Mental State of Matter 

Visible and invisible, observable and unobservable. Are we defined by the visible, or, perhaps, by that which is not visible with the unaided eye? Is there a mental state of mind?
It was a rainy day. I sat at my favourite tavern. I could see the hum of people around me and some music far away. Looking at the falling rain, I had remembered looking at the falling snow a few months ago. The waiter finally brought my coffee and a glass of water with some ice cubes in it. At that moment, I remembered what I have learned while I was still at the primary school – an ice cube and a snow flake are the same thing, but in a different state of matter.
Why are they then so different; why do we consider them to be so different, almost incompatible, if they are so essentially the same?
I had some water and continued thinking…
Is the snow flake afraid while falling down on the ground, does it hope to fall on other snow flakes, in the cool middle, and stay unchanged, the same as it was, and enjoy the well known company until it vanishes melted by the warmth of the Sun? Is it scared of the water? Does it, while falling from the sky, using all its energy, resists in an effort not to fall in some water - a river or a lake? It is probably scared by the fact that, by falling in the water, it will momentarily lose its unique and harmonious shape, and yet the one seen so many times… Although it is aware of its ephemerality, it, the same as everyone else, wants to survive as long as possible…
In the next moment, I looked at my glass and I noted that the ice cube was slowly melting, disappearing and less visible to my eye...I knew it was still there, in the glass, but I also knew that it was slowly melting and disappearing, and turning into water...

Having a sip of coffee, I returned to my thinking about the snow flake. I continued thinking about its flight, which most of us call the fall. I wondered whether it could happen that, in all of its fear from falling in the water, it falls into a ditch, dirt or something similar to it. Will it, being now soiled, understand that among other snow flakes it is the one that is filthy and that it is no longer the one, perfectly shaped snow flake, and that it might have been better for it if it gave up to the water?
I looked at the ice cube and I thought whether it would rather choose to be in a glass of water, or would it prefer to be fused with a cake that was on the next table - the ice cube? Still, they shared the name... perhaps it would actually trick it and it would rather choose the cake, its namesake, although it is completely different to it. Does it care more for the soul and mental state of mind it shared with water, or the state of matter, the form and the name it shared with the cake called the ice cube?
I finished my coffee and went for a walk through my city, colloquially called the Krajina's Beauty. It is Banjaluka. The moment I stepped on the main pedestrian street, I saw a beautiful Orthodox Church on the right hand side that was to be opened the day after tomorrow, on the Day of the Ascension of the Lord – Spasovdan. Namely, a church existed earlier in this very place, but it was destroyed during the World War II. Now, there is a church in the centre of the city again. The name was different, but the shape was the same. It was called the Church of the Holy Trinity, but because of the communists’ opposing, the church was rebuilt in another place. The new – old church – was called the Church of the Christ the Saver. 

I continued my walk and, passing by the Catholic church, I felt the smell of pine wood, which reminded me to my birth town - Šibenik, which I had to leave due to the winds of the war. It reminded me of the Dalmatian coast and a very similar smell of the pine wood of the Adriatic coast. I understood that I and a large majority of my fellow-citizens knew not of the name of this church. A few steps away I saw a construction site. They were building the Greek Catholic Church. Uniatism. I knew what it meant. Some didn't. But they had their opinion. They only knew it was something bad. Something terrible and unknown. 
Then I went through the Jewish Street, the one in which there was a Sinagogue, only somewhat more than a half a century ago. I read, long time ago in a newspaper, that it was turned into a brothel during the World War II. As well as many other structures of the old Banjaluka, it all vanished from the face of the earth during the disastrous earthquake of 1969, which hit this city and changed its profile.
In a slow pace, I carried along towards the place where once the Ferhadija Mosque stood. It was not largely affected by the 1969 earthquake. It was destroyed during the last one of the wars fought in this area. On May 7, 1993, one of the symbols of the city over the Vrbas River disappeared. Renovation was ongoing and I wondered what it would look like once when completed. I have never seen it before. Namely, it was destroyed one month before I moved to Banjaluka. It was destroyed by the people who thought themselves better believers. The true believers. 

Different symbols of the same city. Why did they become so incompatible?
I remembered the ice cube, the snow flake and the drop. I looked up at the sky. The rain was ceasing. The sun was coming out behind the cloud and its rays came down washing up my city.
