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Reflections
A hint of pine hangs in the air. I sit, lunch in hand, on the hard wooden bench and breathe in the cool refreshing mountain air. Tree lined and framed by slate grey mountains, the lake glitters a myriad of colours from soft blue to green. The surface stubbornly resists my will that it settle for that photo perfect image. The wind conspires with it as a gentle breeze brushes past my shoulder and stirs the water. Just enough wind to soothe the heat of the noon day sun, beating down from a cloudless blue sky. 
The snowy mountain peaks look on with amusement at my puny attempts to control Mother Nature. They smile, and I hear them say "Stop. Enjoy. For all this will be ours again, when winter returns and covers everything with her soft blanket of snow".

The silence here is soothing, calming after the noise of cities. No birds even, only the occasional squirrel calling. A small creek, which carries the runoff, seems to crash and roar in my ears. The lake appears asleep, yet tiny bubbles popping to the surface remind me there is life beneath. 
Movement catches my attention. I watch, feeling like a satellite over a moonscape, as a single ant weaves an irregular track through the gravel path. Searching, not for meaning in it’s life, but for food or home. The sound of crunching gravel drags my thoughts away from my new friend. 
“Beware little ant, human feet care naught for the wanderings of ants,” I whisper. The moment passes without incident. Ant continues on, climbing over stones we humans would struggle to conquer, and vanishes behind a tree stump. I am left with my gravel moonscape, smiling mountains and stubborn lake.
A small squirrel perches expectantly on the end of the bench next to me. I speak softly, but my harsh sounds startle it. It runs a small distance and chirps back at me. Asking why I have no food for it, I imagine. 
A shimmer of light suspended from a lakeside flower catches my eye next. A spider lays the first of many silvery strands of silk between the waving stalks. A blue dragonfly darts among the flowers, mocking the spider’s hard work.

“Come back tomorrow when I’m finished. You won’t be feeling so clever then,” the spider taunts. 
The mirror surface of the lake is shattered. A lone loon tries to catch something hidden from my view. Wings flapping, it rows rather than flies across the surface, darting this way and that in pursuit of its quarry. The loon vanishes beneath the surface then reappears in another spot, continuing its frantic splashing. Finally settling back into the water, it glides serenely across the lake, now a picture of grace. 

Squirrel has gone, replaced by a butterfly, almost invisible with superb camouflage, bright on top, drab and nondescript on the underside. 
Sounds of civilization begin to intrude on my serene wilderness scene. Far off in the distance, railway tracks carry another load of steel, dirt, fumes and noise. The horn reaches every corner of this idyllic spot, trumpeting the intrusion of engines and the rumbling, clanking and squeaking of wagons. People begin to arrive, scurrying about taking photos, walking along with their hi-tech titanium hiking sticks or jogging around the many tracks laid out for them. I wonder as I prepare to leave, why run around such beauty, looking but never seeing.

The mountains shake their heads and look away.

