
What are you looking for? I asked the moving bushes. 
 

The sound of w
ood cracking.  

 
A hand reaching for a branch. 

This! he said as his face became visible amongst th
e tiny lea

ves.
  

His 
ha

nd
 ho

ld
in

g 
a s

tic
k.

 
 

H
is

 b
od

y 
m

ov
in

g 
to

w
ar

ds
 m

e. 
 

   
Pa

ssi
ng

 m
e b

y. 
Our eyes locked in each others for some seconds that went too fast but in the moment froze tim

e. 
 

H
e stepped out of the shadow of the trees and I followed him into the sunshine.     Out on an open field. 

In the m
iddle o

f th
e f

iel
d h

e f
or

ce
d 

th
e 

sti
ck

 in
to

 th
e 

gr
ou

nd
. 

Pu
sh

in
g 

it 
th

ro
ug

h t
he

 di
rt c

are
fully so it w

ouldn’t crack. I stood still. Looking at the thin line, so unstable, dependent on the light from
 the sun. 

 I noticed m
y own shadow. It never leaves me, yet so inconsistent and fleeting.  

 

 

Beh
in

d m
e, 

I c
ou

ld
 h

ea
r m

ov
em

en
ts

 in
 th

e 
br

an
ch

es
 of

 th
e t

ree

s. I
 turned around. There he was again.

He walked towards me. Becoming larger and larger as he got closer. Balancing stones in his hands.  
  The sound of st

ones 

fal
lin

g t
o t

he
 g

ro
un

d,
 d

am
pe

ne
d 

by
 th

e 
dr

ie
d 

gr
as

s i
n e

ar
ly 

spr
ing.

H
e took one stone at the time.     Placed them in a circle with the stick in the center. 

W
he

n a
ll 

12
 st

on
es

 w
he

re
 in

 th
e 

rig
ht

 p
os

iti
on

 af
ter

 so

me c
are

ful adjustments, he walked up beside me.

 W
e stood there in silence. Looking a the circle of stones. At the stick castin
g a

 sh
ad

ow
 o

n 
th

e 
gr

ou
nd

. 
 

 
 

Hours w
ent by, we sat in the grass.

The clouds moving above us as the shadow slowly rotated around its axe.  
 

 

I o
bs

er
ve

d 
hi

m
.  

N
ot

ed
 th

e 
fo

cu
s i

n h
is e

yes. 
        Admired how he could be so still.    

I s
ea

rch
ed

 for answers in his face for his fascination. But his facial expression was sile
nt.

What are you looking for? 
 I asked.


