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One day in the country
(Everything around us is living. 
This is the truth of existence)

This summer, one of Sundays, my wife and I went as usual to our cottage in Novkhany. We wanted to learn how the affairs were and to take a breath of fresh maritime air at the same time, to talk to silence. On our way to the country, we decided to buy meat for shish kebab. We stopped at a stand where was sold everything – greens, eggs, vegetables and, of course, meat. A beef side was hung near fresh mutton. There was a calf standing in a more than a meter’s distance, quietly ruminating something and beating off flies with its short tail. Before choosing meat, I blurted out: “Poor animal, it is standing without knowing that an hour or a little bit more is left for it to live”. My words upset my wife and she immediately renounced the idea of shish kebab. Her look expressed a great deal of emotions brought together: sympathy with the calf, blame of the butcher and annoyance by me. She asked silently to go to the cottage and added: “We’d better eat eggs with tomatoes”. 
I understood my blunder and agreed to her suggestion quickly. We did not buy meat of course. We continued our way to the country in silence, got unloaded and set the samovar to boil. This time, it warmed up very quickly and started emitting strange sounds, more similar to sobbing. My intuition failed me again, and I blurted out again: “Poor logs, they have been silent till now, but having felt the approaching end, they have started chorusing their “swansong” about past good life”. I saw something not understandable in my wife’s look; she took in me at a penetrating glance and angrily asked: “Why have we come here? You have ruined my good mood. We cancelled kebab, and now I do not want to drink tea!”
I think she was absolutely right. I should not have reasoned aloud about the destiny of animals and plants. Where is my consciousness? Why did it announce “holiday” that day and did not want to help my mind? I was forced to pronounce what I took spontaneously into my head.  
I sat down on the swings under a big mulberry tree, I call it the older among other trees we have in the country, and became thoughtful… What great difference between the Lord’s creatures is! Animals and humans decompose quickly after physical death, whereas animals and plants clutch at lives! They do not yield to death for a long time. God seems not to send His angels to take lives of animals and plants at all.
Apparently, Azrail, the angel of death, only “serves” human beings. The rest are not taken into consideration. Their fates are sealed by a “rational” person. The case of a tree is specific: you separate the trunk from roots first; it becomes drier and stronger as if it protests against human injustice. However, it does not turn away from him, but continues serving as armchairs, tables and chairs, beds or wardrobes. The life of a tree deprived of the roots is sometimes longer than that with roots. When thrown to a chimney-corner, fire or samovar, its death agony, hysterics start; the tree begins crackling and hissing. Perhaps, this means a kind of a verdict for them like “to burn in the Hell”.
Shall we have to experience similar tortures of reincarnation one day? For a tree, the paradise is to serve a human being in whatever the forms. As soon as the man decides to throw it into fire, offences, stress and excuses start. This is, perhaps, a monologue song: “I can burn in the Hell instead of you, Man! This will be another evidence of my allegiance – I am giving everything I have. I have served honestly and perfectly, obeyed you and you did to me everything you liked. However, it did not seem enough to you, and you have decided to throw me into fire. You do not touch bad, rotten logs, but me, the most obedient, and are committing to the flames. Well, act as you like. I have one life and I give it to you, Man! Now you can pass my ashes to other trees, I will still serve you secretly helping living trees be helpful for you. Do not think that I, as a piece of wood, cannot understand and explain you anything. Unlike you, Man, I do not betray my nearest and dearest! My predestination is to serve a rational creature of God Who predestined our fates unjustly having confirmed in the Qur’an that we, plants and other earthly beings, were created for you, the best of His creatures. Howbeit, everything and everybody has their own fate, joys and sorrows. This has been, is and always will!”
I do not know how long I stayed on the swings, but I felt vacuousness in my mind and emptiness in the stomach. The latter prevailed. I got up and went to the kitchen – to have eggs with tomatoes, firmly resolved not to think of their destiny… of what beautiful yellow chicks would have hatched of those eggs. Whereas they, together with tomatoes and oil, had to satisfy my hunger, my thirst of destructing a living being, a butcher’s or woodcutter’s thirst…
Since then I have stopped eating meat, scrambled eggs and drinking samovar tea for several months. A calf, a samovar and eggs – what an excellent group of three…
One more day in the country came to an end that way... I have received evidence that to say the truth three times a half a day, let it be about fates of animals and plants, is too much. It turns out that one truth suffices to put me and my family in a bad mood. Truth should be a rare exclusion in human life. Friendship with it does not usually have a happy end, at least because you may have no idea of complete truth about other things. And it may contradict your truth at the minimum, though I have always believed that the truth of life must be one for all: for God and His creatures.
