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I did not expect the land to speak—
not in any voice I had been taught to hear,
not in thunder rolling down a sermon aisle,
not in the careful cadence of a practiced prayer.
It began instead with silence,
the kind that stretches long enough
to make you aware of your own breathing,
your own restless hands,
your own smallness.
I had come there carrying noise—
the clatter of days stacked too tightly,
the brittle echo of words said and unsaid,
the quiet, gnawing hunger for something
I could not name.
The world I knew was loud with wanting,
louder still with pretending—
and I was tired of both.
So I walked.

The ground was firm beneath me,
not unkind, not yielding,
but certain.
Each step met resistance,
a steady answer to my weight,
as if to say:
You are here.
You are held.
You are not falling, even if you feel you are.
At first, I thought that was all—
just dirt, just stone, just a path
worn by others who had passed through
without leaving their names behind.
But the longer I walked,
the more the quiet shifted,
like a curtain lifting in slow, deliberate hands.
The wind moved first.
It brushed against my face
like a question I had been avoiding.
Not sharp, not demanding,
but persistent.
It threaded through the grasses,
lifting their green voices
into a soft, endless conversation.
And I began to hear it.

Not words—not at first.
More like meaning pressed into motion,
like truth carried on the back of air.
The land did not rush to explain itself.
It did not bend to my impatience.
Instead, it waited—
for me to slow,
for me to soften,
for me to become quiet enough
to understand.
I sat down where the hill opened wide,
where the sky spilled itself without apology,
where nothing was hidden
and nothing needed to be.
The earth beneath me was warm,
holding the memory of sunlight.
I pressed my palm into it,
half expecting nothing,
half hoping for everything.
And that is when it began.

A stillness deeper than silence
settled around me,
and in it, something spoke.
Not in sound,
but in knowing.
You belong here.

The words did not come from outside—
they rose from within,
as if the land had found a doorway
in my own chest
and stepped through.
I tried to argue.
I tried to measure it against what I knew,
against all the reasons I had learned
to doubt,
to question,
to keep my distance from wonder.
But the land did not argue back.
It simply remained—
steady, patient,
unchanged by my uncertainty.
I looked out across the fields,
the long stretch of green and gold,
the slow bending of trees
that had learned the language of wind
long before I was born.
They did not strive.
They did not reach beyond their nature.
And yet, they grew—
toward light,
toward sky,
toward something greater
without ever leaving the ground.
God is good,
the land seemed to say,
not as a declaration shouted from above,
but as a truth woven into everything below.
Good in the way the soil receives the rain
without complaint.
Good in the way the roots dig deep
even when the surface is dry.
Good in the way the seasons turn—
not always gentle,
not always easy,
but always faithful.
I thought of my own life—
how I had chased brightness
and feared the dark,
how I had mistaken comfort for blessing,
and struggle for absence.
But the land did not divide itself that way.

It held both—
the fertile and the barren,
the bloom and the decay,
the beginning and the ending—
as parts of the same whole.
Nothing wasted.
Nothing without purpose.
Even the fallen leaves,
crisp and forgotten underfoot,
were becoming something new—
feeding the soil
that would one day feed the roots
that would one day lift another tree
toward the sky.
I felt something shift inside me—
not sudden, not dramatic,
but real.
A loosening.

As if I had been holding my breath
for years
without realizing it,
and only now
was I learning how to let it go.
The land spoke again,
this time clearer,
as if it trusted me
to hear it now.
You are not separate.

I looked at my hands,
dust traced along the lines of my skin,
earth marking me
as surely as I had marked it.
I had spent so long
imagining myself apart—
an observer,
a wanderer,
someone passing through.
But here, in this quiet,
that illusion fell away.
I was part of it.
Always had been.
The same breath that moved the wind
filled my lungs.
The same sun that warmed the ground
touched my face.
The same unseen rhythm
that guided the turning of seasons
beat quietly within my chest.
God is good,
not because life is easy,
the land whispered,
but because life is given—
again and again,
in ways both small and vast.
A bird called out in the distance,
its voice sharp and certain,
cutting through the stillness
like a note placed exactly
where it needed to be.
I listened—really listened—
and for the first time,
I did not try to translate it
into something familiar.
I let it be what it was:
a sound,
a presence,
a piece of the whole.
And in that letting go,
I understood something I hadn’t before.
Not everything needs to be explained
to be true.
The land did not hand me answers
wrapped in neat conclusions.
It did not solve my questions
or map out my path.
Instead, it offered something quieter—
a grounding,
a returning,
a reminder.
You are held.

I closed my eyes,
and the darkness behind them
was not empty.
It was full—
of memory,
of breath,
of something steady and enduring
that did not depend on my understanding.
I thought of all the times
I had felt lost,
all the moments
when the world seemed too much,
too sharp,
too uncertain.
And yet—
I was still here.
Still breathing.
Still standing.
Still capable of hearing
the land speak.
God is good,
I said then—
not as something I had been told,
but as something I had felt.
The words settled differently
when they came from that place—
not heavy,
not forced,
but rooted.
Like they belonged.

The wind shifted again,
cooler now,
carrying with it the scent of something distant—
water, perhaps,
or the promise of rain.
Change was coming.
It always is.
But the land did not fear it.
It did not cling to what had been
or resist what would be.
It simply continued—
steadfast in its being,
open to what came next.
I stood slowly,
feeling the weight of my body
in a new way—
not as a burden,
but as a connection.
Each step I took
felt different now—
not lighter,
but more certain.
As if the ground beneath me
had not changed,
but I had.
I walked back the way I had come,
but the path did not feel the same.
The grasses still moved in the wind,
the trees still bent and swayed,
the sky still stretched wide and endless—
but now,
I noticed.
Not just with my eyes,
but with something deeper.
The land had spoken,
and in listening,
I had become part of its language.
I did not carry all the answers with me—
only fragments,
only impressions,
only a quiet knowing
that would take time to unfold.
But that was enough.

More than enough.

Because the truth was not something
I needed to grasp all at once.
It was something I could return to—
again and again,
like the turning of seasons,
like the rhythm of breath,
like the steady, patient voice
of the land itself.
And as I walked,
I held onto one thing—
simple,
unshaken,
true:
God is good.

Not only in the moments of light,
but in the shadows that shape it.
Not only in the answers,
but in the questions that lead us deeper.
Not only in the stillness,
but in the movement that calls us forward.
The land had not changed who I was—
but it had reminded me
of who I had always been.
And in that remembering,
there was peace.
Not loud,
not overwhelming,
but steady—
like the earth beneath my feet,
like the breath in my lungs,
like the quiet, enduring truth
that had been there all along,
waiting to be heard.
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FLOWING WATERS, WHERE I LEARNED TO DIE
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I came to the water
not to be comforted,
but because I was tired
of carrying myself.
The river did not greet me.
It did not part or pause
or offer a name for what I felt.
It moved—
unceasing, unbothered—
as if my arrival
changed nothing at all.
At first, I resented it.

I wanted recognition,
some sign that my breaking mattered,
that the ache I carried
would be seen and answered.
But the water kept moving,
silver over stone,
curling around obstacles
without argument,
without apology.
I stood at its edge
and listened.
Not for words—
I had already filled myself with those—
but for something deeper,
something that did not require
my understanding
to be true.
The current spoke in motion,
in surrender,
in a language that did not cling.
And slowly,
I began to understand:
The river survives
because it does not try to keep itself.
I stepped closer.

The bank gave way beneath my foot,
soft and uncertain,
and for a moment
I thought I might fall.
But even that—
even that fear—
felt like part of the invitation.
Come further,
the water seemed to say,
but not as you are.
I hesitated.

Because I knew
what it meant.
To come to the water
is to risk being changed.
To risk being undone
in ways you cannot control.
And I had spent so long
building myself—
piece by careful piece—
a structure of defenses,
a language of survival,
a version of me
that could endure
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