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In Life Itself

(Words from Wife to Husband)

Is there in truth no beauty?

There are those who say it is fleeting.

Such a truth can be cold.

I disagree.

Beauty survives.

Such refreshing candor brings great warmth to those who believe.

Adherents who claim the temporary nature of beauty certainly must look inwardly and ask themselves: why does the search for truth exist?

Is it to find beauty?

As I have found in you?

There are those who say that all good things must pass.

Someday.

That is truth with a profound ring to it.

Yet, my ring to you is a symbol of permanence and of life itself.

The growth and vibrancy of the green summer gives way to a hush falling upon the delicate rhythm of the season.

It is this quiet acceptance by all life in the forest of what is now, will cease to be in a tiny march of days.

Winter falls, and comes the deep sleep of cold.  This is beauty in its own right.  The cycles of life that beckon gently with each promised spring and the nurture of living things form an ageless carpet of greens of every hue and shade.

Shall I ask now, is there in beauty, no truth?

The mother shall hold her child closely.

The father protects.  The child thrives.

And beauty survives.

The cultural links, ritual activities, and heritage ideals are passed from parent to child.

The mantle of family is worn like a royal cloak.  Its fabric is beautifully woven with intricate designs of past, and future.

The ever-present present is beheld with curiosity, wonder, and the search for truth.

And our quest for truth is concomitant with certitude and wisdom.

For it really is the search for beauty.

It is in life itself, as I have found in you.
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