cedar’s line.
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The years may strip the branches bare with snow,
Yet deeper still the oldest memories grow.
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Each place we loved sends tendrils through the ground,
In every ring the ghosts of home are found.
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The forest keeps what time cannot destroy,
Our grief, our love, our innocence, our joy.
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So every root that twists beneath my feet,
Returns the ones I lost in whispers sweet.
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Mosslight
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A green hush gathers where the shadows sleep,
And spills its glow through hollows dark and deep.
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The forest floor breathes softly under light,
A muted flame that turns the dimness bright.
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Each stone is dressed in velvet, cool and slow,
As if the earth itself has learned to glow.
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The fallen limbs wear emerald like a crown,
Where silent grace keeps every sorrow down.
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No sound is lost, it settles in the green,
Half lived in memory, half in waking dream.
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Here life still stirs beneath the quiet air,
In whispered roots and spores that linger there.
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So let me rest where all things fade to light,
And breathe the moss that turns the dark to bright.
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​Desert
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Bones Beneath the Dunes
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Beneath the dunes lie remnants lost to time,
Their fractured shapes made sacred by the climb.
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The wind moves slow across the buried dead,
And smooths the names from every silent bed.
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Old bones once carried breath through flesh and fire,
Now rest below the sun’s unyielding pyre.
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The sand remakes what sorrow could not keep,
And folds the broken further into sleep.
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Each grain becomes a keeper of the past,
Reshaping grief through tempests fierce and fast.

––––––––
[image: ]


What once was feared is weathered into grace,
A vanished life erased without a trace.
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Yet still beneath the dunes their stories stay,
Waiting for wind to speak them back one day.
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