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Short Story 

“What is beautiful?” 

Wet heavy clothes and numb extremities made it impossible to feel any warmth. 

The longing for a fire or a bed blocked everything else. And now that the life-saving 

sunlight had disappeared, the night would begin to spread its deadly cold hands.  

Her head was lying in his lap, both searching protection from the icy snowdrifts 

behind an old wooden carriage. He caressed her knotty dark hair and held her deep violet 

speckled hands. The wind drowned her quiet whining.  

 “How long do we still have to go on until we are safe?” she asked quietly.  

 “Not long, we will soon be there,” he reassured her.  

 “But what if we do not make it? What if there is nothing and we will never be 

safe?” She looked weakly up at him, doubt reflecting in her eyes.  

He did not answer her.  

“How will it look like when we are there? Can you tell me?” she begged.  

His eyes seemed to get lost in the wideness of frozen landscape for a fraction 

before he looked straight down into her dark eyes. “Close your eyes,” he whispered 

tenderly. She did as he told her. “Now imagine the most beautiful place you can think of. 

Can you see it?”  

 “What is beautiful?” she wondered.  

 “What you want it to be…you see, everything is green,” he continued, “but not 

the kind of green you know; it is greener, it looks healthier…alive.”  



 “How can green look greener?” A tiny crease appeared between her eyebrows.  

 “Because the sun lets the grass shine and only if it gets too dry, it will rain so that 

it will never loose its beauty.”  

 “Is the sun warm?” she wanted to know. “Will it warm me even if I do not wear a 

heavy dark coat?”  

 “Of course it will. The sun is so warm that you can run around in a short white 

summer dress that swings around you when you twirl and even then you will not feel the 

cold. The winter is not strong enough for the summer. Sometimes it is even so warm that 

you want to swim in the little ponds with blue warm water that has the same color as the 

sky on a sunny day. Or you could simply lie around in the grass or walk around and 

experience everything you want.”  

Her smile vanished as she looked up at him. “The winter is too strong here. I 

cannot imagine what it is like to feel something like warmth. I have forgotten what it is.”  

 “You will soon know what warmth is. I promise you will.” His eyes looked very 

wet for a brief moment but he blinked and they looked as dry and dull as a second ago.  

 “Tell me more about what it looks like!” she demanded.  

He swallowed but continued. “There are all kinds of trees and flowers 

everywhere, you can see sparkles of sun and light reflected on colorful leaves when a 

slight breeze lets them rustle. If you are finally tired of being in the sun, you can lie in a 

shadow under a huge tree and look at all the different creatures who dwell there.”  

 “But what if I come too close to them, what if they hurt me?” She seemed to be 

frightened to imagine animals living close to her.  



“Oh, they will not harm you,” he reassured her, “if you want, you can touch and 

caress them, they love you for doing it. You can play with them all day and when you are 

tired, they will protect you at night.” 

She starred at him with wide eyes, looking frightened. “From what will they 

protect me?” 

 “From bad dreams,” he answered, “so that you will forget everything that 

happened before.” 

 “Will they be like you? Will they wake me up when I have bad dreams and 

comfort me?“ Her voice was quiet and worried when she continued. “Will you be there?”  

 “Of course I will if you want me to,” but he stopped. “However, you will have no 

time to miss me, there is so much you can explore,” he added hastily.  

 “But I want you to be there,” she insisted, a slight sound of desperation in her 

tone.  

 “I will always be with you if you want it like that…but do you not want to know 

more about that place?”  

 “Yes, tell me more, please,” she begged and let herself sink into the world of 

imagination again.  

 “Do you know what peace is?” he questioned her.  

Her face strained while she bit her lip in search for an answer. “Is peace what we 

felt before they came?”  

 “Yes, but it will even feel better than that. Peace is the highest and only rule there 

and everybody follows it. It cannot be compared to how peace feels like here.”  

 “That must be nice,” she declared.  



Both sat for a while, just listening to the rising roar of the wind.  

 “I cannot feel the cold anymore, why is that?” Her lids fluttered heavily as she 

tried to look at him.  

  However nothing but silence answered her. 

“Is this place real? Will I really be there?” She struggled and her voice cracked.   

 “It is, you will be there, believe me, you will!” he told her desperately.  

It seemed as if she tried to sit upright but lost the will to do so. He arched his neck 

to listen to her words. “How can I find it? What is it called?”  

The snowdrifts seemed to come to a stop closing her eyes for the last time. One 

single teardrop rolled down his motionless face, leaving an icy trail behind. “It is called 

heaven”, he whispered into the endless darkness.  

  

 

 


