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It is said that we can never get through an infinite of finite things. Could it be so? 
When it comes to life, what happens? We are born, live, die. It is not that simple. We 
cannot describe life in a single sentence; it would be difficult for any person to explain 
everything that happened over the course of his or her life in just a few words, even those 
not chosen with the utmost wisdom… 

 
I opened my eyes and looked at my mother: she was in tears and smiled at me 

gently. Amongst thousands of sounds, cries, shrieks, the physician’s voice was clear in 
the background, telling my mother the good news and details concerning my delivery. I 
was screaming like a madcap and making sounds such as “aghhagh”. I took my first steps 
already, started talking; at kindergarten got used to other children. During elementary and 
high schools I learned the real meaning of love and respect; dreams started to get outlined 
and friendships became even greater. I met my true love, I told her that I would cross an 
ocean for her, but she did not believe me. I tried to prove how much I loved her, but she 
did not listen.   

The signed paper is on the table, mother weeps; they call me to the army. Dreams 
are over; I had to be a man. I was told that dreams are for children, but at eighteen, what 
am I actually? Questions without answers. I found out what freedom is; I recognized it 
because I didn’t have it there. I came back a man. I discovered university where my 
thoughts were molded; there my heart was shaped as well. My soul smells like freshness 
now and I rejoice that I survived life to eighty-four, I wanted to get away from it at some 
point, but I am not a deserter... a deserter’s soul has no scent.      

I didn’t start a family, I stayed single. Being too blind to be able to love, I led a 
heavy battle with myself. Thinking that: I with my own person and myself would be 
enough. It is never enough; it is nothing that makes you happy. After I died, I haven’t 
actually left completely; I stayed to watch over everyone. The little old lady who crossed 
the street yesterday, she didn’t look at the traffic light, but I pushed her from behind; had 
I not done it, she would have left the Earth too soon. See how it is? I am higher than you. 
I can see everything, and seeing all I can help.  

Now my skin is white and glitters more and more as the days pass. I am getting 
younger by the day. Last week I looked the same as when I left the Earth, yesterday I 
looked like when I enrolled in the army.  Today… I am ten years old again. What will it 
happen tomorrow? My eyesight becomes dimmer, I don’t know why this is happening to 
me; I am in Heaven, Haven is sunny all the time. Now something strange is happening, I 
can’t recall any of my memories, as if all have disappeared… Wait, where am I? Who am 
I … “aghhaghh”.  



I opened my eyes and looked at my mother; she was in tears and smiled at me 
gently. Amongst thousands of sounds, cries, shrieks, the physician’s voice was clear in 
the background, telling my mother the good news and details concerning my delivery. I 
took my first steps already…   
 
 


