
We Are One in Eternity

“…The calm quiet strength of a tree 
Full of life from its roots 
to the tiniest branch 
the calm quiet strength of a tree

And oh, how it comforts me 
how it teaches me 
without a sound 
then I realize at once 
that this tree and I are one 
In eternity…”

“The Tree” 

-Tom Splitt 


I stand with my arms folded, and my shoes sinking into the muddy ground beneath me. Time stands still. I stare at the stubby remains of the branches that had been cut off a week ago. New tendrils of fresh, greenstick branches are beginning to shoot up from the injuries. I smell the sweetness of the grass after the fresh rain and shiver as a breeze blows over my body. I wrap my black coat further around me. My vision grows blurry as my eyes fill to the rim, overflow, and fall to stain the ground with lost memories that will never be made. 


I realize he will never get to see me graduate, get married, or have children. All of the things he wanted so much for me, and that I had hoped to someday share with him, he would have to miss. The tree that was in front of me was my last connection to Pa. I stood there, tears running down my face, remembering the past week and realizing what I had lost. A pang of fear, regret, and sorrow enveloped my abdomen, and a sick feeling crawled up my throat. I doubled over and vomited beside the tree. I stood supporting myself on one of the branches and wiped my sleeve across my mouth. 


Memories flooded into my mind as the cold began to seep into my body. All of the time spent together with this tree; all of those joyful moments seem so distant, so out of reach. I close my eyes and try to grab hold of those increasingly fleeting moments spent with him. The newer memories, the ones of the hospital and the funeral, seem to be fighting for space in my mind as if they refused to let me remember. 

.
.
.
I was so excited to get to Nana and Pa’s house. It was Arbor Day. I had spent all day in Mrs. Edmunds’ kindergarten classroom anticipating the look on my Pa’s face when I gave him the gift I had gotten him. I remembered clenching the cold metal quarter in my hand and giving it to Mrs. Edmunds in exchange for my small plastic wrapped package to accompany the one that had been given to me for free. I cradled them in my arms as I shuffled past the rushing kids to get to my assigned bus. I didn’t remember the number, but I knew if Mr. Emerson was driving, it was my bus. I climbed the seemingly mountainous steps onto the bus and smiled at Mr. Emerson as I sat down in the front seat. I held my packages close to my chest with such care. I treated them as if they were porcelain and could break with the slightest movement.


Mr. Emerson stopped in front of Nana’s house, and I jumped down the steps and waved goodbye to my bus driver. Nana and Pa were sitting on the front porch like always, waiting for my arrival. Cameron, who was only four at the time, had spent the day there with them. I felt the wind and sunshine on my face as my feet pounded against the gravel drive, carrying my presents to the porch as fast as my short legs would let them. I beamed as I made my way to the steps, deciding not to hop across the stepping stones as usual for fear of damaging my precious goods. 

