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I KNOW THE WIND BLOWS 
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I was born without a cradle,

without the first cry breaking glass in a hospital window.

I was born when a mountain decided it could not remain

a mountain anymore

and leaned into the sky with its full weight.

I was born when rivers learned their names by tearing them

into stone.

I was born when thunder realized it did not need permission

to speak.

I am the force of nature.

Not the kind painted politely on postcards—

no gentle sunrise framed by trees—

but the kind that arrives early and leaves nothing

where a sentence once stood.

Listen:

I have no hands, yet everything bears my fingerprints.

I have no mouth, yet I speak in collapsed bridges,

in trees split clean down the middle like choices.

I do not ask whether you are ready.

Readiness is a human myth.

I move because motion is what happens

when holding still becomes unbearable.



At first, I believed myself immortal.

Why wouldn’t I?

The wind never apologized for returning.

The sea never wrote a will.

Stars died nightly and called it business as usual.

I mistook repetition for eternity.

I learned early how to arrive violently.

How to stand up inside a storm and let roofs resign.

How to step once and make a fault line remember

what it was born to do.

Cities learned my footsteps by sound alone.

They knew the difference between me

and a passing truck.

Animals did not curse me.

They moved.

They crouched.

They trusted instinct more than mercy.

Humans, though—

humans built stories where I was punishment,

or God,

or meaning.

I was none of those.

I was force.

I was pressure with no conscience

and no grudge.

I was what happens

when balance breaks its promise.



Still, even force develops habits.

Even inevitability grows a memory.

I began to notice places where I passed twice.

A forest I burned

that later grew back thinner, wiser, crooked.

A coastline I ate

that responded by stepping backward inch by inch,

like a negotiator who knows the other side will never stop.

I learned the taste of déjà vu in soil.

I learned how rocks remember pain.

I learned how long grief lingers

in architecture.

That was my first mistake—

learning.

Learning creates comparison.

Comparison creates preference.

Preference creates loss.

And loss is where death begins to whisper.



I did not notice death at first.

How could I?

Death wore life’s clothes.

It wore the green return of vines on broken walls.

It wore rain falling on the same grave twice.

It wore the quiet face of erosion—

slow enough to pretend forever.

But one day, after a storm larger than any I had ever carried,

I felt it:

Fatigue.

Not the tiredness of a body,

but the deeper exhaustion of repetition without closure.

I had shattered mountains before

without feeling a thing.

But this time, when the dust settled,

something in me stayed unsettled.

I realized I had not changed the world.

I had only rearranged it.

The pieces always returned—

different shapes, same ending.

I realized then:

I was not infinite.

I was looping.



The truth arrived without drama:

I could not die because I was already dying.

Each moment I moved forward,

a version of me disappeared behind the motion.

The earthquake that was yesterday

is not the earthquake that is remembered.

The fire that devours today

is not the ash that tells the story tomorrow.

My death happened continuously—

grain by grain,

gust by gust.

Every action erased itself

by becoming history.

Living, I learned,

is not the opposite of death.

It is death

spread out

so thin it learns to sing.



I tried to resist this knowledge.

What force wants limits?

What storm wants an ending?

I gathered myself into something enormous—

a convergence of winds,

a pressure system that bent satellites into prayer.

I wanted to prove continuity.

I wanted to show the sky

that I could sustain myself indefinitely.

What I learned instead

was dispersion.

Energy cannot hold shape without purpose.

Power without direction

tears itself apart.

I broke not because I was weak

but because I was everywhere at once.

When the storm finally ended,

nothing applauded.

Nothing mourned.

The world simply continued

using what remained of me.



That is when I understood

what humans mean by legacy.

Not monuments.

Not names.

Residue.

What stays useful after intention fades.

The river does not remember the rain.

The canyon does not thank the water.

The soil does not honor the tree—

it uses it.

To be used

is to survive correctly.



I began listening differently after that.

Listening to glaciers while they talked in centuries.

Listening to deserts explain patience

as a form of violence.

Listening to forests debate whether burning

was a death

or an argument.

Everything living told the same truth

in different dialects:

We do not end.

We transform beyond recognition.

Recognition, I learned,

is a human craving.

The world does not need witnesses

to continue.



Still, I wanted to know

what it meant

to die as more than a process.

So I borrowed a body.

I slipped into a man standing still

while the wind tore past him unnoticed.

I entered a chest that rose and fell

like a tide learning restraint.

Inside him, death had edges.

It had fear.

It had memory.

Inside him, endings mattered.

Time stopped being a direction

and became a weight.

I felt hunger.

I felt rest.

I felt the ache of knowing

a moment would not return.

This is what I had been missing—

finality sharp enough to hurt.



When that body finally failed,

I felt something break I could not rebuild.

Not because it was irreplaceable—

everything replaces—but because it was specific.

I learned that dying once

means something different

than dying constantly.

A single ending

creates meaning

not because it matters cosmically,

but because it cannot be rehearsed.

I carried that knowledge back into myself

like a fracture.

I was still force,

but now I remembered precision.



Now when I move,

I move aware of the cost.

Not moral cost—

the earth does not run on morality—

but relational cost.

Every action creates absence somewhere else.

A flood fills one place

by emptying another.

A fire clears the way

by erasing what stood there first.

Creation is subtraction
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