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Observation








	Molecules crackle and spin as they collide with eachother and rebound across space.  Time is meaningless to them as they concentrate to form something grey, something cold, something rigid.  


	Dark and light hues mingle within eachother as light filters down through the dust and debree, causing the soft molecules to flicker and shimmer with life.  Their lives nonexistent and eternal, they fade through time and substance.  Space folding around them, created by them, formed and deformed by them and their paths through existence, meaningless and yet crucial to the very essence and illusion of everything.  


	A new particle enters, is absorbed, falls back into the dark tapestry of the grey, now light.  Excited protons extend brilliance throughout everything, and like a flash they plunge it back into the depths of the abyss, only to expose them again.  Over and over, always something, never the same.  


	Motion, action, life, hate, blue, red, warm, pleasing; they are them.  Nothing escapes them, nor wants to.  Stitching the universe togethor, one moment at a time, tireless caretakers of the void.  Love not known, nor sadness, nor bliss; and yet, these three are them, and without them are nothing.


	Their job is commanded by our actions, and yet we are slaves to their every whim.  And yet they lack a whim, a cause, a wish.  But they're grasp we can never escape.  To escape would destroy us.  Escape will make us gods.


	But gods we will never be, for it is not their wish.  Our wishes are theirs, and yet they imprison us.  Blind to the reasons, we stumble through them.  They invade us, hold us, kill us, create us.  They know our thoughts, control our thoughts, share our thoughts.  They empathise with us, not because they are inclined to but rather because they must, just as we are incapable of hiding from them.


	Gods we are not, nor should we be.


	The leaf hits the ground; the cycle begins again, continues forever.


