
Jason’s Story 
It was just after sunrise when I set out on the winding trail that leads into Wildflower 
Valley. The dew was still thick on the grass, and a gentle mist floated over the fields like 
a faded memory. My boots crunched softly on the gravel as I walked, accompanied only 
by the distant trill of a meadowlark. 

As I rounded a bend, the valley unfolded before me—a patchwork of golds, purples, and 
reds. Lupine, Indian paintbrush, arrowleaf balsamroot, and bluebells stretched in every 
direction, their colors almost glowing in the early light. A rabbit darted across the path 
and paused, its nose twitching, before disappearing into the brush. 

I paused to take it all in, letting the silence fill me. There’s a special hush in the valley 
before the day’s heat sets in, a sense that the world is holding its breath. I sat on a 
sun-warmed rock and watched as butterflies hopped from bloom to bloom, their wings 
catching the sun. 

An hour must have passed, though it felt like only minutes. The sun rose higher, melting 
the last traces of mist, and with it came the distant sound of a river. I followed the path 
down to the water’s edge, where smooth stones lined the banks and dragonflies skated 
over the surface. I dipped my hands in the cold, clear water and felt more awake than I 
had in months. 

On the walk back, I picked a single wildflower—careful to leave the rest for the next 
wanderer—and tucked it into my notebook. As the valley disappeared behind the trees, 
I promised myself I’d return before the season turned. Some places, I realized, ask 
nothing from you but your attention, and in return, they offer a gentle kind of magic. 

 


