It

It’s about 01.19am in the morning, I’m guessing it’s the 15th August 2006, and I’m sure that’s a Tuesday, but I can’t be sure these days, time seems to have melted into the ball chained at my ankles, dragging slowly on behind me, if only it would transform into a majestic river and I could float easily on its ever constant current. Not that time matters really, other then to give a writing a beginning, middle and end, and by doing so, give it limitations, but a writing about life can’t have limitations can it? I fully well know life has its limitations, set laws of society, laws of nature, maybe laws of the supreme being, govern what we can and cannot do, we are either alive or dead, no in-betweens, and that all we can do is stay within the boundaries. But we trudge on though life guided by our experiences, and they, ladies and gentleman, have no limits, there can be no end to our experiences of what someone has titled ‘life’. Even experiences we have already had, can be had and had again, but never fail to get boring. Many would disagree, they repetition can only spell boredom, wrong, only if you are not experiencing the full situation at hand, can it become tiresome and repetitive. When you actually experience something wholly, then you can never grow tired of it, for the miracle of experiencing something truly, can never wear out. Take, for example, drinking a glass of lemonade, you know the taste, you know how to swallow it, therefore it cannot be anymore exciting. Well as I take this glass of lemonade I can hear the soft delicious crackle of millions of bubbles popping on the tense surface of this magically clear liquid, I look carefully at them, perfectly spherical, and when they burst then send many tiny droplets in perfect formation crashing into the surface, sending miniscule ripples in sequence across the, what appears to be, flat surface. Now I savour its aroma, it sends a shock up my spine as I inhale a sharp scent, as the carbon dioxide escapes the drink, then it clears and I’m left with the sweet aroma of lemons, only softened by its dilution in the odourless water, but still the smell conjures images of cold bright yellow lemons, moist with dew, full of sharp pungent juice. The taste is very much the same, but often hidden by the bubbles which I now feel bursting wildly and randomly on my tongue, then down to my throat, I can almost imagine them still bursting in my gut, although I know they most likely do not. I find the sweetness and citrus of the lemons delightful as it causes my mouth to secrete its digestive juices, flooding my mouth with yet more moisture. I love the way my tongue can dance around the sweet bubbling liquid and almost move it from one side to the other like a cube, each time finding a new angle from which to taste it, the bubbles never stop it tasting different. And ah so chilled as it bites at my teeth and slightly numbs the very topmost layer of my mouth, it feels like its chilling my insides like a spreading disease. I can still feel the tingling on the back of my throat, almost as if I had done it harm by allowing the intrusion of the millions of bubbles. Now that was an experience and one which I can appreciate over and over again, because it was all there for me to experience, I just had to take the time to discover it, and once I had, it can never grow old, for there is nothing that can be compared to it. Just really watch the sunrise and you will see, truly understand how many colours there are in the sky, how the warmth seems to grow from a glowing seedling rising up over a shadowed town, breaking the crisp clean cold air of night, it’s the start of a new day, and the start of another whole set of experiences. Don’t waste what time we have on this beautiful planet, enjoy life and experience everything you can. 

