Doing Time Inside The Mind

Sunlight creeps through the window blinds and casts its rays upon my face as the hustle and bustle of street sounds heralds the beginnings of a new day.

With eyes still closed and body still, thoughts from previous times awaken from their inner recesses and beckon my attention.

A mix of old and new memories leaps upon my presence, cycling on and off between reflective interludes.

Once again familiar emotions stand poised to revisit a tortured soul.

Lying naked and helpless against their onslaught, I have no other recourse but to extend an open invitation.

This beckoning replays itself throughout the day without relent, transporting its captive audience beyond the mirrored door of reality into a parallel world void of rational reasoning.

In its eerie tranquility, recollections of the past and constructs of the future race along my mind at the celerity of light.

Therein, relativity does not wavier as time ceases to have meaning.

Yet, time has meaning and substance in the here and now; for each life great or small evolves through a series of random events, spanning conception to expiration.

As sand grains falling through an hourglass, my life is finite and only the synchronous motion of celestial orbs provides a relative measure of its existence.

Clint Richardson

Written sometime in 1997 during the wee hours of the night; started as a song, but quickly degraded!
