I saw a turtle cloud once.

To speak the truth, it wasn’t really a turtle cloud, more of a large gathering of clouds of various shapes and sizes, with one small but exceptionally definite sphere of a cloud at the top right. With that one blob, however, I found the eye of the turtle. The head of the turtle soon followed after. The curves and crevices in the clouds materialized to form a turtle’s domed shell, complete with hexagonal plates. After that, it didn’t take much to identify the flippers, or the tail of the turtle. And what I had previously thought of as a large mess of white, fluffy clouds became so obviously a turtle.

That was what I did in my free time. Not collecting stamps, not fiddling with gadgets, but just looking up into the sky. At some times, I would make out cloud animals such as the turtle. At other times, I would just watch the clouds play out stories, like when the skies get overcast. When large, grey clouds literally roll over the sky, at an alarming rate, it became so easy all of a sudden to believe in the stories of the old gods battling in the skies.
In some ways, cloud watching gave me an entry to the realm of fantasy. It was like a sort of drug, in a way. After all, whenever I watched the clouds, it seemed as though, for that moment, I was detached from the reality and all the sharp edges of the human world, to enter a soft, indefinite world of my own creation.
And yet, in another way, cloud watching reminded me more than ever of my existence in this world. After all, the process of cloud-watching bears much resemblance to life itself. Often enough, many things in life seem to start out as one large, fluffy, fragmented mess. There seems to be no shape, no pattern, no sense at all in them. Yet, when you grab out at something, anything familiar, and slowly work your way from there, everything seems to fall into place. The mess becomes a turtle, so definite and so real that in hindsight, you wonder why you couldn’t have seen it for what it was before. But the turtle, in every sense, remains a cloud.
In the same way, while the cloud was always there, the turtle was only created a moment ago, molded and sculpted, though not by my hands, but by my mind. In that moment of creation, I felt like a young child again, unburdened with all these cares of what the future held, savouring only the present, drawing delight from discoveries never meant to be shared. In that moment, it didn’t matter what others saw, it didn’t matter that my creation was of no use to anyone, could not even be seen by everyone. In that moment, I was free from all the shackles of obligations. I could be silly and impractical while cloud-watching, without needing to care about the consequences of giving something too big a head, or too small a tail. Only in cloud-watching could I loosen all restraint on myself, and let my impulses take over. Ironically, the thing that resembled life so much, was the one thing that gave me a break from it.

