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 Happiness wasn’t something that came easy for Cleo. Though there was always laughter surrounding him, it just wasn’t enough to ascend his shameful dread. In fact, the more laughter there was, the tighter his fluffy body curled. Cleo was a rather old and senile creature with a well-fed belly and whiskers almost a foot long. Georgia Julies are hot, humid, and uncomfortable, especially for such a fluffy cat so Cleo would lethargically lay about the apartment when the air conditioning was working. When it wasn’t, he would sprawl out on the cool sidewalk under the elm tree. He looked at the long, tentacle-like branches that reached to the sky, and Cleo gaped adoringly at the crackling leaves; how bad he would love to climb that gentle giant. Cleo snapped out of amazement and punched himself in the head for his far-fetched, made-up dreams. Reminding himself of how old and fragile he was, Cleo went on with his day. 


When the sun rose again, the air-conditioner was on the fritz, and the weather was less than tolerable; Cleo headed outside. He spiraled up in the shade, shooing away a liar squirrel with a hiss, who later wandered off and kicked it in the sun. The cat listened to the leaves and the wind which put him right to sleep. Not seconds later, someone taking a joyride in a car squealed with the top down and alarmed Cleo. Being hazy from sleep, he looked up noticed the tree appeared to be staring him down, so he stared the tree right back. This went on for a good seven minutes, and he realized that conventional wisdom wasn’t something this tree possessed; his wisdom was unparalleled. Cleo mustered up enough strength to climb this majestic tree for he didn’t know what it was capable of, but somehow he knew it was going to bring something great. It was a hefty tree so to shortcut, he climbed a trash can to get a good start. Each move was a stab at this old cat’s bones and muscles.  But claw-by-claw that cat scaled the tree, flinging himself forward into it so he wouldn’t fall. By the time he reached the first branch, the moon overtook the sky. Cleo’s eyes grew to the size of baseballs as he looked up to see a lucid view of the big dipper. This trunk messed with time as the cat lost track of everything. What a revolution this tree was for Cleo. 

Every night from then on, Cleo would climb that tree to watch the sun set on the North-Atlantic Ocean and observe as the stars set individually to sprinkle the silent sky. Each day his muscles gained strength as did his-now ample- mind and heart. Months passed as Cleo and his tree correspondingly grew. Growth stunted on a certain Saturday; when someone answered the phone. The girl on the other end squealed like a re-winding tape, saying something about phone lines. The receiver replied with a cold-hearted “alright” and hung up the phone. Cleo wondered who would call this early in the morning but continued on napping away his day. As 7:00 began to strike near, Cleo thought of his beloved mistress rooted outside. He commemorated past encounters with the tree and the beautiful skies it allowed him to witness. The way it first blew in the wind that first day of his epiphany was like nothing else. He was remembering back when he climbed the rugged bark and caressed his comforting limbs just yesterday, not knowing that time would be his last. Cleo snuck out the door with anticipation of seeing his good friend. His eyes looked up the tree; horror struck every inch of Cleo’s furry little body. He sat on the cold, rough sidewalk, crying as any cat could, for there stood his tree, the host of dreams, weeping in a velvet waltz, trimmed and burning.          

