Meltdown
It began a long time ago. A little boy on a tricycle. He can see the photograph now that his father took some 60 years previously; life exuding from every pore, joy as only a child can experience, flushed from the achievement, waving exuberantly in the air – ‘look Daddy, no hands’. The photograph is not here, it’s somewhere in the house. One day he’ll find it again when he’s ready. He doesn’t need the print to see the photograph, the image is in his mind every day. 

There’s another print, a photograph taken only moments later. He doesn’t want to talk about that, it’s in his body, every inch of his being reminding him of the change that a few moments can make in the life of a small boy.

It wasn’t always so. The long climb back to childhood has been arduous, almost hopeless. The learning had been immediate, the unknowing completed in short measure. He didn’t recognise his pain, didn’t know what he couldn’t feel, almost thought he was content. His marriage, emigration to Canada, research in the Arctic, all this held the pain at bay. It was as though the life that could be was forgotten. But life asks to be found. 

The episodes that filled his middle years are not being shared here. Suffice it to say that the storms that changed him forever and brought him so close to death were necessary if he was to have any chance of finding life – his life on the tricycle. He gradually came to know his prison and its many guises. The ‘shell’ that kept him isolated, the ‘wall’ that separated him from others, the ‘mud-web’ that confounded all his attempts to break free, the ‘ice-block’ that encased him.    

But ever-growing was a memory, an echo, a recognition somewhere inside him of the fire, the sun. When, in those less held, he saw the outrageous glory of life being set free, he rejoiced as though his own heart had wings; but alongside the recognition was the contrast, the coldness of his ice prison and the desperation that kept him there.  

It’s been a long time coming, the thaw, but the ice is dripping. Each week images are becoming clearer, shadows are taking shape. I used to look for fissures that might herald cracks in the ice, hoping for a sudden transition as the ice fell apart and I would step free. I now know this isn’t to be. There will be no ‘Road to Damascus’ experience; this is a gentler, longer process. Those around me might not even notice, but neither will they be scared stiff. I will notice, I do notice. 
I know what this is about and I know I am on a journey, the journey of a lifetime, the journey for a life.
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