Still silence fills the morning misty air. A glint of light peers above the horizon, and brightens the big black mirror by the old oak tree. The mirror gradually fills up with orange and yellow, painted by the sun as it floats up like a hot air balloon. The light from the mirror does not reflect, but instead, it leaks out and passes it on to the oak tree, showing the trunk where I had once drawn my heart my heart with my muddy fingers. Like the snake, it's warming glow creeped up further, and gave llife to the big old tree. Now from a distance, I can see its branches growing...leaves...flowers. While in the midst of peace and stillness, the morning breathed on every living creature, and they wake up from the pitch dark midnight cold. What once looked like a sea of little waving arms in the wind, had turned into green leaves hanging with fresh glistening dew drops that look like sparkling diamonds. A gentle, subtle tweeting noise came from the big oak, and it's harmony echoed through the sky. Mist evaporated into thin air to give a sweet wall of light blue sailed by clouds of candy floss, all tinted with an edge of yellow orange. My surrounding was touched by God's hands like the light, and it was filled with the delicate designs of Mother Nature. The Southern wind - came by just in time to whip up the summer heat, creating a lovely, comforting mixture of warm breeze. Like two caring hands, it gently strokes past my cheeks, and runs past my back before carrying on its swift journey. A tinkling feeling slowly ran down the side of my arm as I lay in the grass on my stomach. It was a tiny crawling red spot - a ladybug, busy scuttling around for a place of shelter and warm. No sounds came about apart from the occasional sweet chirping of that little grey bird, eye-browed with a dash of white. I picked up my pair of binoculars, and extended my sight all the way to the mirror.. It is now translucent, covered with a layer of yellow reflection. Rythmic ripples grew on the surface, breaking the reflection of light, allowing me to catch a glimpse of the fish that dives underneath. I lay down those binoculars, and turned onto my back with ease. As I reach for my worn strawn hat to cover my face I can smell the familiar scent of my black-and-white cat. Purring, she gently pushes her head up against my cheek, sharing the company and sense of affection we have had for five years. Her soft, cotton-like fur brushed under my chin and neck, soothing my skin and body, helping me to relax. The two of us lay down with all fours pointing towards the sky, catching the sunshine ~ the sunshine that connects us with the rest of our Nature, blending us into the picture of our universe.

- by Emily Ting
