Disclaimer: 1) a denial or disavowal of a legal claim


      2) Do not, have not and will not ever own anything that looks familiar

Summary: Just a little something to set the scene….

Prologue

Life’s a bitch, then you die. I’ve heard that line so often since I was a child. First from my father when I asked him why the Americans were fighting and dying in Vietnam. Then it came from my cousin, when evil struck our very cores. Finally, from a trusted friend, I heard that line again. Things beyond my control had pulled everything out from under me.

I guess I should start at the beginning. I was born in 1961 to Seamus and Anne-Marie Bryant, the youngest of three. My brothers, Kevin and Andrew, adored me and were very protective. We lived in a small wizarding community similar to Hogsmeade. It was a typical village with picturesque homes and shops, even grand mansions. My family was wealthy enough to afford one, but Mum insisted that we lived as normal as possible. So we lived in a cozy home with friends and family living nearby. I loved that house. Mum’s presence filled it, making it seem safe and loving. I can never remember it with out her there. Dad wasn’t home a lot during the day, but when he was home, the real fun began.

Like many children, I had my own circle of special friends. Felicia McMillian was my greatest friend. We had met in grade school (Mum thought that I needed to be taught the “basics of survival”) and we soon were inseparable. I always remember her as having short brown hair just this side of black. She had dark brown eyes that always crinkled around the edge when she smiled. 

Arabella Figg was another of my closest friends. We had lived diagonally from each other for as long as we could remember. She was somewhat tall with THICK brown hair. Her eyes were hazel and seemed to change color depending on what she wore. 

Peter Pettigrew lived directly across the street from me. Our mums had been old school friends and consequently, I saw him every day of my life. He was a coward that played tag along often. He had hair that seemed to be balding by the age of 10. He was a wee bit chunky, but we never held him up to it.

Remus Lupin lived on the other side of Peter’s house. He was the nagging conscience that asked, “Now, guys, let’s think about this…” every time we wanted to do something, but most of the time, we were already halfway through whatever it was by the time we heard it. He was of average height with sandy blond hair and smoky blue eyes. Not very many people knew it, but he was in actuality a werewolf. I myself didn’t know it until I was 12. Those are the kind of things you just don’t discuss in public.

Severus Snape lived next door to me. We had been friends since we had learned to talk. He was a genius at not getting caught when ‘working’. He looked mean, with semi-greasy black hair and imposing form, but he had a heart of gold. 

Sirius Black and his incredible eye for trouble moved in when we were four. Right from the off, I could tell he wasn’t very normal. I was right. He was pretty tall, but not too much so with floppy black hair and brown eyes that twinkled with mischief all the time. He and his family lived across town in a large mansion called appropriately ‘Black Manor’.

James Potter was…Jamie was special. He was my cousin, but then again, he was something more. We had been “joined at the hip”, of sorts, since early infancy. Not a day went by that we didn’t at least owl each other. I loved him more than any other. Not romantic love, mind you, but something deeper and more impenetrable. He was half my soul.

Ah, how I long for the old days. Many think that I’m too involved with the past. They say that I live there rather than the present. Perhaps they’re right. But they don’t know. They don’t understand why I do. Maybe, just maybe, if I told them what happened, I could break myself of that endless circle of the past and face my future. Maybe…

A/N: I know this was weird, but all shall be revealed. People, if you don’t review, I shall not do my best to speed the next parts along. Really dumb rule, but I need my moral support just like every one else….

