The wind, Melina thought to herself, having felt the breeze caress over her face softly as her eyes remained closed, closing everything out of site that lay around her.  Listening, she could hear the wind as it sang in its most perfect voice, passing by her ear swiftly as if heading to the south from the ice caps that resided to the north of her forest over a thousand miles away.  Yet she could not hear the trees around her bending over and bowing to the very wind that she could hear.  She was unable to hear the stories that the trees usually told one another earlier in the morning or their cries of pain and loneliness that they let out at night.  She was unable to hear anything else except for the wind.


Opening her eyes to what was truly around her and leaving the darkness hidden way behind her eyelids behind, Melina looked over the most beautiful landscape she had ever seen.  Her feet felt tired and sore as she continued to stand on top of a rock cliff, measuring almost high enough for her to even be able to reach the clouds that the wind continued to play with and deform.  She watched the clouds as if in a trance as they changed shape time and time again, small pebbles and bits of dust rumbling and washing over her bare feet.


The sky that resided around as well as above her cause the dryad to smile warmly, her heart feeling lighter than ever at the sight of the blue air.  It was fairly clear out, the wind having blown many of the clouds away, allowing the sun to shine its brightest.  It’s a wonder that the forest does not get to feel the way I do now, Melina thought to herself as she closed her eyes one more, taking in a deep breath and holding it there for quite some time afterwards.


The air smelled fresh and sweet, none of the smells from the human camp able to reach the peak that she was now standing upon.  Yet, she could not remember as to how she got here, only ever able to remember her forest as well as the love that she had always felt for it.  Had she run away?  She couldn’t remember and this concerned her even more.


Opening her eyes once again she looked to what laid way down below th very cliff she was standing upon, inching her way closer to the edge of it to get a better view.  Only for a moment did she feel as though she was going to lose her balance from the height, her heart acing as her head became even lighter.  Never having felt this way before, Melina became a little frightened, crouching closer to the ground with her head bowed in between her knees as she waited for the awkward episode to pass.  After that she promised herself not to stand up unless walking away from the edge, inching even closer to the cliff’s cut off point before sitting down.


Her legs just dangled there, hanging over the very edge of the cliff that cast a shadow on much of what rested many feet below that of her own.  The terrain that remained on the ground below consisted of many things, one of them being her very own forest.  It was far off in the distance, valleys and small mountains separating it from the cliff that she continued to sit on top of.  Beyond her forest she could see a bit of smoke, most likely coming from the human camp even though she was unable to see it for it had become too far away from her for the dryad to do so.


She could not however see who was in her forest at that time, everything happening within it blocked off by the very canopy that toward high above the dirt floor.  Melina cloud tell it was her forest though, the trees seeming so tall and yet small enough for her to step upon from being so high up on the cliff.  She knew it was her forest as well due to the fact that there were no other trees standing around it, all of them having been cut down by the humans.


Looking to her right, way in the distance she could see Talakar’s home and way to her left rested Danae’s.  She wished to visit the druids, to ask how they are and what they plan to do with their time before joining her for the next annual dryad ceremony.  Looking back on the last one, she recalled the discovery that she and Talakar had made, her stomach turning the slightest bit with both anxiety as well as fear of the fact.


Melina decided that it would be best if she would keep her mind off of such stressful things, soon reverting it to times, places, friends as well as events that caused her great joy and happiness.  Yet upon thinking of these most wonderful things, she could not help wanting to sing.  Quickly she reach behind her, feeling around for her reed, smiling upon locating it right up against the right side of her hip, lying on the cold ground.  She wanted her song to be beautiful and for everyone to hear it and so she took in great care upon putting her fingers where they needed to go.  Even though her reed didn’t really have any fingering holes, she still felt that the song would sound better if she placed her hands firmly in spots that she would not move them away from.


Slowly she began to play her song, many of the notes sounding louder than any she had ever played before.  The music that she made continued to bounce off of the cliff walls, pushing her tune closer to where her forest rested.  The wind she had felt, now too playing the music, pushing that of her own toward her forest so that all could hear what she had yet to play.


Melina’s eyes were closed, the dryad losing all concentration upon hearing a faint cry.  Quickly she stopped playing her music to listen, another cry, one from an infant of sorts coming from within her forest.  Standing up, Melina continued to look down upon her forest, unmoved by the imbalance she was now feeling and had feared earlier that morning.


Her eyes scanned the entire area below, becoming fixated on the small portion of forest that was closest to the human village.  Squinting her eyes, she watched as flames grew around her forest, becoming even larger as they began to eat what remained of her home.  The cry that she had hear continued to sound, all other noises around her blurred and impossible for her to even recognize at such a high altitude.


Melina’s stomach began to turn, she being unable to reach her forest in time to save it and yet the cries went on.  Then, as f she had just woken up, the dryad knew exactly what it was.  The cries she could hear were coming from near her tree, the flower that had begun to grow at its base crying out to Melina.  The dryad closed her eyes, not wanting anything to do with the child that was soon to be hers as well as Talakar’s and for a moment, she did not even care for the well-being of her forest.  Her heat had turned cold, angered at Talakar as well as herself for ever falling in love.


Her eyes were closed, she wishing not to watch her forest die as she slowly turned away from it, her back now facing whatever remained beyond the edge of the cliff that was now behind her as well.  Yet opening her eyes she looked ahead, trees and flowers of all kinds having grown on the very cliff that had been covered in rubble only about an hour earlier.  Looking even further into the forest she could see another dryad, shocked with the very realization that it was herself.
