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                                                  Sunrise
The coldness of the night stole the breath from her lungs and turned it into smoke. The train car jerked and jumped at every bump, causing her small body to ache. Her muscles cried out in protest as she scooted herself closer to her mother. The coldness crept through her ragged clothes, sending sharp pain and dulling sensations on her skin. Her tiny body shivered copiously in response. Her mother felt her shiver and protectively wrapped an arm around her daughter. Not so much as to protect her from the cold, but also to protect her from the eerie eyes of the strangers on board. Their hideous stares sent more chills down her spine than that of the cold. As the train moved on, the light of dawn began to break, slowly pushing the darkness away. 
The young girl admired the beauty of the sunrise with great intensity, for it gave her a sense of peace as it expelled the darkness. The sun peeked out over the horizon, painting the skies like an artist, with magnificent hues of purples and pinks, oranges and blues. The colors reminded the young girl of the jewels encrusted on the brooch her mother once wore. Rubies, emeralds, amethysts, diamonds, and sapphires garneted the golden brooch. The precious jewels glimmered whenever light struck them, mesmerizing the young girl. No longer will she be able to see the colors shimmer, for the war took them away from her.
Her quiet world was disrupted by thunderous explosives striking the earth with fire.  Each deafening rumble caused her whole body to shudder. The sirens shrieked their warnings with piercing shrills. The air was thick with smog, causing her eyes to itch and burn and her breathing to falter. Debris covered the ground everywhere she’d step, making crackling noises under her feet that caused her skin to crawl. The pungent smell of fire was incessant, and she wore it like perfume for days. Panic often seized her mother when the days would grow dark, strangling her throat so tight she could hardly breathe. The time came for them to leave that menacing place, no longer being able to endure such chaos. 
Her mother ran her fingers through her daughter’s matted hair as the train began to slow. The girl fondled with her skirt, trying to brush the layers of dust off that it collected on their travels. Her stomach twisted into a knot and her palms grew slick with sweat as they dismounted the train. Her uncle was there waiting for them. He was covered in dust and smelled salty from sweat. His large, calloused hands held a weathered-beaten hat.  He smiled sadly at her mother, and nodded politely towards the young girl. Dust danced in the air as he ambled towards his old wagon. 
Water began to form in the young girl’s eyes, causing her vision to blur and her nose to run. She wiped it on her sleeve and looked up at her mother’s disapproving expression. A gurgling sound came out of her throat as her mother’s arms wrapped around her small frame. Longing to stay in her mother’s embrace pained her so much it felt like a knife piercing her skin. Tears began to flow as the embrace was broken and mother and daughter were separated.  The wagon creaked and moaned as it traveled down the dusty road. As her mother’s figure became smaller and smaller in the distance, the young girl choked on her sobs. She began to drown as tears poured down her face, unable to catch her breath as the water filled her lungs. She beheld the shining sun, spilling warmth onto her tear-stained face as it continued to rise into the sky. The warmth was soothing and beckoned her to rest her heavy eyes. She looked once more at the colors painted in the sky before she fell into the darkness of a deep sleep. 
