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NARE'S FLIGHT

ABOUT THE NOVEL

The Pilot is a spiritual novel. It tells the tale of Nare and the people in her life. It explores the mysteries between earthly life and heaven. Separated by distance, even death, from those they love, it reveals how people hold onto hope of reunion.

The story speaks about love and separation, loss, pain, failures and the way to success.The characters of the novel are ordinary people with different destinies. The philosophy of this novel is not only existence but dignity. It's a romance that expresses the power of love.

The pilot is one of the main characters of the novel who used to be a poor young lady whose parents and younger brother died in a car accident. 

The novel is about desires and ambitions. The strong ambitions make not only dreams but even illusions come true as well.

––––––––
[image: ]


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

AWARD WINNING AUTHOR NOBLE STAR FOR LITERATURE 2020 ANAHIT ARUSTAMYAN
Poetry books: The Queen Of Metaphors, My Intoxicated Ink, The Phantom's Dolphin, Words In Flight, The Canvas Of My Soul, Where I Meet Myself, Ink And Quill.
––––––––
[image: ]

THE BOOKS ARE AVAILABLE ON AMAZON BOTH PAPERBACK AND KINDLE. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE

[image: ]


AIRPORT

The taxi stopped at the gates of Zvartnots International Airport in Yerevan. Nare crept out of it like a small bird flown from its cage. Her boyfriend followed her, opening his wallet to pay the driver. Nare's dark eyes and her boyfriend's blue eyes hugged each other like two pieces of coal and two drops of the sea.

''John!'' she said in a weak voice. “I have never flown before. I wish I were able to fly with you''.  

'' Yes, darling!'' John whispered, sadly. “I wish I were able to place you in my travelling bag. I did my best to take you with me, but I failed. They reject most of the visa applications from unemployed and homeless people.”  

Nare had already tasted  bitterness in her life and the world's injustice. She had no property or money. 

''I have a little time before going through the passport control. Let me photograph you before I leave,'' John said to Nare with a sad smile. 

He took the camera out of his pocket to add more photos of his beloved woman not only to his camera but also to his heart. The taxi had already gone. John shot a few pictures of Nare's dark and deep eyes. Nare and John had been online friends before John visited her. As an eastern young  lady Nare was shy and reserved.  

''John, you have been here for ten days. If you stayed longer, we would light more and more candles in the churches standing for centuries in my ancient land,'' she said.

Nare held John's hand so firmly as if she hoped to prevent John from going. A plane took off, speeding up higher and higher. Nare looked up to catch its sight.  She had seen many flocks of cranes before. 

'' Why have the white feathers of the bird turned into silver?'' she asked herself. 

The iron crane disappeared in the sky.  That wasn't John's flight. They both walked into the airport building. There were crowds of people inside the airport. John handed his passport to the airline check-in agent, who asked him a question in a very polite way.

''Your final destination, sir?'' the check-in agent said to John.

'' New York'', replied John. 

Nare knew Air France would take John from Yerevan to Paris and from Paris to New York. John's silver crane would land in Paris for fuel then continue its flight to New York like a huge bird that could land for some water. After John's passport and airplane ticket had been checked, he turned to Nare. 

'' I am so sorry. I wish I were able to take you to my place,'' John said.

He opened his wallet again. 

'' Here is some money,” he said. “Do pay the taxi driver to take you to town.'' 

Their hands embraced each other. The coins found themselves in Nare's cold palm. 

'' Good flight, John!'' she cried. 

John bound himself to large crowds of the passengers and slid through the departure gate. She looked around. The lit bulbs of the airport reminded her of shiny stars. 

''I won't go back, no, I won't,'' Nare whispered and her dark eyes suddenly changed into bubbled black clouds. 

She expected John to gift her  with wings.  Now her hope melted like a soft snowflake. It was the very snowflake that wasn't being kissed by a sunray but a grey cloud of smoke. She lived with her uncle's family. She was poor. Her misery was mirrored on her pale but beautiful face. She used to spend most of her time sitting before her computer. She had a lot of friends all over the world. She always shared her thoughts and emotions with them. That's  why she thought the cyber world was her borderless home. Her friends were so nice to her, but John was the only person who not only spread his voice via the internet but flew by air to touch her neck and to kiss her onyx  eyes as well. They had been together for only ten days. Now she was watching the travellers a bit jealously. Nare's eyes  climbed up, but her words got stuck in her throat.

''Here is the air that had brought John to me. The same air was taking him away,'' Nare said to herself and tried to stretch her hand towards the flying airplane in despair. 

Nare did not leave the airport though John had already gone to his home city. Nare kept on wandering at the airport with her secret thoughts and silent monologue.  She no longer believed that her computer would open the door of the cage in which her heart's nightingale was trapped. 

''Nare, nobody will offer you his vehicle,'' she kept on speaking to herself. 

The people were too busy to notice her quenched shape that was wandering around the airport. Suddenly her eyes met an old man. He had his passport and plane ticket in his hand. The man's wrinkled face reminded her of a grey cliff, and the tears from his eyes were likely to be rain drips sticking in the deep wrinkles of his cheeks. Nare wanted to know who he was and where he was going.
“Grandfather,” called Nare in a friendly voice.    
''What's wrong?  What has happened? Why are you crying?''  she whispered quietly. 

''Everything is all right,'' the old man answered with a faint smile. “I am going away. I am sick and old. Only God knows if I would be able to come back home again. My only daughter lives in Madrid. I am going there. My wife died when our daughter was ten''. 

The old man paused for a moment and said, '' What's your name?''

''Nare'', she replied.

''What a good name! Where are you going, Nare?'' the old man said to her.

''Nowhere. I came here to see off my boyfriend two days ago
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