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The best encounters are unexpected. When you don’t have time to prepare, overthink, or overanalyze, but must react in real time. Lisa and I were new to our Florida home, perhaps in the first year. We were enjoying an afternoon game of golf at Briarwood, a popular par-3 course, and were near the end of our nine holes. We put our clubs away after the eighth, jumped into our cart, and started for the final hole. Thankfully, the path was shaded from the hot afternoon sun. Up ahead stood a copse of trees, and a curious sight presented itself: a group of people gathered around one of the live oaks, staring up into its long, full branches.
We stopped, of course. The sight of so many people staring up drew us in, and who can resist the urge to find out what is the object of their attention? How many high school pranks involve just that, staring up at the ceiling to see how many people could be fooled into looking?
We didn’t see them at first. We didn’t see anything except the twisted, gnarly leaf-covered branches typical of a live oak. But we persisted. Something had these people mesmerized. Finally, Lisa asked someone. She is always the one to ask, never shy about talking to strangers, unlike me, who could be stranded in a crowded elevator for hours without saying a word.
An older man, whom I saw now had a camera with a long lens, answered. 
“There are three owlets up there. Follow the main trunk and on the fourth branch, look left.” 
And there they were. Three white puffs, owlets, roundish, not looking like birds at all but more like fat feather dusters. We didn’t see their parents. The little birds didn’t move except for small, almost imperceptible head movements. We stared. It didn’t make any sense to try to take a picture with a cell phone, and it would have detracted from the moment anyway. Life is not meant to be experienced through the viewfinder of a camera, or on a screen, small or large. 
The world fell silent. I didn’t hear other golfers, or carts buzzing by, or the rustle of leaves as the gentle breeze whistled through them, or the sound of my breath. I didn’t take my eyes off the small, vulnerable birds, little bundles of downy feathers, almost impossibly white. Their little eyes and beaks that nearly disappeared into their feathers. Hole number nine and the game ceased to exist.
Silence is not found in the absence of sound, but rather, in an intensity of focus. I do not know how long we were there. Time was not relevant. There was only the birds and I, having our unexpected encounter, experiencing life outside of the constraints of time. 
