IB Literature (Sorrow of War Color Coding)

Tac, the kind Elephant, slowly bent down beside Kien, holding both hands to his chest as if embracing his heart.  He looked at Kien with intense surprise, then his eyes turned dull and he fell forward, revealing the deadly bloom of red flowering under his left shoulder.
Kien recalled it all.  Everything. Not a single detail was missing.  His fighting life was being revived in flashbacks, or in slowly unfolding scenes as heartrending as a funeral march.

And now, in his room, Kien seemed to see the end of his stream of life.  Journey’s end.  He seemed to hear someone calling softly to him: It is time. He closed his eyes, wanting to let himself slip away.

But life would not let him go that easily.

It paraded a variety of tempting imaging before him, calling to him in alluring voices from the other side of this river of life. His time would be another time. There was still too much to do. He had the burden of his generation, a debt to repay before dying. It would be tragic and unjust in the extreme if he were to pass away, to be buried deep in the wet earth, carrying with him the history of his generation.  If only he could shed all other needs of everyday living and concentrate all his energies into writing, his task would be over sooner.  He would then be released from the burden of life and float freely on the stream of his journey’s end, where countless familiar souls awaited him. (121-122)

