

  [image: ]




  CENTURY’S ENDINGS




  




  Oliver Frances




  ***




  




  CAUTIOUS MAN




  




  Published by Marco A Diaz




  Edited by Rob Bignell




  “Jeremy Smith” edited by Amanda Mathis




  Cover Art by Carla Prato




  Copyright 2013 Marco A Diaz




  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  http://www.xinxii.com


  [image: logo_xinxii]





  License Notes




  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this




  ***




  




  





  




  FAITH




  The enormous flame scintillated with no mercy on the coppery soil. One dense blue heaven came out of a whitened mantle of clouds. From earth –through its fissures, laments sprouted. And, the wind had run away.




  Upon the large area of cultivated land, the peasants commented each other about the severe drought on that year meanwhile they were doing their labors, all nonplussed owing to the heat -an inclement flare lingered on their reddened and nude backs.




  It was unbearable the ardent day.




  “Oh! Even God is not going to save us from losing the little we've sown in our smallholdings.”




  Aridity devoured the long rows of the maize field.




  “Shut up! Don't be bird of ill omen. We have enough with communism,” Kazimiero scolded his pal.




  “Ha! … What are you going to do to bring rain?”




  “It'll come. But, don't scare it away with your words. At the door of my house I got a cross of blessed palm to have rain. It never fails.”




  “Wait and see,” told the peasant, raising his sight so as to watch the field.




  A gilt light suffused the immense plain.




  Kazimiero paced back to his home. His duty in the plantation had been completed, so that there was no time to labor on his holding. His sight under his straw hat observed all what he found on his way. It was unbearable for the peasant to watch the pasture scourged awfully.




  On the hill, grinding to a halt and taking off the hat, he caught a glimpse of the whole landscape, which was extensive and untamed. A rare sensation of impotency ran around him. To his mind came the question that: to where had gone the central planning upon agriculture? No response for it. However, in a few minutes, he would forget it at all once he had got to his home -where was the woman that met in Belarus.




  In the wooden house, Aldas was seated on a leather stool awaiting her man as usual. Time had killed the sentiment, and their intense passion had put out long ago. Routine had gained the control of their lives. At every morning, she kneaded the pastry for “blynai”, which was baked on an earthenware oven, along with black coffee were the breakfast.




  The crop on their holding was enough for the other meals.




  “Oh God! Kazimiero, I can't stand this heat. Where rain comes?” Aldas moaned about as she cleaned off perspiration drops running down on her cheek.




  “Don't worry! It'll come. But, rain is going to stay for long.”




  “Another day more in the plantation… You don't have time to repair the roof.”




  “I have to do it before setting rain… The aluminum won’t be resistant… All us have to work in the plantation to support the ideology of communism: man for man. But, the members of the politburo know nothing about it. All the money is for the military machine.”




  “This land doesn't yield a lot anymore.”




  “Aldas, what we need is to have technical equipment to improve our land. Moscow should send them.”




  “What is going to send is more military men and guns against us if we still hold the idea of liberation and even talk in our language.”




  Moving out some piece of junk upon the stoves, Kazimiero said. “From all ideas that have been poured on these countries just politicians have drawn benefits. Communism has created gods. The only for us left is: work and sorrow.”




  Tiredness was mirrored over her countenance. So, she threw some words.




  “Liquor can just heal our souls.”




  “Yes… Give me a tipple,” asked the peasant.




  ***




  The luminous blue that colored the skies had turned into a greyish hue. The sun would conceal itself behind the enormous obscure clouds that began to mantle heaven. As the rays of light became more intense, steam welled up from earth. And, the great torch cast a flare that would punish men.




  “Great! The cross will work out. It's going to rain,” told Stasys.




  “Ha! What I've said. God never fail.”




  “I hope that there was no flood,” said Stasys.




  “You're always a bird of ill omen. Shut up!” Kazimeiro quarreled.




  Even though the night had not come yet all was in shadows. Amidst the maize field ran a mild breeze leaving a trail of humidity. Kazimeiro would not have work on the plantation that afternoon. As he walked back home, a solid bead dashed the fissured soil, and others did the same. The heaven skies started out to put their tears over the land as drizzle began to fall.




  “It's begun to rain… Thanks God,” said Aldas as her eyes gleamed with happiness.




  “This morning I told Stasys that the cross of blessed palm never fails. That is much better than promising to put a one on the Hill of Crosses.”




  “Old age has made you clever.”




  “It is not cleverness… It’s just that I know what to do,” he contradicted.




  The night metamorphosed itself into such an enormous angered beast that cast out from his eyes tearful and ardent hailstones over the earth. Heaven scourged the rebel soil. Apocalypses had arrived in Earth.




  All men afraid hid themselves in their shelters.




  Kazimeiro and his woman struggled against the ire of nature. The aluminum were not so resistant. At one end of the roof, there was a great leaking.




  “We are going to fill all the buckets with water,” said Aldas, worried.




  “Oh my goodness! You're a squared woman. Just go out and throw away the water and come back again… Don't be silly! Put a pan under the leak.”




  The night creature was still much more furious and, his whips were more severe upon his subject.




  “Kazimeiro!” The woman cried in desperation. “The rain dropped down the wood boards. The hens are in run.”




  At hearing Aldas, he rushed out the house. In the commotion, the man did not feel the great drops hit all over his constitution.




  The small refuge of the hens was pulled down. Upon the ground laid the metallic net and boards that protected them from being exposed to the weather. A furious wind was the culprit. One of the three birds shouldered around a puddle of water as though entrapped in it. Kazimeiro chased the hen and, once he was over it, the beast threw out a hailstone on him.




  It was an unexpected hit that had flung him. His head run into the water and stout body against the wet soil. The creature had not pitied the unconscious man that lay upon the ground like a piece of muddy meat, because this still whipped him with its ardent tears.




  ***




  At first hours of the morning, the hideous creature swirled an obscure mantle so as to dissolve itself. The heights ceased to impose its punishment on earth and, now mitigated its thirst generously.




  “What's the matter with our friend?” Audrius asked sadly.




  “Your friend rushed out in order to look for our hens,” replied Aldas giving life to every word uttered. “When a big light fell on him.”




  “Since then… he doesn't see, nor hears, neither talks?” Regina asked.




  “Oh dear God! That lightening has shattered his life. We gotta take him to a hospital. That has to be right now.”




  The peasants wended to the hospital of the capital and even Moscow where was supposed to find the impressive medical advances for the time, perhaps at a higher level than western countries. “Modernism” was regarded as an unexplainable force that someone procured there, and, which it might well restore, as a magic act, the whole senses of Kazimeiro. Even though the capital of the Soviet empire was an astounding metropolis, it could not be found the cure for the poor man.




  “A natural phenomenon has altered the course of the life of your husband.”




  That was what the medics diagnosed.




  ***




  No medicine was prescribed for his disease could one be attributed the cause to a sort of affliction. It was remote the existence of any herb that might well scare off the disorder, inasmuch as it was not a spell that anyone had cast on him. All was done by the untamed Mother Nature. She had given him all his gifts, now she snatched them away. It was not understandable.




  The life of Kazimiero had fallen into an abyss, silent and tenebrous. Since that awful night, to his mind came the beautiful portrait of the Virgin Mary of the Gates of Dawn, which, according to the History and legend, was used as a shield by the defenders of the city against one Tartar attack. Such marvelous image had made The Tartaras retreated, so that the Lithuanian warriors were able to regrouped their army and defeat the invaders. Had a miracle aided to overpower the intruders, it might restore his senses. Through Jesus' mother he would communicate with God.




  ***




  “Here is this stray. He will help to sow your holding.”




  “Oh dear Christ! Where you took this lad?” asked Aldas, tired.




  “No person cares for him. You would do a favor if you brought him up,” said Stasys.




  The feeble lad, with a constricted back, observed astounded, through his long black strands falling upon his agate eyes, the haggling of the two people.




  “Would you like to be with this woman that is growing older and with a ghost as husband?” She asked rudely.




  Her words made his blood run cold, so that he remained quiet.




  “Of course! He wants. Don't ask a dead man if he wish a mass.”




  The son of nowhere land turned out to be the corner stone of Aldas. A new gleam of hope and illusion he would bring to her, so that he made less severe the reality of her husband. He always occupied himself with the harvest and the improvement of their house, and sometimes he cared after Kazimeiro. So, she had begun to think that the strayed that had brought Stasys was the fruit of her womb never yield. Her fear of solitude waned on account of the new comer.




  ***




  Seven tortuous years had gone by with leaden steps and, Kazimeiro continued raising his petition to his Creator from shadows. He was not able to utter any word, nor to hear the cock-a-doodle-doo of a cock; neither to observe the changes of the people that were around him. The man just bore his recollections on mind, which they had not yielded to the action of time. His damsel, that had bedazzled his limpid green eyes as a precious gem does to an adventurer, still lived amidst his thoughts. Now, the skin of the young lady had wrinkled, her back stood bent and the brightness of her countenance was died out. Her charming eyes mirrored tiredness and boredom. An attitude of resignation before the tragedy of her man had molded her character in the last years.




  “Stasys, time’s gone quickly. We are old now,” said Aldas.




  “Don't remember it.”




  “You still remember when you brought my little Kazimeiro, do you?”




  “Oh! It seems to me that it was yesterday. I remember how you hesitated then… And, now you think that he is your son. In fact, you named him as Kazimeiro.”




  “That's right. He gave me a hope… You've been the only friend of Kazimeiro. When everybody knows that he would never be as before didn't come here anymore. That stranded lad was a change for my life. He should have named “change”. In this place, he has been the only change,” Aldasl commented as seeing the field maize from the door of her house.




  “Ha! What do you tell me? You're wrong. Changes are on their way. Not over here yet… Over there, I mean Moscow. Believe or not.”




  ***




  Over the heavenly skies a mantle of robust and ash tainted clouds was. The trees and few horrible trunks were hurt before the furious wind that dashed inclemently. And, the maize of field was desert.




  Upon the barren hill, risen the woodened house on the fissures of the hardened mudded soil.




  Nature was death.




  “I hope the rains are not pouring ones,” said little Kazimeiro as though the man was laid on the bed could hear him. “From flooding, God save us! I gotta cut off this moustache.”




  The celestial vault burst into rage against earth and men. A night creature arose from shadows anew. The beast had dominance upon Nature Mother.




  So, the hens were liberated to cause of the wind that dropped down the small refuge that sheltered them. Little Kazimeiro noticing what had occurred rushed after them. The old that lay on bed got up suddenly. And, staggering and bumping into what was found on his way, he went outside. Unexpectedly, the night creature stretched his hand to cast off a flaming dart upon the constitution of the peasant exposed to weather.




  The story was occurred anew.




  ***




  The words that had molded a petition were listened to by the Creator after twenty-one years. His faithful devotion to the Virgin Mary of the Gates of Dawn had not been worthless. During those long years, Kazimeiro had infinite thoughts came to his mind in order to desist on to cling himself to a hope of cure. However, his fervent credence that welled from a marvelous light inside him, which it was not more than soul, never waned. The Virgin had procured the miracle from the Supreme Being for the joy of the peasant. Nature that once snatched away his gifts restored them to him now. Anew, the one hundred millions receptors of the eyes had got over the magic of perception; the twenty four thousand filaments of each ears vibrated by the whisper of the wind and from his lips sprang word.
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