I HARDLY WAIT TO MEET YOU MY CHILD

 


I expect the phone to ring, to answer: "Hello" and to hear your crystalline voice that asks me: "What are you doing Mom?". I am waiting this phone call day and night. I wait for you my dear and irreplaceable daughter to come and physically hold me in your arms, to chat and toghether to decide what chores we have to do. I am still waiting for you, the one I love without limits, to whom I gave my days and nights, and your father likewise. Forever I am waiting for you, I want to forget and to think that whatever we went through was just a nightmare spent in one night, nightmare that I have no wish to accept. I am waiting for you Liana, I am waiting for you, my child, you who loved so much your parents, the Macedonian nation, all people no matter what race they belonged, Romania, Macedonia, you so very loyal to the righteous and sincere people full of beneficial thoughts for the planet Earth.


I am expecting you to the table, to prepare for you everything you like to eat. I expect you to bring your laundry, to caress it whille I am ironing it and to hold it in my arms whille I am bringing it to you. I am waiting for you to caress the flowers  disposed in layers so clean and speak with them and with all the vegetation that  feel the lack of you.


But what is more tragic is that along with me is your father waiting, the same one who would have preferred to give his life for his wonderful daughter who loved him and looked after him like nobody could ever do. For the this desperate father who has a heart disease, his little girl's physical absence (so he called her) is an endless pain. Around us, her parents, in her moments of relaxation she behaved as a child. She solved all problems calmly and with love, and so, toghether we managed to get through all the troubles and sorrows.


Our bunch of dogs is waiting for you, the ones you loved and love without limit. And I remember with great pain that in year 2004 when you run for the first time for a deputy position in the Romanian Parliament, Leo, your favorite puppy that you loved so much was very ill, I was on the verge of despair that we could lose him, and you, my dear Liana, looking up toward the sky you said: "Lord, if my success is to be paid with Leo’s life, I no longer want to become a deputy, only let him live!" Here it is now Leo, alive, and misses you very much.


All living things that populate our life are sad, depressed, they anxiously sit and wait at the gate for your car’s horn so they can alert us that little Liana has arrived, and we have to receive our baby. Everyone is waiting for you, the best among human beings who always was smiling and had a hint of grace in her voice. Even stones are crying for her to come, to look at them, to comfort them with tears flowing from the waterwell to clean them to shine in the sun. And the stars from our backyard are crying over the pain and the hurt that we received.


Now I wonder if dearness and love can kill.


Does honesty and dignity, kills?


Does good thoughts and loyalty, kill?


Does fighting for the good of humanity, kills?


Does the power of light and justice, kills? 


Does the wish for everyone to live well, kills?


Does the desire for freedom, kills? 


Does faith in those you love, kills?


Does intelligence used for good purposes, kills?


Does the power to speak bluntly, kills?


Does honesty and common sense, kill?


When you have all this things on your side should someone arrise to shorten your destiny? To make you abandon Earth sooner than and go thhere where only the good ones go?


I miss the light in your eyes, my Liana. I miss your candor and I still miss your hands warm and soothing, my loving daughter. I miss the modesty of my little daughter’s, Liana, that radieted around her only kindness and love. I miss you, Liana! I miss my little daughter, I miss your brilliance and ability to discern good from evil. I miss your brilliant mind, I miss your crystalline laugh, I miss your tears of hapiness flowing next to us, your loving parents.


I miss Liana as child, who loved books, toys and had a rare niceness. Liana, I miss your walk, my dear child, always so full of joy and so able to make everyone understand what is right or wrong by your gift of storytelling. I miss you, Liana, I miss your caresses while you pass through the air, and time hugs you blessing you with imortality. I miss my daughter Liana, so unique in the world. I miss her gentle and warm spirit. I miss Liana’s childhood that never asked anything from anyone but offered everything. I lack my child’s values, our’s,  the entire Earth’s and Universe’s.


And the birds from the sky are crying when they do nor see you, your mother’s and father’s sweet little girl. We love and miss you very much and for us you will always be our beloved daughter, to whom we offer everything in this world, giving up dearely to all our needs. You had education, culture, elegance, power, love, courage, understanding, intelligence on the extent of your actions and a destiny full of joy, but unfortunately those who kill love and affection have arrised, took you away, curbed your beautifull destiny, detterd you from joining the great happiness that started to envelop you, and by their satanic folly full of miserable experiences that reek of carrion, they caught you in their nets, breaking your destiny. Their punishment will be colossal, they will disappear as entities from heaven and from earth. 

I miss you listerning me, child, I miss your confessions. I miss your colleagues and friends, you always talk about, narreting me all sorts of wonderfull and small things that allways ended well. 

God created fire, air, water, time, earth, stars and sun, all wich I call revenge you, to destroy all those full of hatred and petty satanic mess. Loath envelops me for their entire lineage to whom I wish to crawl on earth, and have no place in heaven nor be accepted there. 

Cursed be those and their kind, the ones who have disrupted the earthly life of the heroine Liana Dumitrescu, decorated with the Star of Romania in the order of knighthood. The earth will crack, the beasts will howl, the sky will open and the unrighteous will be incinerated by the flame of hell, where will not be heard from them again.

I never knew hatred until this horrible nightmare. But now I feel for the first time how a miraculous power is unleashed to punish the guilty and incompetent Ones. My hatred will trigger storms, hurricanes, earthquakes, until I will see distoyed all  those whose force’s are negative, either be one, either be numerous because they do not know love. 

Constantina Dumitrescu 

