The Colors Within
Color tells a story often so viscerally felt it can erupt from deep within one’s soul. 
The reddish-orange of a setting sun brings with it a soft reminder of the end of a day; of what one did, or did not do. Or perhaps of past sunsets as one reflects upon what was, but also of what will be. 
It is the bright lights of a city, or the starlit sky of the backwoods that finds us searching for meaning. 
It is the snow that sits in juxtaposition to the brilliant blue sky as we stare pondering the universe.
It is the dull grayness of a rainy cityscape that drives us deep into our disappointments.
It is the greenness of the park that gives respite to those who seek shelter from the heat as it beckons us from the city and suburbs alike. 
It is the deep, rich red of our blood as it oozed from the scrape sustained after falling from a bicycle when we were children. 
It is the wondrous fireworks display of a small town in Italy during its feast days. 
It is the golden sparkles of the shoreline of a Southern California beach. 
It is the grayish-green of granite being hiked over on a mountain trail bringing us close to our spiritual selves. 
It is the dark and light hues of human skin that is the richness of who we are, yet it can be used as a weapon to separate, isolate, and hate. 
Listen to what color is saying. Pay attention as it triggers memories, and emotions. It dictates how we respond, how we feel, how we view the world we live in. 
It is throughout the seasons of color, ever evocative, that seek our attention as the trees morph from spring into summer, summer into fall, fall into winter, and back again. 
Color is the vessel by which we navigate the passages of life. 
