                                           PAINTING
 She sat on the bridge with her legs dangling. The telephone wasn’t working, and she felt as if she were somebody else very lonely. It was just such a day. The day when you want to throw away all your old belongings and escape  from your  own house. It was spring. Snow hadn’t thawed everywhere yet, and the wind was blowing as if it were still winter. She sang something, muffling herself in the sweater. 
 Sometimes you feel as if this day were somehow a special one, as if something were going to happen, something that will change your life once and for all. And every moment she was afraid to miss, not to notice…

 A girl with an easel and paints had settled quite nearby. The wind was blowing about the girl’s blonde hair in such a way that the girl herself looked like a picture. The clean sheet of paper reminded her of her own life that was to start anew that day. The girl was painting a dark-blue river, the blue sky, and a bright-yellow smiling sun. But her own heart was empty. Not so empty as you feel when you are lonely, but as if you were going to let something very important into your heart.
“ Why are you so sad? “asked the girl

“ Maybe, because there isn't anybody in my life for whom I could paint such pictures,” she answered smiling.

“ Then paint something for me,”asked the girl offering her a brush. She took the brush into her hands and came up to the clean sheet. She wished to paint Love so much, but she didn’t know what it looked like. Maybe like this?...The girl looked at the sheet of paper. There were two stars in the many-coloured sky. It was also Love.

“ Your Love is so strange,”she said sadly.
“ There is always something strange with adults…”

 When he came up to the parapet, she at once realized that she hadn’t missed anything. Evening was coming, and because of it everything was getting milder and more native… And his disheveled hair, and his grey jacket, and even the book in his hands. He sat down by her, and now they both sat in silence with their legs dangling.

 It often happens. We are so near to a stranger, and the silence becomes so shrill that it seems possible you can touch it. But that silence was quite different. It was calm and mild like the evening itself. It was as if they had known each other for a long time, as if they had been talking for ages, and now they were sitting as if they had nothing more to say.

“ I’ve come here to start my life anew just from here. I woke up in the morning and suddenly realized that everything was going in the wrong way. Not in the way I had hoped. Today is a special day…As if it were on the New Year’s Eve. I would like to start everything anew. I’ve thrown away all my old belongings, even the phone… With all the telephone numbers and destinies that are of no value for me.
“ But what is there in your hands?” she asked.

“ My diary. There is everything I used to be afraid of, everybody I used to love and hate,” he said tearing off page after page. The wind was carrying them away. Tears were running down her cheeks.

“ Are you lonely? Why isn’t there a person you would like to keep in your life?’

“ Now there’s one,” he smiled.

 There was a bridge , the red sky, a blue river, and two small figures in the picture. They sat with their legs dangling into the water. Joining their hands… Strongly, strongly… The wind snatched the sheet with the picture and carried it right to the Sun…
