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There are millions of things on this planet
You can choose whether you stroll by them
Or take a second of your day
To notice
The little things

The sight of raindrops gathering together
On your window
Like a family

The sound of acorns falling to the ground
From trees above
Tapping the fresh earth
Like fingertips on a typewriter

The scent of fresh grass that has just been cut

The touch of a soft woolen sweater on your skin
In the first month of autumn

       The taste of hot homemade soup on your tongue
That fills you with warmth 

So next time you sit, stand, or walk
 look, touch, listen, taste
One of the million things on this planet


 
