Time is fleeting

It's astounding, time is fleeting and no, this isn’t the Rocky Horror Time Warp lyrics! It’s just me wondering where the year went. When two weeks ago the Christmas decors started to pop up in shop windows I went, “WHAT!!”. I just couldn’t believe it. In my mind it was still August!

The thing is that the older you get the shorter the years become. To my daughter a year is an eternity, to me it’s a blink of an eye. No wonder, of course. To a ten year old five years is half a lifetime, whereas to me 5 years is only a small percentage of my life. But it’s really unfair, isn’t it, because the older you get the more time you could use! With work, household chores, kids and whatever else you have to handle as an adult, you hardly ever have time for yourself.

I’m not complaining (well, yes I am a bit), but I do wish that what I know now, I would have known when I was younger. “Why is youth always wasted on the young?” as James Whild Lea so rightly put it in his song by the same name. When you’re young you think life goes on forever, so you’ll have plenty of time to do anything you want, but you know what? You haven’t! One (not so) fine morning you’ll wake up old, fat, tired, frail and phlegmatic, realising that your bright future is your mucky past. So while you’re still young, make the most of it. Live your dreams. See the world, make friends, become a bloody rock star or whatever. You can always settle down with spouse and kids and a 9 to 5 desk job when you get old, and you’ll get old before you know it. Life is fucking short, you know. It’s just a blink of an eye.

P.S. Talk about winter depression!!
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