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Dearest Reader,

This is a book about being alive: the deep beauty of  it and the specific challenge of  being human. 

It’s also, in and of  itself, an experiment in being alive; for me in writing it and you in reading it.
 I hope you’ll let the words wash over you and take you on a little adventure.  

Thank you for coming along with me!

Yours,

Nicole





This moment is your life.



I like to go out running in the afternoons.

Yesterday I stopped on my run and walked through the little alley of  trees, 
and the wind was singing up high in the branches, 
and the horses were slowly grazing in the pasture. 

I looked up, and the blue sky was so blue, and I couldn’t believe the trees, 
I couldn’t believe them blowing in the wind. 
I couldn’t believe how they were just there glowing, 
and the horses quietly in the grasses, and the air quiet, just the wind. 
I breathed the cool air. 

And earlier on the run, I was so caught up in my thoughts. And then I looked up, 
and the mountains were there, and the clouds and the flickering sun on the trees, 
and it was like I woke up. 





These are the two halves of  me:

One: 
I love my heart. 
I love the air. 
I love to go out in the afternoon and breathe in the blowing trees. 
Yesterday I finally thought of  the right metaphor 
for the sound the dried leaves make when they’re blowing:
applause, they sound like a room full of  applause. 

Two: I’m having yogurt with strawberry jam for a snack out of  an old chipped blue patterned 
bowl, and I’m wondering if  this is all a waste of  time. The panic sets in: This will never amount 
to anything. Why am I even bothering? And won’t the dog stop making such a racket? And can’t 
that damn bird shut up with its incessant two-pronged chirp? 

These are the two halves of  me.





I live in fear. Fear feels like anger towards myself. It hurts. It’s dark and it beats me up inside. 
Inside there are definite bruises when I’m living in fear. I feel so heavied, like there’s lead in 
my chest. Like there’s a bowling ball in my chest, and I just want to hide. I want to hide, but 
instead I get angry and mean. This may or may not be worse than hiding. Or I shrink inside 
myself, and I feel this racing and it’s hard to breathe, and I get sweaty, and I can’t see past the 
colossal failure in myself. 

Did the Buddha still hear these voices? He must have, he was human. But he could hear them 
and not listen. They were just like the sound of  water in the distance.

I want to be praised and gifted. 
I want to win prizes and have people tell me I’m worthy. 





I want to sit by the sea. It’s infinite. The sea is infinite blue. It goes forever.  
I want to hug it when I’m walking along near the tall wheat-colored grasses 
and the sea is shining blue out forever, and the sun is warm on me 
and the birds are hopping. 
I want to sing then, and hug the sea.

The sea is the great Everything. You never know what’s underneath. 
Sometimes you sink down to the bottom among the cold dark shipwrecks and weird fish and a 
field of  strange dark eels all just hanging around. Sometimes you feel cold in the water and you 
want to get out. Sometimes you panic because suddenly there are fish all around you, and they’re 
looking at you. 

Other times you’re looking at the fish 
and you’re flying along with them, 
 and there are 
     zig-zagging striped fish, 
  and there are 
  bright yellow lemon fish, 
 and there are 
                           tiny rainbow spotted fish. 

And sometimes you’re rolling along on the tops of  the waves, 
face lifted to the sun, eyes closed, ears tinkling with water

and you rest. 




