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​Winter Break
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Once yonder snowy 

wasteland thawed

beneath it lay most 

verdant scene

Springtime promise 

midst the sod

forthcoming bud

defies the fiend

The deep blue of 

a darkened sky

held the eve in

bold solemnity

The burning orange 

glow of the lights 

on empty streets 

welcome me home

Midnight air is 

cold to breath

memories distant

my fingers freeze

Resonance of 

hollow passions

delay my wanted 

dreams
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Threshold of Dawn 
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Cheerful sunlight filtered through the canopy, dancing across the underbrush. Broad, verdant leaves waved in tandem as the sky’s cool breath aroused them to motion. Tree limbs bent in gestures of praise. The air was fragrant with fresh, earthy repose. A hushed “tick-tock tick-tock” harmony flowed through the trees like a lullaby. 

The Son pressed a hand to the rutted bark of an ancient tree, fingers trailing the grooves and knots that defined its surface. Warmth answered at his touch, like the kind smile of a friend or the gentle embrace of a mother. 

The Father was pruning the shoots from around the base of a neighboring tree. His gentle contact and mercifully swift “clip-clip-clip” drew no more than a sigh from the boughs overhead. Once the task was finished, the Son and the Father collected their tools and exchanged a smile on their way. Their footsteps pressed softly into the organic detritus of the woodland floor. 

From the heart of each tree came the steady rhythm, the ticking steps. The trees of this timberland were unlike any other. They had a life of their own. A sentience, even. At the center of their trunks, each tree had a special adornment: a clock face with all its intricacies, including timepiece hands for the hour, minute, and second; ornate glyphs took the form of primeval sylvan script; and all this behind a thin, transparent glass-like bark. As the trees would age their clocks’ natural adornments would also change. Elaborate designs like trimmings, moldings and inlays formed. The eldest of the trees possessed such detail and elegance in their faces as to rival any grandfather clock crafted by human hands. 

The land itself was enchanted, or so the Father said. These trees with clocks for faces were effectively immortal. The very concept of death was a foreign one. Time passed, but always toward eternity. All the more reason for concern, when the Son suddenly stopped in his tracks. “Oh, no. Father!”

The Son could hardly speak for the shift in ambiance. The air took on an uncommon chill, and the bright atmosphere dropped to a more somber tinge. There before them stood the rare sight of a young tree which had died. Its once thick, reddish-brown bark had turned into a sickly, hoary texture and had waned to papery dryness. The branches were twisted and bare. Most of the tree’s leaves had fallen, shriveled orphans in the sallow grass. The ground about its roots had also been affected, for few grasses or herbs could be seen growing nearby. 

The Son touched the tree’s flesh but he pulled back quickly in shock, for there was no warmth or even the slightest hint of vitality. Only a fierce, empty cold remained—a void so abhorrent that it made him shudder. Such emptiness was a sharp contrast to the vibrant, persistent life of the remaining woodlands around them.

“What happened, Father? How can this be?”

The Father groaned, wavering on his feet. A deathly pallor drained all color from his face and his mouth fell as if to express a deep disturbance, but no words came.

The tree’s face was raw with implications, and the boy looked upon the wonder with sad recognition. One of the tree’s spindly limbs, bowed unnaturally, was bent back upon the timepiece. The bark of the limb was split from strain at the outer curve. The translucent tree bark covering the clock face lay shattered on the ground. Like the desperate grasp of the forlorn damned, the bough’s extremities held taut, like a cucumber vine, to the hands of its own clock. 

As if appealing for explanation, the Father looked around the wooded glen. But the trees did not answer him anymore than they did the Son. Their only reply was the groaning of boughs in a sudden gust of wind. Yet the anguish and grief were palpable.

“We can’t always know why,” said the Father, at last. With a grim edge to his normally serene face, the man added, “I’ll collect the tools.”

As he did so, the Son dropped to his knees. How could the tree resort to such a terrible act of self-immolation? As he waited, the boy's mind ran wild in trying to understand. His imagination fought to grasp what he was seeing.

“If only I knew what you were thinking,” the Son thought desperately. His words implored the woodland to share a witness of this unbelievable heartache.

The Father returned with their implements. “We must cut it down. It’s diseased.”

Eventually, the tree finally fell beneath the swing of their axes and the tug-and-pull of the crosscut saw. With each pull, their own hearts were rent painfully. The dead tree, to a degree, seemed already well decayed. The innermost heartwood had been reduced to pulp, as if by a churning grief.

The Son wondered quietly as they worked: had this inner sickness preceded the tree’s personal destruction, or merely followed in its wake?

Once the tree was felled, they took turns chopping apart the boughs and severing the trunk into smaller pieces. The thin-most limbs were so dry as to easily snap in the strength of their gloved hands. They loaded the wood upon a pile and started a fire. Smoke burned the Son’s eyes as the stump too was hallowed and burned. The flames consumed the remains hungrily, erasing all evidence of the tree’s former existence. 

The Father and the Son had worked well into the night. By then the moon was casting silver beams through the canopy, shifting at the gesture of the leaves. In the end, all that endured was an ashen ring around a blackened-out pit.

Their backs and arms were sore, their clothes damp with sweat. The Father gathered once again the tools. He rested a hand upon his child’s shoulder and left in silence. The Son remained longer, requiring final moments to grieve and reflect.

A gleam of moonlight danced across the neighboring trees’ clock faces. Vaguely, the Son perceived the sky was turning from jet black to a deep purple: that the shadows no longer fell as profoundly.

“Dawn is at the door,” the Son whispered. As he said this, he came to a sudden truth that served only to deepen his anguish. 

Fresh tears flowed anew as the Son’s empathy carried him. The saddest fact of all was now plain, the realization of what was now before him. Although long burned to ash, the image was pressed into his mind. All the trees surrounding him now bore the same measure of time as was frozen in the lost tree’s strenuous grasp. The hour hand at one angle, the minute hand at another angle. It was this time exactly, twenty-four hours to the dot when this tree had succumbed to final defeat and ruin.
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