Seeking Soul
	Kit Dwyer, August 2024


Perhaps it is in the first minutes of being outside to discover the nature of the day.
Perhaps it is in the alluring calls of the Loons, bickering Blue Jays, tittering Titmouse, chattering Chickadee, or whapping Woodpecker. 
Perhaps it is in the Nuthatch tight flitters to grab a bug or a cautious sip of pooled water in the tree trunk hole.
Perhaps it is on the back of the Eagle circling above, or the glimpse of the moon on its journey of change. 
Perhaps it is in the moments. When our eyes sparkled to greet each other. When I stroked your soft fur and gazed into your eyes as we kept our ritual of play and eat. 
Perhaps it is in the places. Where your tongue brushed my skin. Where you leaned against me.  
Perhaps it is in the clatter of stubborn leaves at the end of dark branches, or in the wave’s fall back from splashes on rock, like people talking. 
Perhaps it is under the surface. Where fish and turtle swim over your ball that rolled out of sight.  
Perhaps I find your soul nestled under my rib. Where I heed your warm, hopeful lessons.   

