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Perspective

––––––––
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A Still Morning, A Moving World

It was early, about 6:30 in the morning, when I stepped outside for a walk. That kind of early where the air still feels clean, untouched. Cool, not yet bent by the weight of the day. Everything around me was quiet, as if the world hadn’t fully awakened. That stillness gave the moment a kind of softness, like time itself had slowed down just enough to be noticed.

The sidewalk curved gently beneath my feet. My footsteps, the distant songs of birds, and the faint stirring of breeze were the only sounds. I wasn’t chasing anything profound. Just some quiet before the noise of the day set in. Just a bit of space to move and breathe.

After a while, I came to a small clearing between the trees and stopped.

Out in the distance, past a slight ridge, I saw it...a stretch of highway.

Already alive with motion, cars rushed by in both directions, steady, fast, deliberate. Like veins pulsing with the lifeblood of the morning commute. Headlights blinked through the thinning shadows. Each vehicle small and quick, but clearly headed somewhere.

And then the thought hit me, hard, and without warning.

Every single one of those cars had a driver. And every single driver had a destination.

Not just a place on a map, but a reason. A purpose. A story.

Some were heading to work. Others to a meeting they’d been dreading. Maybe one was on the way to a long-awaited breakfast with a friend. Another, perhaps, was leaving town on a solo road trip just to breathe again. Some were going to hospitals. To job interviews. To a funeral. A therapy session. A school drop-off. A courtroom. A long drive home. A last goodbye.

In that instant, I no longer saw traffic. I saw lives.

Each one with its own emotional temperature. Its own set of circumstances. Its own rhythm.

The idea began to widen in my mind, fast, almost uncontrollably. It wasn’t just this stretch of road anymore. It felt like I was suddenly aware of all of it, every road, every vehicle, every person in motion across the world. Because if this one span of pavement could hold so much movement, so many stories, so much silent urgency — what about every other road? All the highways, interstates, side streets, alleys, country roads, and mountain passes?

The depth of it settled in, the sheer complexity of what was unfolding in that one brief moment that I happened to stop and look at. It made me feel...not small, exactly, but part of something massive. Something alive and infinite.

And then another thought came, quieter, but just as firm.

Every one of those drivers had already lived so much to arrive at that single moment on that road. Each had taken their first breath somewhere. Been held. Given a name. Fed, taught, shaped. They’d once been children, small, curious, learning how to exist. Over the years, they grew and changed, in ways no one else could fully see. They built routines, formed beliefs, stumbled through mistakes, and made choices they still carry. They learned what it means to lose. To love. To begin again. They gathered memories — the kind that stay sharp for years, and the kind that slip quietly into the background. They experienced shame, joy, regret, pride. They made friends. Let go of some. Held onto others.

And now, after everything, they were here. Driving. Moving. Each one, a person in motion, carrying every thousands of chapters deep, that I would never know.

That’s the thing. It’s easy to look at a highway and just see traffic. But it’s never just traffic.

It’s people.

Real people, each holding a world within them. Behind every windshield is a life in progress, full of thoughts, memories, fears, and quiet hopes. And we pass by them every single day. We stand beside them in checkout lines, share waiting rooms, walk the same sidewalks. Most of them, we’ll never speak to. Never even notice. But they’re there, whole worlds, moving quietly beside us.

There’s something deeply humbling in that realization. And oddly comforting, too.

It reminded me that the world isn’t just complicated, it’s layered in ways we can’t begin to measure. And maybe we don’t need to. Maybe the wonder isn’t in the knowing, but in the noticing. In those rare moments when we slow down long enough to really feel it.

Because life moves fast. It sweeps us along. We get caught up in our schedules, our worries, our next step. But every so often, something breaks through, a quiet scene, a flash of light, a breath of stillness, and reminds us: we’re part of something vast. Something unseen but shared.

A tapestry, stretched across highways and continents, through languages and lifetimes.

We’re just specks, yes. But we’re meaningful specks, each carrying a spark, a weight, a dream. Each of us moving forward, carrying everything that’s come before, heading toward something still unfolding.

That morning, I continued my walk.

The highway disappeared behind the trees. The breeze picked up a little. The birds kept singing.

And the world, vast, layered, heartbreakingly beautiful, just kept moving.
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Presence

––––––––
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The Coffee Shop Window

There’s a certain kind of quiet that exists only in the morning hours in a coffee shop. The low hiss of steam from the espresso machine. The rhythmic clink of cups being stacked. The softly spoken request of someone placing their order. It’s not silence exactly. More like a hush. A pause before the noise of the day begins.

Outside, the world is waking. Inside, time feels slower.

A few people sit scattered at small tables. Some scroll their phones without really seeing them. Others lean over open laptops, already deep into the day’s work. A student highlights something in a textbook. A man stirs sugar into his coffee as if it requires full concentration. Nobody’s in a hurry yet. There’s still time for quiet.

Near the window, a woman wraps both hands around her cup, watching the street as if it might have something to say. The city is starting to move, delivery trucks inching forward, commuters hurrying past wearing headphones, a dog tied to a bike rack watching the door anxiously waiting for it’s best friend, a cyclist weaving through traffic with a bag slung over one shoulder, and a street cleaner brushing leaves into a neat pile along the curb. She doesn't know their stories, and they don’t know hers. But still, for this brief moment, they all share a frame...life outside the glass moving in rhythm with the life inside.

Places like this, coffee shops, bus stops, and waiting rooms become temporary neighborhoods. We don’t know each other’s names, but we breathe the same air. Sit beside each other. Stand in line together. We share time and space without even realizing it.

That thought lingers. How many people have I sat beside in silence? How many mornings have I passed along side lives that were breaking, building, shifting quietly beneath the surface?

Vignette: The Woman by the Window

She came in every Tuesday.

Always ordered the same thing...chai latte with almond milk, no foam. She took the same seat near the window and pulled out a small, weathered notebook. Leather-bound. Softened at the edges. Her pen moved quickly sometimes, slowly others. But always steady.

She didn’t seem interested in small talk. No laptop. No phone. Just her notebook and the quiet bustle of the anonymous souls around her.

No one ever asked what she was writing. Maybe it was a novel. Maybe letters she never planned to send. Maybe just thoughts she needed to get out before they grew too heavy to carry.

After a while,the baristas started calling her “Notebook Lady” after a while. Not unkindly, just with the sort of fondness that evolves over time.

And then one Tuesday, she didn’t come in.

Not that week. Not the next

Her absence was quiet, but noticeable. Like a missing word in a sentence. Her chair stayed empty longer than usual. Her order was never delivered.

Nobody said much about it. But you could feel it.

Not because she was famous or loud or even memorable...but because she’d shown up. Regularly. Gently. Consistently. And sometimes, that’s enough to leave a mark.
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