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The Tree
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Everything was white, nothing but white, only blurred shapes of tree branches were emerging in front of them and fading behind them while they were running towards the valley. Nothing but white, while the crying and weeping voices filled the space. The morning fog and the smoke were mixed and covered the place. 
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When the leaves turned red preparing to fall, when the wind blew a little bit colder, when it’s time for people to go to their homes earlier seeking warmth, the war broke. The warmth of homes turned into a feeling of insecurity, as the walls would collapse at anytime, smashing the lives inside. The threat became closer as the fires reached the villages. All people were pushed to leave their homes and villages to another place, a safer place, the valley. Angela, fourteen, her father, mother, little brother and sister were among those people. 
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The road to the valley was rough and full of pain. All that could be seen there were the sad faces of men and women who left their farms and homes behind. It was not the stones they were sad for, but thousands of hours of memories, the things they used to live for. They left their history behind. Army vehicles loaded with soldiers could be seen too on the same road, but directing to their villages. All could be heard there were the cries of children on their mothers’ shoulders and the sounds of explosions coming from a far distance behind ... their village.
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They lived in camps ... food was limited and presented to them by foreigners in small portions. Tents would do for the current weather ... and no problem with the food ... small portions would do ... at least all were getting their daily needs ... but after few weeks they faced the real problem ... winter.  
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It was cold inside the tents the same as it was outside it, and it could not keep all the rain outside, water drops were falling from time to time on the people inside, hardly trying to sleep and suffering from hunger and cold. To get some warmth, men started a wooding campaign ... all nearby trees were cut ... and its wood was burned in lots amongst tents, when refugees ran out of wood they went to the nearby forests.  
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There was a small bush near Angela’s family's tent. One day, Angela’s father wanted to cut this bush, but Angela asked him not to do so. “It is small ... it would not help ...” Angela argued. Her father agreed. In fact, he did not want to add more sadness to his little sensitive daughter, as he noticed her interest in this tiny tree, which even shared her daily bottle of water. He went to the forest with the other men to bring some bigger bushes.
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Angela was a poetess, a dreamer she was, but her dreams were simple and sometimes she could not tell the difference between her dreams and her ordinary wishes. 

––––––––
[image: image]


Winter ended and spring came ... weather became warmer ... some flowers grown in the valley ... and distant birds could be heard ... spring ended ... but the war did not ...
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Angela is older now ... one day, war will be over ... she will find a job to help her father ... she will bring money and gifts for her family ... she thought ...
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Months passed slowly ... days were long and nights became longer ... and nothing changed ... people are still in camps suffering lack of food, lack of joy, lack of rest and lack of dignity ... summer ended ... and cold winds returned to blow.
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The bush is a huge tree now. The sunlight is coming through its branches and leaves making a colorful haze of light. Angela – a big grown woman now - is sitting under her tree, the colors coming from above are making sweet reflections on her face and on the pages of her notebook as she is writing another poem of her life, Angela dreamt one night.
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One misty morning Angela’s father was awakened with the sound of an axe cutting woods ... Outside the tent ... some people gathered watching Angela cutting her tree ... to burn. It was the first tree cut that winter. 
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With a smile
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She stood by the kitchen door with a strange feeling she could not understand. It was a mixture of happiness and sadness; if she wanted to describe it, she would say uneasy happiness or some sort of little hope. Having this feeling, she thought that she heard faint sounds behind her apartment door; she listened with more attention, now the sounds became a real weak knocking on the door. She moved slowly, a bit afraid, thinking to herself why was not the knocker ringing the bell.
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"Who is it?" She asked. But no one answered. Reluctantly she opened the door; he was standing there, pale and weak with his feet almost capable of making him standing straight. Their eyes met, and then there was a slight smile over his lips. She was surprised at first, but after few moments, and without saying a word, she slammed the door at his face.
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"Why he came back? How dares he after what he had done?" she stood thinking, with her back against the door. She stood recalling the way he hurt her dignity, once, that was many months ago, now. They were in love, true love, and they made it through many good times and bad times as well, but love was broken at last. 
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She put her ear against the door – no sound, no sound at all.  
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He did admit his mistake, several times he did. He left her for few days to calm down, at the beginning, but after that, he spent a couple of months trying to fix what he had done. He told her how much he loved her and that life would be meaningless without her, but she was refusing even to listen. 
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Now after she had almost forgotten him, he is back. He is back with a smile! A strange smile she had not ever seen before, a smile she could not even explain, but she sensed honesty about it. His smile made her anxious and curious, anxious because she could not explain it, and curious because she wanted to know what was behind it.  
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She heard a strong thud behind the door, she turned quickly and opened it, he was not there ... no, he lay on the ground with his face down, and she could see the hole in his shirt and the blood that covered his back. She bent down and reached for him with tears in her eyes. She understood the slight smile she saw, and finally figured out how much he loved her.  
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Dying There


[image: image]


It was about seven o’clock when he slowly walked out of the building to the parking lot to drive home. All his days at work were long and tough, but this one in particular was really harsh. He was the best negotiator in the company and today he closed an important deal with a major vendor.  

––––––––
[image: image]


Sun has left the scene, but it was not completely dark. Many thoughts were storming his tired mind ... the work ... the kids ... their needs ... bills ... and his wife. Few questions suddenly started. Does it worth all the pain? Given the current circumstances, does life deserve this entire headache? What is he getting in return? Are there other ways to continue living without all this misery? 
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The few steps left to reach his car seemed a very long distance after the tiring day. He wondered at that moment of the sudden silence, his eyes became hardly recognizing lights and things around him, he suddenly felt that he was sweating yet he felt cold, his feet became heavier and he started to stagger ... the world around him started to spin ... and he fell down when his feet could not carry him anymore.  
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The man lay down on his side with pain and fear. He could not see anything there, he only heard people shouting and running around him trying to help and he could smell the ground of the parking lot, it was a mixture of gasoline, oil and tires. Then it was silence again, he tried helplessly to catch any voice or any sound, but nothing is heard. Sounds meant the final link with the world that was becoming darker and darker ... colder and colder ... it was a complete silence, emptiness and loneliness.
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His life started to roll before his eyes, quick scenes from the past, the days of childhood, playing and studying, college days ... then his first job ... the scenes kept on rolling ... he remembered the peaceful days ... then the scenes of marriage started ...
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He saw his wife smiling in the wedding party ... other family scenes ... some years are passing ... the scene of the children growing healthier ... his wife growing younger ... while he was growing older...
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It has been years since he last felt his wife’s love ... love had faded away ... he remembered the old days when there was nothing but true love. Was it true? He asked himself. If it was true ... why did it fade away later? Cannot love just go on forever ... why? He gave her all he could; he worked hard to raise a happy family. Despite their many needs, he had never let anyone down; while, he was getting nothing. Children are taking what they want without thanking or thinking of who brought their things. His wife’s needs are must ... and he did not have a kiss since ages, for anything nor for nothing. They are living having fun, while he is just working and sleeping lonely.  
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Suddenly, before the rolling scenes a strange face emerged
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