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This I Believe

I believe that time can stand still.  I always have, and I always will.  I witness this rarely recognized miracle through those I meet each and every day. In doing so, I have come to the conclusion that we can derive great pleasure, as well as deep sorrow from that phenomenon we create involving time and space.  To make my point more easily understood I probably should steer away from my abstract concept of time standing still to what most recognize as a memory. 

I have asked myself the question many times why is it when someone is sharing a story from their past, they become so filled with life?  You can actually observe physical changes come over the storyteller.  There are times when their eyes light up and they break out into joyous laughter as their voices sing, and then there are times when those very same eyes can well-up, and with the drop of the head, that same voice can become powerless.  It is in those wonderfully expressive moments that we the listener can get a glimpse into their soul, and in doing so, time stops for us. Somehow we are magically lifted from our own reality and delivered into another place and time; part of their “kept” time.  In these moments it is as if we are making a conscious choice to let ourselves slip into a place beyond explanation; a special spot that we have made safe from the judgment’s and opinion’s of others. This time that we so carefully hold captive is not only a gift to us in that we are able to relive special moments over and over again, but it becomes a gift to the listener as we have given them a rest from their daily routine, even if for only a moment. This respite you call a memory I know to be time standing still, and nothing and no one can stop that out of body felling of somehow being suspended. Most people walking around are not even aware of the art of this experience.

Every time my mother talks about the day I was born, I can’t help but notice how masterfully adept she is at this effort. The fragments of time she has encapsulated are vivid.  Her, so called, memories are bold, showing her love of life. As she recounts this early morning experience, it’s as if she has transported herself back in time. In one instant she has taken us both back to a joyous time. She is counting my toes and looking at my tiny fingernails.  We laugh at how small I am. Then just as quickly as she invited me into her journey, it ends. Again she moves forward in her life just waiting for the next moment worth keeping.

To me, this is a case of semantics.  What you think of as recall, I believe is time frozen.  How nice, we can come to the same happy ending through two different beliefs.
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