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lntroc]uction

When| hungcr for answers the wilderness feeds me. ~ Mark Renz



| take rcf'ugc in such Placcs, not because l fear bcing found but because lmccar] will otherwise be lost.
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No one is certain who authored life,

who authored thc author,
how dark penned the light.
But the winds know and the feathers in ﬂight.



There's nothing like a wincling river to straig['rtcn out your mind.




Hide from your fears and you may never grow.




Do flowers ever stop to smell the butterflies?



l am most alive when cvcrything around me is still.




When gou look out your window
after the storm has Passcd
and you see that rainbow...
You realize
for the first time toclag,
nobocly’s trying to sell you somctl-ning.




] want to ﬂg," said the cow to the cranes.

“Then ﬂg!" rcPlicd one of the cranes.
“But | have no feathers! observed the cow.
“Hgir\g is not about feathers," rcsponclccl the crane.

"}f you can dream, you can flyi*



NOW thcre are scven drcamcrs ina Family OF crancs.







Charactcr strcngthcncd here.



When time overtakes you and your wings are battered bg the wind...
ﬂg on!



JF on[g we could awaken like the dawn
and bcgin cach day anew,
/caving our anger, worry, grecd and dcspcration
in the darkness of the Prcvious n'g/:t.

And embrace our days as they have unfolded for eons,
giving and ta/a'ngjust cnough
to ease into each sunset,

content and at pecace with ourselves and others.




Trg togeta good day's s1ccp.
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When all else fails, hold on.



lf you don't live in the now, you may never apprcciatc etemity.



I WOU{d lTaPPi]g traclc mg human Qcars

forafew clags of carefree ﬁight ona Pitc|1~b|acl< night.




Dance away your differences.




Ohtobeaan oxygen atom and bump into a couplc of hgdrogcn atoms ina Placc like this!




Trying to kccp life simplc canbe a complcx process.




—rI‘lCl‘C are worsc t}'n’ngs tI"ICg COUL; cau HOU. GO ahcad and f':ug me.




Alwags home but a]wags gone.




Rocl Stewart on a bad hair dag.




E)cautg and the beast.




(Good things come to those who wade.




Fc:cling loncly? You are surrounded bg friends.




]f a Plant can grow through a concrete wa“,

surclg l can grow t[‘:rough hard times.



Fvena realist can be full of hoPc.



The End



	"I want to fly," said the cow to the cranes. 
"Then fly!" replied one of the cranes. 
"But I have no feathers!" observed the cow. 
"Flying is not about feathers," responded the crane. 
"If you can dream, you can fly!" 
	


