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Sentiment is an unusual thing

It gives us something to hold on to, and in a way shapes us

It helped me become the person I am today

I am everything I have ever felt, but I am the forgetting of it as well

Forgiving myself for forgetting is a release race in my brain.

Cells racing each other to figure out the finish line. 

But I won’t forget yesterday. I won’t forget the history, the people, the birds or squirrels

We walked into the big house on the hill, filled with history and a tour guide that does not 

know things

Like us she is all of her knowledge and the forgetting of knowledge. 



I am held in the bosom of the earth

As leaves of the tree above me sway in the breeze

It gives a sense of calm and tranquillity

The sense of chaos was far away from me

I settled like a stone sinking to the bottom of the sea. 

The moss gathering in my cracks, taking the blackness away from me. 

As though the world wasn’t corrupted, and that we were killing it

It made me forget the horror and took away my pain

Past the city and into nature we marched.

Mother nature is always on the brain. 



Our roots did twist together in the light of our souls

While the darkness of an ending world unfolded around us.

We pushed away doubts and fears and let ourselves relax, 

Forgetting about our problems.

We wouldn’t let our bad thoughts get to us. 

We became something stronger than each of us alone. 

We became our own home. 



I felt close to the ones around me

Like the nature was bringing us together. 

Even though I was with people I still felt alone. 

Completely by myself but incredibly connected.

To the soil. 

The worms and the roots of the grass.

The tickle of insects all down my back. 

I lay on the soil filled with these creatures

Watched as the clouds ran from one another 

Listened as birds fight over leftover cookies.

The soil gave me a relaxing feeling and sense of euphoria.

A mighty tree sprung from the centre as we lay in silence. 



It felt like home but it wasn’t

Instead of walls we had the trees 

And for ceiling we had the sky and

A carpet of green for our feet.

Everything comforting. 

Squirrels and ducks were my closest friends.

My mind drifted away to the clouds

While I lay I a field of green and dozed.

The poignant smell of the animals beyond the small line of the electric fence

The gentle rain upon us

The wind cooled our cheeks.

It felt like home. But it wasn’t. Why? We were free here

Home can sometimes be difficult, causing trouble and fighting

But here we can forget about it all. 



The strength of the tree at my back 

Running down my spine

My hairs stand on their ends

Goosebumps decorating my skin

The breeze blew and ruffled grass and leaves

A bench surrounded by the flowers

White and red in the gardens

The caress of the grass floating me on the sweet springs

The leaves above swaying to a soft beat

The outside world seemingly closed

Away from the peaceful landscape

I felt away from the world

I felt at peace. 



May love come at me like beams of light

Love that soothes my pain and warms my heart

Love that nourishes and turns my leaves to the sun.

Love that heals my open wounds and scars

Love that opens my eyes to the beautiful world outside, and the kind people around me.

Love that makes it feel like home. 

I love the engine of all that blazes or grows. 



We united as family so much like branches of a tree to its trunk

We are the ebb and flow of xylem and phloem, pulsating

We are the ocean reflecting the sunset

We became at home in our surroundings together.

I was hoping and wishing this would last forever.

I’ll remember that place on a secret map in my heart

I’ve marked that place with an X

I will return there again. 

To lie in the sun, my buried treasure. 

And to be filled with wisdom and clarity

Like eating a Sunday dinner with my family. 

This was my place. My home away from home, 

My getaway. 

This place will hold a place in my heart. 

This place is the treasure in my mind. 


