
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Rainbows in my Kitchen

        

        
        
          Teena Raffa-Mulligan

        

        
          Published by Sea Song Publications, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      RAINBOWS IN MY KITCHEN

    

    
      First edition. April 30, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Teena Raffa-Mulligan.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0987227638

    

    
    
      Written by Teena Raffa-Mulligan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This collection of short pieces would never have been written without my amazing family: The Man Around The House, our children Boris, The Princess and Cherry, and of course, our children's children. You have all been a constant source of creative inspiration and bring joy and meaning to my life.


Acknowledgement: Many of these reflections on my everyday life first appeared in various newspapers and magazines during my long career as a journalist. All have been revised and updated for this publication.
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Rainbows in my kitchen
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THERE are rainbows in my kitchen. Shifting and shimmering, they decorate the bench, the pantry, the oven door, the fridge, and the tiles on the floor. There’s a logical explanation: a wind chime hangs at the kitchen window and when sunlight filters through the facets of the suspended crystal ball, it creates my rainbows. Even though I know that, I was awestruck the first time I saw them.

I still smile at the sight. And my kitchen rainbows made me realise once more that there’s magic in the everyday. Nothing about our lives is ordinary. Just being here and experiencing life is nothing short of extraordinary.

Babies and small children are wide-eyed with wonder at the world they find themselves in. Every experience is new and exciting. They can be captivated by something as simple as a leaf shifting in the breeze. It doesn’t take long for them to learn boredom and begin to dismiss everyday experiences as not exciting enough.

My mother loved gardening. She paid no heed to landscaping or design principles and planted shrubs, trees and flowers wherever there was a patch of spare soil.

Two years after her death and many long years after Alzheimer’s Disease robbed her of the ability to care for herself, never mind her garden, it was a legacy of that love for growing things. In season, the fragrance of freesias greeted me as I walked up the front path. The roses still unfolded their velvety petals in a breathtaking display.

One day Dad took me out into the backyard to admire them. I spotted a flourishing patch of weeds among the flowers.

“You’ll have to pull those out,” I said.

Dad shook his head. “Look at the flowers – they’re lovely, I can’t bear to pull them up.”

It’s all a matter of perception. In the busyness of our rush and hurry lives it’s easy to miss the magic in the world around us – the pelican on the wing, the call of a crow, shifting shadows, drifting clouds, dew drops forming sparkling gems on the petals of a flower. My rainbows in the kitchen remind me there’s nothing ordinary about our everyday lives.
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Everyday magic
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SOME people are bird spotters. It makes their day if they catch sight of a particular bird. I spot dolphins. The sight of one of these beautiful creatures thrills me. It makes my day. If I happen to see a pod frolicking – as happened one early morning when I had the rare privilege of sharing the ocean with about a dozen dolphins, including youngsters – the delight can last for days.

So as a dolphin spotter of many years’ standing, whenever I’m walking or cycling along the beach path, I scan the ocean. While swimming, I check periodically to see whether I have the company of dolphins. It doesn’t matter how far away they are, just knowing they’re there is enough.

Several summers ago when we were swimming at our local beach I was scanning for dolphins as usual. I noticed immediately there was something different that day. A few hundred metres off shore where the ocean changes colour, a big dark shape was just breaking the surface of the water.

“What’s that?” I wondered aloud.

“A rock,” said my daughter, who is less familiar with ‘our beach’.

No. Rocks that big didn’t appear overnight. Suddenly a huge tail rose out of the water, a trademark spurt of water hosed skywards and the mystery was solved. A lone whale was basking in the bay, remarkably close to shore. We thrilled at the sight. It was awesome.

Excitement gathered along the beach and people of all ages hurried to the top of the sand dunes to better view this unexpected visitor. It’s the only time I’ve seen a whale in our bay, though there was a big manta ray that regularly cruised the shore for a time.

I still scan the ocean for my friends the dolphins and feel that wonderful lift of spirits when a grey shape curves out of the water.

Sometimes, though, I do wonder why this one creature seems so special. There’s not the same thrill of pleasure at ants, for instance, or the humble housefly. Yet are they less of a miracle than the dolphins in the bay? That’s a point to ponder.
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Choose a life channel
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WOULDN’T it be nice if we could control our lives as easily as we control our entertainment systems? Fast Forward over the tricky bits such as health problems, relationship difficulties, the pain of loss and the heartbreak of sorrow – or better still, skip them altogether. With a life control we could reduce the volume on arguments and dissension, mute disruptive noises. Forget all those incidents we wish we’d lived differently – simply press Rewind and then edit them for a better outcome for everyone involved.

As for all the special experiences such as finding the love of your life, the miracle of birth, a baby’s smile of recognition, a toddler’s first faltering steps, the laughter of children, an unexpected thank you – use Replay, again and again. And push Pause regularly, to savour anew the awesome beauty of nature, a pelican in flight, a rainbow after rain, dew drops sparkling in early morning sunshine, a mirror-smooth ocean, mist shrouding the landscape.

I think it’s a great idea. Just imagine... We could choose a life channel that offers only love, joy and laughter, set Play to permanently positive. And in the words of a popular song, what a wonderful world this would be.
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Be happy
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SOME years back there was a popular song with a catchy tune and a simple message: Don’t worry, be happy. Perhaps it should have been adopted as a song for all nations. Read the papers, watch TV and the world picture is bleak. Natural disasters, plane crashes, murders, illness, environmental destruction, precarious economies and widespread despair.

It’s surprising we haven’t all decided to put life into the ‘too hard’ basket, retreated to a cave somewhere and curled up in a ball to wait until it’s all over.

It brings to mind a brief exchange I had with my children when they were still in primary school. After a week of con-frontations I announced we were going to have a meeting. It would be a chance to talk about what behaviour we found upsetting and what we could do to make things easier for each other. The Princess, aged 10 at the time, considered carefully, then said, “You could laugh more, Mum.”

The simple reminder was as timely then as it is now. For too many people the world over, daily living is a struggle for survival or a mundane trudge through routine. We have forgotten how to hope and all too often how to really care for each other and reach out in compassion to those in need. It takes a tragedy such as the Boxing Day tsunami or the Bali bombings to remind us that life is precious and just being here should be reason enough to smile.
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