Nightmare

Death was hissing behind people's heels, like a hungry snake…I could hear it. 

It was a nightmare, but so effective, that I truly believed that Hell had reached the Earth. As it is usual in nightmares, my heart was beating on my ribs, and I felt the blood hammering fast in my eardrums. 

In my dream I was a tree… My brother trees came down dead one after the other; the voice of the working axes, and machines filled the air. There was no escape… and the axes found me, too. I fell down in mortal agony. People, don’t cut down my family! Why? In order to make room for farms or to produce paper? Don't they know that they have killed themselves? With our fate they have deprived the human race of the life-giving oxygen. Poor humans…
I felt that Death was hissing behind people's heels…
Then the dream changed and transformed: I was the wind, flying rapidly in the atmosphere, bringing with me the memories of oxygen. In the distance beneath me I noticed monsters… No, not monsters, but they were the kind of power plants which vomited thick black contamination into my home. I became ill, and couldn't see any more. That was the sky: greyish, repulsive, stinky material, which had nothing to do with the miracle that was earlier called air.
No doubt… Death was hissing behind people's heels.
Then again, the dream merged into another one, and when it cleared up, I felt cold, dark water everywhere… I was wearing the body of a dreadfully huge, fantastic creature, the body of a whale now. In times past, people referred to my home as the 'ocean'. But it was no ocean any more; it looked and felt as if it was billion and billion litres of nuclear muck and oil. I was drowning. The once beautifully blue ocean became the place of the biggest nightmare: when you know that you can't flee, because wherever you go, you can only reach a place to die. 
A place of nuclear waste….

Death was hissing.
At last the vision became a whirlpool; the water vanished and I was lying on a cold and dirty sidewalk. I looked round as the black sky tightened above me, and I only knew that it was daytime, because some very poor light was glimmering beyond the clouds of contamination, the sun.
Strange creatures were roaming around me. They were very thin, very pale and they had a gasmask on their face. Their spooky clothes reminded me of war. They had boots on and… yes, weapons. They were humans.
I realized that I couldn't breathe. I started to cough, and one of the soldiers pushed a mask to my face. 'Water', I whispered, but the man started to laugh, saying there was no water, even though some countries still had supplies, so now they were trying to seize them. Times of violence – war for water! Then I asked for some food. There was no laugh now, when the man said, that there was not enough nourishment, because the soil had been contaminated and it can’t sustain life. 
A filthy little girl ran across the street, holding a mug in her arms. The soldiers asked her whether it was full of water. The girl said yes. 'Give it to me!' the soldiers yelled in unison and jumped  at the little creature. The child was screaming as the men pushed her to the ground in their attempt to get that one mug of water. They were no humans; they were beasts… The whole Earth had become a dark, dangerous planet. One breath of clean air… one mug of water….you could be killed for it or you had to kill.
Somebody tore off the mask from my face. I could get no oxygen… asphyxiation, a horrible feeling. 

Suddenly my eyes opened. What a relief… it was only a nightmare, I thought. I looked out of my window. I could see the pine forest near the edge of the city. Beautiful!.. But… suddenly I noticed that one tree was swaying like a drunken man, then another and another. Other trees joined first one… they were all shaking from top to bottom, then… they disappeared. They were cut down…
The nightmare has begun again and Death is hissing behind our heels… like a hungry snake.
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