Around the Track
 
I stare down from the grandstand at the tiny uniformed men busy manicuring the turf as my thoughts lead me away from the conversations going on around me.  I notice that the workers carefully tend to each divot in the soil, knowing that in minutes the horses will cover the same territory; tearing asunder what they had just put back together.  They don’t even have time to look at what they have done before it is ruined.  Over the course of a season they must walk around this oval track a few thousand times doing the exact same things over and over again.  It is difficult to imagine that any satisfaction can be gained from what they do.  Does anything really matter though; doesn’t everything eventually descend into chaos?  
            I spend my days chasing a revenue number that is always on the horizon.  I am focused on that number.  That is all that matters.  We have daily forecasting sessions, weekly meetings and yearly seminars, all to work towards a dollar amount that is just around the bend.  I doggedly pursue this number, slowly accumulating ground towards this goal, only to start from the beginning all over again on January 1st.  It is an unending flow of communication.  Focused on my goal I make calls, send emails, and visit customers as quickly and efficiently as I can.  As I approach the end of the year the finish line is the starting line and it all just starts again.  If I do well, then my manager says “Keep it up”, if I do poorly the line is “New start, new year”, but both these phrases are variation of the same idea: “Go, go, go”.
            For a second I focus back on the race, the horses have loaded into their positions, their muscles twitching in anticipation of the gun.  The gates pop open and they glide low and level out into the open space, focused on the track ahead of them.  Their hooves dig into the turf powerfully propelling them forward.  Their tendons are stretched and their nostrils are flared as they gallop steely-eyed over the grass.  I think to myself that it would be more appropriate if the track was twisted in half, so these beasts could run around it forever.
            I feel time pushing me towards the future.  I am rushed but I don’t know where I am going.  I don’t even know where I want to go.  I always assumed that this would change when I got older; maybe father time would magically wave his wand over me and I would have a clear mind.  No such luck so far, I am still searching for an answer.  The fleeting moments of clarity I have had are some of the most fulfilling moments of my life.  These tiny moments in time I pull my thoughts out of myself and I can feel that I “know”.  Too soon though, the ideas fade and the feeling is lost in the swirling abyss of everyday sensory bombardment.  I’m not alone.  Millions of people are searching for these same things on their own terms.  There are an infinite amount of questions and each person has a countless number of their own answers.
            The jockeys rear back and the crack of their leather straps can almost be heard over the din of the crowd as the competitors angle around the curve towards the final straightaway.  A trio of horses takes the lead and the rest of the pack strains to catch them, eager to get to the finish line.  The cacophony of the throng gathered in the grandstand rises with each thundering stomp and the air around me reverberates with energy.  I am unaffected.  I sit limp in my seat and stare out over the track with a glazed look, still deep within my own thoughts.

I am troubled about the unending press of time and concerned with where I am going, however, throughout everything the beauty is there, I just need to look for it.  Peppered amongst the constant stream of sensory input I absorb throughout the day there are experiences that I can savor.  These pieces of happiness are available if only I was ready to receive them.  
I look up and the race is already over.  The roar of the frenzied crowd has died down to a gentle murmur and people file into the isles and up the stairs, some to cash their tickets, others to make wagers on the next group of horses.  I scan the infield and see the scoreboard, 22 minutes to post.  As soon as the last race is over the countdown begins to the next one.  I sigh and slump back into my seat.  Sitting there, my chin rested on my clenched fist, I let my field of vision grow wider.  The sun reflects off the tiny cars speeding down the highway, I think about all of the people encased in their vehicles speeding towards nowhere.  I slump further down; all of this thinking has left me more confused.  
Life is full of things that I have carefully constructed only to have been destroyed.  Why bother?  What is ever accomplished?  

I look wider still, past the racetrack and the highway to the distant crash of the Pacific Ocean breaking on the shore.  Constant.  Unending.  Beautiful.  This natural routine, this demonstration of the infinite vastness of time and space has been here long before me and it will persist long after I am gone.  I am too entrenched in the rush, the complications, and the stress of everyday existence to be at peace with the things going on around me.  I don’t need to care about arriving “somewhere” or achieving any degree of “perfection”.  I just need to “be”.  Everything that comes to me along the way needs to be experienced.  The highs, the lows, satisfaction, sorrow, happiness and everything in between are all just parts of a landscape that too often escapes our ability to perceive because we are too focused on something else that we may never actually achieve.  I have a choice.  I can rush through my time here, focused on some distant view of happiness or I can open myself to the fulfilling power of the beauty around me.  
I sit up straight and look around me with a new perspective.  The next group of horses enters the track, giddy with anticipation at the upcoming event.  
 
