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A beautiful gray sky

One of my favorite memories is one that is brief with little details. It was at a time when I still woke up early. Me and another person had arrived by a river, just after the sun had begun to come up. It was a rainy morning, so it was a bit chilly. I didn't mind though. The air was refreshing and helped wake me up more.

We walked along the water and talked about random, mundane things. We watched the ducks swim and some geese honk at each other. I guess you could say we had a calm, and somewhat silly morning. What stuck out most to me though, was the sky. The light gray clouds were illuminated by the newly risen sun.

I love the rain and thunderstorms,and a gray sky usually relaxes me. This was different though. It was as if the sky with its beautiful gray color was telling me to be calm not just because it was the start of my day, but so I could take in every ounce of that moment. I think honestly it was predicting the future.It was letting me know that while there would be things coming that would break my heart, there would still be moments I could look back at and know I smiled. 
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Knickknacks and other fun things 

You learn a lot about yourself when you're allowed to be yourself. When you can explore things without criticism or worse, someone thinking they gave you all of your ideas, you can finally find out who you really are. I was finally able to do this after I moved to Minnesota. 

I had loved going to thrift stores before I moved, but had gone much more afterwards. Flea markets were also a must go when I could. I was now in a space that was my own, and I was going to decorate it as such. 

Once at a thrift store, I found a coffee cup that had pictures of pigs working out with a pink inside. I thought it was adorable. That began my coffee cup collection. I had been a coffee and tea drinker for years but never had a collection like that. After a few years I ended up with at least forty cups. Some had cartoon characters on them, some had funny sayings and some were even shaped like different things like fish. 
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I also started collecting random knickknacks and pictures. Some of it was things I already had prior interest in such owls, cats, or t.v. shows. I found a clear glass llama figure and bought it because I like llamas and thought it looked cool.
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I saw a figure of a carousel horse and thought it looked so pretty, I bought it, and eventually bought another one. That's what I mean when I say, you discover who you really are when you're allowed to be who you really are. I like cute and pretty things. At one time though, I would've just gotten what people expected me to. I would've stayed within the interests they approved of. But not anymore. 
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Be like the seasons 

I want to be like the seasons

Change when I need to

But never forget what makes

Me unique. 

I want to be like winter

Sweet like a cup of  hot chocolate on a snowy day, but a blizzard of thoughts and opinions when I need to be.

I want to be like spring.

Always bringing a fresh start and the hope of good things to come.

I want to be like summer.

Warm,fun,and adventurous. 

I want to be like autumn. 

Celebrating much needed change but never losing myself in the process.

I want to be light and dark.

I want to be gentle and powerful. 

I want to be like the seasons. 

––––––––
[image: ]

[image: ]

Mountains 

One of the best things about being a writer is learning new words. One of my favorite words that I learned, sometime probably in the early 2020s, is hyperphantasia. For those that do not know, hyperphantasia is when a person has a very strong imagination. When I say strong imagination, I'm not talking about just being a good storyteller. For example, I'm talking about remembering the smell of fresh baked cookies so strongly it's like you just took them out of the oven for real. It's remembering not only the words
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