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The cold had long ago usurped the marrow in my bones, leaving me hollow and beaten. I sat, my legs outstretched and my back resting against a small snow-covered berm. Around me fallen comrades lay, their faces fixed in expressions of seemingly dire inquisitiveness, as if each had died with ‘why?’ stamped upon his brow, so that forevermore they would bear it upon their inanimate beings.
 
We had, all men (side-be-damned) fought with honor—the kind that comes from blindingly following orders, and makes sense to no one. The Russians, we knew, were only doing what they thought they needed to in order to protect what was theirs, while I’m sure they knew we Ukrainians were merely fighting for the right to make that same choice.
 
I chuckled, a spurt of flocculent vapor emanating from my nostrils. Isn’t it funny how the impending darkness of the abyss can clarify the positions and opinions of all man? The final journey we must all face—and though each alone, all must concede that things could have been done differently.
 
Letting my thoughts alone momentarily, in attempts to stave off the eminent fear, and to feed the flames of hope (for one last time) that this ego above all will endure, I let my glare follow the horizon, set along its course by limitless drifts of ice—a canvas emblazed white. Even the trees, I thought, inevitably falling once again into chasmal melancholia, that dare rise up against the tyrannical snow, eventually succumb against its relentless assault.
 
When wolves materialized among a near grove of close-knit pines, as if condensations of the frigid landscape itself, I knew my body, weakened by an infernally unskilled or errant shot, would not much longer suffer against the daunting chill. Adjusting the ushanka on my crown, and checking my AK-47 clip—now empty—I prepared myself. Come, I uttered, you ancient hunters—come to meet me upon this god-forsaken field of blood and ignorance and together we will learn the lessons that the Universe has to teach us.
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