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*Past*

Cries. Small, muffled cries. A small bundle in a corner shuddered and trembled each time a whimper escapes. For a long time I watched as the small frame shook with every cry. Slowly, I reached out my hand and touched his shoulder gently. He lifted his head. For a small moment, I can see the look in his eyes. It's such an intense look for a boy his age. Such sadness should only come with age, not when one is only 6 years old. Tears streaked his pale features. Black, ivory eyes dulled by the tears with soft black hair framing his delicate face. He is only a child, a mere infant in the beginning of his world. Wordlessly, I gathered him into my arms. He looked up in surprise. "Who are you?" Ah, the ultimate question. What shall I answer? "I'm your angel."

He looked at me disbelievingly. His eyes confused and tired. I knew. Softly, I rested my fingertips on his temple. “Sleep.” His eyes closed. I brought him close so that his head rested against my shoulder. “Sleep without fear.” I whispered quietly as I looked at the soft lashes hiding his sad eyes. He was more like a child now, at peace with his troubled world. “Sleep without fear. Sleep for I am here."

*Certainty*

Slowly, I eased him onto the bed and drew the thin covers over him. Thin, for it was humid in the room. I stepped back and watched him breathe, his small chest rising and falling with each breath. I felt another beside me. “You can stop now. You can leave and never look back. Are you sure you want to do this?” I crept forward and knelt beside the bed. I softly brushed his hair away from his eyes. Turning my head, I faced the Voice. “I made the choice, didn’t I?” My gaze turned back to the bed. “I made my decision.” “Are you sure?” Silence filled the room. I watched him as he slept. The question echoed in my mind. Was I sure? I stood up. “No. I’m never sure.”

I don’t know if he dreamt that night. But if he did, I prayed that they were good dreams.

*Moment*

The door opened. A figure peered through the crack in the door. Though the figure didn’t enter, I noticed a long moment of gazing at the sleeping boy. The door closed again as quietly as it had opened. And the figure slipped away. 

*Wings*

He tilted his head as he stared at me. I sat a distance away on the floor with my feet tucked under me. “You’re an angel? But you don’t have any wings.” I gave him a small smile. “No, I don’t.” He frowned a bit. “I thought all angels have wings. Can you fly?” I laughed lightly. “No, I can’t.” He narrowed his eyes at me. “Why not?” “Because without wings, how can I fly?”

*Watashi wa….*

“What’s your name?” “I thought you were my angel.” “You can say that.” “But that’s what you said. Why don’t know my name?” I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know much about you yet, but I am willing to get to know you better.” He gave me a confused look. Turning around a bit, he sat sideways on my knees. “Toshi. My name is Toshi. It means beloved, like ittoshi.” “That is a very nice name, Toshi.” He nodded quietly for a moment, as if he was deep in thought. Finally, he looked up at me. “What do I call you?” “You can call me, Kimiko.” It means unique, but he doesn’t need to know that. There is only something else he needs to know. “If you ever need me, just call for me.” He looked at me wide eyed. “And you will come?” “Yes, I will always be with you.” For as long as I can.

*Okaasan*

He hugged his knees to his chest. "Why were you crying?" He lowered his head to rest on his knees. "My mother hates me." I tilted my head to the side. "Why would you say that?" "Because it's true." I sat down beside him as he tears started to fall. His cries were muffled against his arms. As his whimpers quieted, silence filled the room. I waited patiently as he lifted his head. “My mother doesn’t want me.” I studied him quietly. “I’m not smart enough. Nothing I do is right.” He looked at me. “She is always yelling at me…when I make a mistake…even when I try to be good.” He started to cry again. I pulled him close until his head was in my lap. I brushed his hair away from his closed eyes. I closed my eyes as well. “Your mother doesn’t hate you, Toshi. Sometimes…most of the time, she doesn’t know how to show how she cares. She only wants the best for you. Your mother has big dreams for you, Toshi.” I can feel him shift in my lap as I continued softly. “She wants you to stand tall, strong and most of all…to be happy.” “Kimiko?” I opened my eyes and looked down into his teary gaze. “How do you know all this?” I smiled softly at him. “Every night, she opens your door and watches you as you sleep. I see it through her eyes. Though you are only 6 years old, she is already very proud of you. You are her son, her ittoshi.” I lowered my head and whispered into his ear. “And no matter what happens, she will always, always love you.” I watch him close his eyes and breathe evenly. He doesn’t need help to fall asleep. After all, he is only a child. Worries come and go like the passing wind. I pray he will always be like this.

*Doshite*

He peered up at me. “Why do I have an angel?” My eyes leveled with his. “Because you’re very special.” I said it quite seriously, but he seemed to dismiss it. Studying me closely, he narrowed his eyes. Perhaps he is trying to look right through me. “What are you looking for?” “An answer. How am I special?”  It’s the question all children ask their parents and all parents reply ‘because you are my child.’ I smiled in spite of myself. I’m not his parent, nor am I related to him. I’m his guardian…his guardian angel. But why bother mentioning something he knows already? I looked at him. “You have many qualities, most of which I haven’t even discovered yet. The qualities that I do see, makes you shine brighter than any star.” His face was still, but slowly, I could almost see a smile emerging. “What qualities?” I smiled lightly. “Your intelligence. Your ability to imagine, to draw out thoughts from nothing. Your concern to think of other people and understand them.” He was listening very seriously, but his expression softened. “You can laugh and wonder everyday. And….” He sat up straighter. “And?” “Most of all, you share one of the most special things anyone can share….” He was grinning now. “What?” “Your smile.” He laughed. “Everyone can share their smile!” I frowned mockingly. “Some people just don’t have smiles.” He laughed at my face and tried to frown as well, but couldn’t. He collapsed into giggles as I grinned. Your love is special too. The love that you have for those around you.

As I closed my eyes, my ears caught a sound. My eyes remained closed so I can concentrate more. It was a strand of a melody, soft and light. As I listened a bit longer, I heard words singing through the air.

When I smile,

all the while,

I cannot help, but laugh.

For in your eyes,

I saw a surprise,

that I knew would last.

Everyday, when I see your face,

it sets my day aglow.

To see you again,

my dear, dear friend,

is the greatest joy,

I have ever known.

So many things I don’t know. But I know one thing, the unveiling of Toshi’s qualities will be something I’ll never forget.
*Tanjobu Omedatou*

“Do you know what today is?” I smiled as I noted the laughter in his eyes. “Sunday?” He groaned. “No, that is not what I meant.” He looked at me. “Don’t you know? Today is my birthday!” I laughed. “Happy birthday, Toshi!” He grinned excitedly. “So today you are 7 years old.” He nodded and gave me a confused look. “How did you know?” I laughed again. “I’m your angel, I should know a little bit about you.” He laughed as well as I leaned close to him. “I knew you were 6 when I first met you, so it was a lucky guess. And now…about your gift.” His eyes widened in surprise. “You have a gift for me?” I smiled. “Of course. Now it isn’t something you can unwrap or even see…but it is something you can feel.” As I spoke, I touched his chest with the palm of my hand. I noticed he glow for a moment, than he lowered his head. There was a small smile upon his lips. When he opened his eyes again, he rushed to my side and looked up at me. “What was that? I felt so…so…so happy. But there was something else, I don’t know.” I gave him a secretive smile. “Toshi, the gift I gave you wasn’t really from me. I just helped you to feel. It is only a small taste of what you will experience some time in your future.” He closed his eyes again at that thought. “It was so beautiful, I can’t describe it.” He opened his eyes again. “I will experience this someday?” I nodded as he smiled. “I can hardly wait for that moment to come.”

*Moment II*

Looking up, I saw the door open. A woman stepped through and walked towards us, towards Toshi. I stepped away to the side and watched her lift the sleeping boy from the floor. She gently laid him on bed and kissed his eyes. He turned a bit, but didn’t wake up. She pulled the blanket over him and sat beside him. I don’t know how long she sat there, but I waited. After the moment passed, she stood up again and walked out the door, closing it behind her quietly. I walked to sit where she stood just moments before. I looked down at Toshi. We were in our own world again. 

Toshi, your mother loves you with her whole heart. Everyone loves you with their whole hearts. There is no doubt. You are their treasure, their hopes, dreams. Upon their imaginings you stand, unfaltering. Do not worry, Toshi, for your life will be guarded by those who love you. Your love will be cherished by everyone who knows you. And most of all…most of all, I’ll be there to watch over you. To love you. 

I touched his hand gently as he stirred in his sleep. “Always.” I smiled. Not like that yet, but I will someday. 

*Regret*

"Why are you crying?" Toshi walked to my side. I turned away and faced the wall. The tears continued to flow down my face. I couldn't stop them. "Kimiko?" I felt his small hand on my back, asking, inquiring. His voice was quiet. There was no other sound in the room, save the silent cries I made inside. "Toshi...do you know what regret is?" Though I can't see his face, I can feel him shake his head. Of course he doesn't know, he is so young. Slowly, I turned my head to face him. He was a bit taken back by my expression, but he didn't move. "Regret is when you do something and later on you wish you didn't do it." He gave me a confused look. "That is stupid. If someone did something and later on wish that it was never done...than what was done was just a waste. Why would anyone do that?" I made a small smile and pat his head softly. "You are very smart, Toshi. But people make mistakes all the time." Toshi made a face. "I don't...at least I try not to." He looked at me. "Kimiko? Do you regret something?" I sighed softly and closed my eyes. "I don't know." "What are you regretting?" I finally opened my eyes. His expression was so sad, reminding me of another moment earlier. When we first met. When he was crying at the corner where I am now. I reached out my hand and touched his face softly. "No, I don't, Toshi. I don't regret...at least not yet." He brightened up. "I'm not going to regret either." He quieted for a moment. "Kimiko, please don't be sad. I'll try hard not to make any mistakes." I laughed softly and caught his serious gaze. I straightened up and looked into his eyes. "You are very kind, Toshi."

I watched him as he fell asleep. Every night I do this. "Kimiko." I turned at the sound. "It's time." I looked back at Toshi, though I knew he can't hear the voice. I stood up slowly. Softly, I placed my head against his as another tear slipped from my eyes. "Toshi, try. Try not to regret. The world is open before you. Take it and don't ever, ever regret."

*Time*

"He will, you know. By now you should know that already." I didn't respond. "No matter what happens, that moment will come. He will look at you and say no." I was still. "Kimiko, will you regret it?" I finally looked up. "I don't know. I'm supposed to love him, right? Than I wouldn't regret." "What must happen will happen. You will have no memory of this. He will have no memory of you. The bonds you made now will be broken, but perhaps you may remember them at another point in time. But life, Kimiko...is very painful." I lowered my head. "I understand." I will love with all my heart. Love will conquer all things and cover everything. I felt extremely light...lighter than ever before. The darkness disappeared and I felt no more.

*Past*

I don't know why I did it. When they asked who wanted to go, I raised my hand. We had no choice anyway. There was nothing else we could do except wait around. At least now I can see some of the new world I will be in someday. At least I can see people I may meet someday. At least I can meet the one they named my soul mate. Yes. That was my reason. I was curious. Who was he? Does he even know who I am? No, he doesn't. That is why I'm going to meet him. Even though I know I will forget someday. Even though I know he will forget someday. Just so, I want to see him. To talk to him. Make an impression that he'll never forget. But even so, he will forget. To him, our meetings, our conversations, our moments will all be but a dream to him. That is the condition we are under. But even so, our experiences will be remembered in a distinct part of our souls, if not in our minds. Perhaps what our souls remembers will pull us closer together. Perhaps we will understand each other better when we next meet. Perhaps...perhaps I can help him even now. Yes, that is my reason. For I know something else. Someone told me a bit of what was to come. Only a bit. It was a warning. Our lives were not to be like other’s lives. Our hopes and dreams will not be like other’s hopes and dreams. What is to come? I don't know. But still, I want to try. I want to talk to him. I want to see him. And most of all, even as a spirit that is not yet born, I want to be with him. And perhaps help him in some way. Even if it's just a short while, I want to be his angel. 

