To write is to surf a wave.

          You turn up, turn up, turn up for the ride.

          The horizon sits there

          Barely breathing.......

          Flat, limpid, immense,

          Until that moment where the wave rises,  

          Higher and higher skywards.

          Then comes the thrill, a burst of light and air and energy

          Until the inspiration flows like life-blood

          Coursing through the veins, the arteries, the senses

          (While you still have life).....

          And each time, you ride it until its spent……
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