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Tulips


I put tulips under all the pillows, and then I set fire to the house.  Sadness, anger, fear, loneliness, and many other emotions swept through me; all except for happiness.  The cottage once held sentimental value but now only held dark vicious memories.  I hoped that through burning this home, the memories of what had occurred would disintegrate to nothing as well.        


It all started at the year’s first turn of season. The gloomy grey overcast skies and uniform white blanketed ground had made way for a full view of blue purity and rolling green landscapes.  What was cold and lifeless had now been given warmth and liveliness after what felt like an eternity.  I’ve always thought of the spring as a chance to start life anew.  To start off the new season right, I decided to take a walk through downtown Salem.  I put on my finest of attire, got into my carriage drawn by my handsome horse Nelson, and was on my way.  Through wooded regions I rode and then after quite some time, I reached the top of a hill.  Upon my arrival at this point an entire view of Salem was visible along with the calm blue ocean beyond the harbor.  Tall buildings of colonial style and architecture huddled all about the bustling dirt paved streets.  I made my way into town where I would always enjoy the nice spring weather once the season had begun.  I reached town, hopped down off my carriage, tied up Nelson, brushed his mane assuring I would be back soon, and then ventured onward.   As I walked, I tipped my head to all the townspeople I passed, all of which were making the most of the new season and renewed weather.  The trees looked full and happy, as did the flowers that surrounded the bases of their trunks.  A breeze wafted a soft smell of tulips toward me.  Everything about this scene was beautiful.  

As I continued to walk through Salem, something else of great beauty happened to catch my eye.  Outside of a miniscule white cottage with beautiful orange tulips all about, was a stunning young lady in a baby blue dress and bonnet.  I was struck with awe from the sight of her.  I felt I needed to talk to her, yet at the same time I knew if I tried no words would be able to escape.  But I made the attempt, I took the chance.  I approached her hesitantly.  “How do you do today, ma’am?” I said, curtsying to her.  “I’m doing quite well today, thank you,” she replied.  She had crystal blue eyes and a smile as white and perfect as heaven’s clouds.  Her hair was brown and waved like the waters that crashed up on Salem Harbor.  I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.    

Throughout the entirety of our conversation, I just stared longingly at her.  We talked for hours upon hours.  I soon realized I had not properly introduced myself.  “I beg your pardon, my name is Ezekiel Adams,” I said.  She replied, “My name is Elizabeth Dorothy.”  The name was incredible.  Everything about her was perfect and I felt honored to have been granted the privilege of being able to indulge myself with Elizabeth’s interests of which she spoke to me.  She told me of how she loved Salem and the house she in which she lived.  Her favorite part of her lovely cottage was being able to pass through her yard and stop to catch the invigorating scent of the tulips she had planted.   Of all the things she had to say about herself, this my heart absorbed with no chance of ever releasing.  

Soon she would inform me that she had to leave to tend to her cottage.  I did not want for this to be goodbye entirely.  In a moment of passion, I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her toward me saying, “We must meet again soon, my lady.”  A face of happiness swept across her face in agreement, “Yes, Ezekiel, we must.”  And then we parted ways, but like we agreed, we would meet again.

For the remainder of spring, I would meet her daily at her tulip bearing home.  Every day I grew more and more in love with her.  I would do anything for her.  She became everything to me.  During the summer, we would meet up the same as we did every day before the seasons changed, but gradually were becoming more comfortable with one another.  She allowed me into her home.  We would drink tea and talk for extended periods of time.  Topics such as a future together arose.  We knew we had something special.  Spending that summer with her was definitely the best summer I had ever lived.  

One night, when the leaves, now red, had already fallen and the cold had just begun to makes itself right at home in Salem again, she told me how she was worried when I was away, even if it was just for the night.  From this, I decided to see her through the night.  The next morning I woke up before she had.  I picked the finest of her tulips and brought them to her room where we had slept.  I placed them gently between her hands which were huddled under pillow in an attempt to keep warm from the autumn cold that snuck through her bedroom’s outer wall.  I watched for a moment and then a smile swept across her face as if the tulips were giving her the sweetest of dreams.  Then she opened her eyes.  She stared up at me with the same smile as if her dreams were coming true.  At this moment I dropped to one knee stating, “Elizabeth, I wish to spend the rest of my life with you.  Will you marry me?”  Elizabeth’s heavenly smile glowed.  She jumped out of bed, wrapped herself around me and replied, “Yes, Ezekiel, I will.”  Everything was perfect.  

Fall continued to get colder and the leaves now lay in piles all over the hills of town.  The trees stood bare and lifeless once again and a chilled breeze was continuous.  Fall isn’t too much my favorite season.  I feel it is too dark and depressing.  As the beautiful weather conditions headed downhill, the townspeople’s ideals took the same turn for the worse.  The town was convinced of witchcraft around town.  I haven’t a clue what would drive them to such an idea, but they weren’t willing to be rational.  They wanted this problem alleviated completely.  The Salem Witch trials had begun.  The townspeople were convinced that any women from around town were conducting rituals of witchcraft.  I didn’t think much of this crazed news.  At the time of the witch outburst, Elizabeth had still been living at her home for we were still unwed.  I figured nothing bad would become of her or anyone.  Then one day, a parcel was delivered to me at my plantation some miles outside of town.  The headline stated, “Witch Suspicion: Extermination of All Women is in Effect.”  I was out the door with no time to lose.  I hopped on top of Nelson and with a loud “YEP” and a kick at his ribs with the heels of my boots, we were Salem bound.  

The entire trip I had horrible thoughts run through my head.  The word “Extermination” from the headline of the article stuck in my head.  I was wondering just what this could have meant.  Horror was drilled in my skull like the bayonet of a musket.  I fought as hard as I could until I got to downtown Salem to ward off the horrible thoughts of my loved one being harmed, but finally after racing as fast as I could, I made it to Salem.  

Upon my entrance into town, I noticed that the sky seemed to be extremely grey, even for this time of year and I could hear what sounded like the screeching of crows in the distance.  It was winter at this time and snow was gently falling, however, some of this snow was also an off grey.  This was all quite odd.  I continued into downtown where Elizabeth and I would always meet at her cottage.  The sky continued to become greyer and the screeches became louder.   When I reached the heart of Salem, the streets were mobbed with the men around town, they were all cheering and shouting about something, but I couldn’t see what it was.  I pushed through the mob to try and make my way to the front and eventually made it through.  I really wish I had never had that front row view.

In the middle of town, hanging over partially submerged tulips through the snow, was the worse sight I would ever see or hear.  There, in a line, the bodies of every townswoman stood tied to the naked trees all while being burned at the steak.  Billowing smoke and ashes were sent hurdling into the sky while piercing high screams of absolute pain and misery poured out of the mouths of each and every woman.  A putrid smell was omitted from the flames and smoke that when inhaled would singe your nostrils.  The odor made its way down the throat to the point of being able to taste it, and it was enough to make one sick immediately.  What was once pure smooth skin and silky hair had all melted like candle wax and charred to the point of almost unrecognizing.  But there was one woman, in particular that I did recognize.  Through all the horrifying characteristics of the women, I spotted a pair of beautiful blue eyes on the young lady in the middle of the scene who was screaming loudest.  There, in the middle of everything, was Elizabeth.  Her rosy cheeks which used to make the most beautiful of smiles ever had now become mutilated and the fingers which wrapped themselves around my tulips of proposal had been mended together from the intense heat.  The sight sent me hurdling to the ground.  I dropped to my knees, my head dropped, and my eyes became floods down my face.  That was Elizabeth up there!  Why her?  Why any of those women?  I tilted my head back up to Elizabeth.  Our eyes met and as this happened, she screeched with a pleading tone to end the torture she was forced to endure and then, she spoke no more.  All that was left to hear was the relentless cheering of the men behind me.  At this moment, my stomach heaved.  I vomited onto the floor in front of me and then collapsed.  I blacked out on impact with the ground.  There I lay in the snow unconscious as the men continued to cheer and the women continued to burn.   

I awoke in a daze.  Night had fallen by this point and everyone had returned to their quarters for the night and were all most likely asleep by now.  I tried to convince myself that what had just occurred was just a dream, a nightmare.  I picked myself up and tried to regain my balance and composure.  Once I was standing again, I surveyed the scene around me.  All around were cottages of assorted colors and snow capped roofing.  Footprints lay in the surrounding snow.  But right in front of me stood my assurance that I had not been dreaming.  

A long stretch of trees stood in a line, all charred, with some debris still burning quite brightly on the ground all over.  Beneath each and every one of the trees was a small pile of ashes.  I knew what those piles once were.  My true love was gone.  My future with the most incredible women I had ever met was burnt to ashes in the fire that had taken her life.  This realization sent me into a rage.  My heart pounded heavily.  If I couldn’t have Elizabeth in my life, then I didn’t want any of Salem’s piles of filth some may call ‘men’ to be in my life either.  I grabbed the pieces of burning debris and threw them like spears through the windows of all the town homes where the men had retreated to after their little ‘light show’.  Their peaceful slumbers would now become their permanent rest.  Window after window, I would fling the flame bearing debris, shattering them and laying waste to all of Salem.  The town soon became my personal bonfire.  All the homes had been sent up in flames at this point.  All, that is, but one very special house.  I walked through the burning town, flames blazing to my left, my right, and everywhere else.  I arrived at the white cottage.  I picked a handful of the orange tulips that attempted to protrude from the snow packed ground.  I opened the door and walked inside of Elizabeth’s home.  I passed through the foyer and slowly made my way up the stairs towards her bedroom.  I creeked the bedroom door open and paced over to the bed.  After observing the room one last time for memory’s sake, I put tulips under all the pillows, and then set fire to the house.  I slowly walked out as the blaze took over the cottage.  

I walked alone, back through the streets of downtown and out of Salem, without my love.  I exited Salem and was headed to retrieve Nelson from a tree that I tied him to in the woods surrounding town.  As I left the heat of the burning town behind me, a winter breeze hit me hard, sending chills down my spine.  With a slap of my hand we embarked into the coldest of nights, leaving behind the pain and hatred in the footprints of my steed.  An ounce of hope remained in the moon that shone above me, allowing happiness to once again fill my heart, and the knowledge that in time, I would meet my love once more.  

