The Story

Like a river the story flows.

From a starting point,

Seen only once.

To each microcosm of the day.

The story never ends,

For it branches with every word,

Forks with every sound.

Speak to someone,

And the story now flows with them.

Shake a hand,

They are now part of the story.

And so it goes,

Always flowing,

Never ending.

Continuous as the cycle of the sun.

Endless as the seasons.

At times as silent as a snowfall,

Loud as a waterfall.

Gentle as a spring breeze,

Harsh as a fall storm.

As up and down as the waves,

Of the oceans.

As flat as the Texas plains.

That is the story,

Of Life.

One united starting point.

With no end,

Ever.

All are affected by it,

United by it,

Connected from it.

This is the story we all share.

A good read no doubt,

For, from each mouth

Comes the same tale,

Just a different view.

Perhaps a different tongue.

Dream stealer
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