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Dancing alone in our garden, Nana spun and laughed as her feet darkened from the rich, 

wet soil. Dropping my school bag, I raced to her, throwing off my shoes and socks. My smile 

reaching all the way to my toes. 

We clasped hands as we spun endlessly. Falling to the ground, laughter filled the air, 

mingling with the sweet perfume of the wildflowers. Speaking quietly as she held my face, 

“This, my dear, is what life is about. It isn’t lived in books; it's lived in little moments like this.” 

I sat up and glanced at my bookbag. Torn. She turned my face to hers. “Release your soul 

for a little longer. Feel the sunlight on your face, inhale this moment in time,” she said as she 

gently lay me down again. 

In time, my head cleared as I tilted it ever upward. “Don’t be confined by books and four 

walls, sway with the gentle breeze. Greet the buzzing bee. Touch the flowers as their petals open, 

ever reaching for the sun.  Hear the songbird’s lament. Smell the rich soil. Feel the warmth of the 

sun. They have all been waiting just for you.”  Silently, hands held tight, we lay as time seemed 

to slow. 

As I sat up, the air around me swirled, tickling my nose. It was then that I realized Nana 

had gone. Soaring amongst the clouds, arms flung wide. Her curly hair swaying this way and that 

while she laughed with boundless delight. No doubt, greeting birds as they passed. Taking in the 

sun, as long as it lasted. 

Smiling wryly, I watched a bee wiggling with delight for its sweet nectar treat. Listening 

to the chatter of the songbirds, I realized that I had never heard anything so lyrical before. 

Smelling the richness of the soil mixed with the sweet perfume of the flower bed, I took a slow, 

deep breath. 
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With my senses now truly awakened, I stood. Arms stirring the soft, gentle breeze as my 

face soaked in the sun’s rays. Swaying with the tall wildflowers, breathing in my surroundings, I 

smiled.  

And yes, I thought everything else could wait as I savored my moment in time. 
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