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Chapter 1

 Stars twinkled softly against black velvet occasionally being hidden by heavy grey splotches. Light filtered through drops of water, highlighting and consuming each of them as they plummeted to the lush grass.

 The ground sloped gently to meet the sky, the large marble grave stones standing, a sacrifice to unseen forces. Two forms stood in front of the markers, large coats covering flesh, armor against the torrent.

 Blonde hair hung lump from the shorter form, soft green eyes stared forgotten and alone. “I’m sorry.” Her mouth moved, the words forming without breath.

 The taller form glanced, his hat deflecting most of the hate that flowed freely from above. Something pulled his head back to the graves. Matted fur covered a muscular body, ears perked forward as blue eyes locked with green ones. Warmth and life, heat and energy pushed softly against the hatred and fear. “Leave me alone.” The man winces as the words left his mouth. 

 The animal sat, taking up the space between the graves. Warmth coming out in elastic waves that wrapped around the pair, though the rain continued unquestionable and relentless. The grey fur ended where white and lighter tones met around the canine’s stomach, it’s long snout taking in air in small sniffs.
 “I said leave.” The man tightened his jaw, eyes narrowed an instant later.
 The animal’s head flowed side to side, it’s muzzle turned down slightly to meet his gaze.
 Oilskin adjusted as the man turned, empty field the only thing that occupied his vision. Again cloth moved as he looked around, expanses of grass and packed earth being his only discoveries.

 Rain hardened, each drop striking down on the man with weight un equaled. The field stretched out before him, placid and lifeless, he was alone. Alone in an unforgiving storm of memories and half truths which were his reality. Had it been his fault? Of course, if he had been there… 

 The animal came into view once again, in front of him, It’s muzzle straight and unforgiving. The motion came again side to side it regarded him, energy cracked in icy depths as it’s mouth opened.
****

 An angry buzz filled the room, covering an old mattress that sat next to the small spiteful box. The form that occupied the bet turned away, a pillow finding a home over his head. The buzz persisted, taunting the young man.

 Some time passed before a hand came out and slapped the clock. Something clattered against the floor boards as his hand withdrew. Slowly details came to blurry vision. Peeling wall paper met hardwood, cracked blinds allowed thin rays of light to enter the dreary room, highlighting cardboard boxes that occupied various parts of the floor.
 Old wool and cotton gave way to flesh as they were cast aside. A foot came to rest on cold wood an instant later. The young man stifled a yawn, instead lifting the small object that had fallen from the crate. 
 Familiar faces greeted weary eyes. An older man smiled back at him handsome features he had once known were pulled into a tight smile. Next to him stood a smiling woman, her dark blonde hair striped with gray strands. In front of them a younger woman waved at the camera, her own bright blonde hair rivaled by the illumination in her green depths. Another face smiled back at him, the features familiar but alien. Above his head two fingers stood, a call to other days. Better days.

 The picture found it’s way back to the plastic crate. 
 Heavy boots thumped hollow against the hardwood floor as they carried the wearer through the small hallway. The living room cut the hall short, brilliant shades of blue and yellow painted the room in an irradiant glow, furniture cast shadows as it interrupted the patterns of light and designs from the window.  
 “Morning Jon.” A soft voice called from behind.
The young man jumped slightly. “Mornin sis.” His voice came low after his heart returned to a normal pace. 

 A soft chuckle filled the air between them. “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare ya.”

 “It’s cool. Have a good time last night?” Jonathan continued as he cross the living room, stopping in the kitchen. 
 “Yeah. Mel and I went to that new place downtown, Ace somethn…” The woman trailed off as a yawn took over. “How bout you?” 
 “Same ‘ol.” He said flatly.

 “Poor Jon.” The woman grinned, her form occupying the open window as air poured in, bringing with it the scent of exhaust and diesel. 

 “Oh shut up.” Jon grinned as he launched an errant cheerio.

 Cars passed below the apartment building, asphalt and colored steel intermingling under the watchful eye of the mid day sun. Bright blue sheets covered the sky, white accents interrupting them in small groups. Skyscrapers dotted the horizon, steel and glass stood proud over the dingy brick and wood structures that blanked the area around them.
 “Hey, why don’t we go to the park. Pack a lunch or something. Its beautiful out.” The woman turned away from the window, her hair blowing in the cool air. “You could bring your sketch book.” 
 Jon looked up, a spoon protruding from his mouth, clasped by a shaky hand. Shoulders rose and hell a moment later, slow but firm.
 “Oh come on, don’t be so reclusive. It’s not good for you.”

 Jon rolled his eyes before a grin played across his face. “Yeah. Alright.” 
The woman smiled wide, the dark circles under her eyes vanishing in the same instant. “Cool. I’ll get dressed, you throw some munchies in the bag and…”

 “Sam.” The young man spoke, his voice carrying a dull edge. “I got it.”
 Samantha grinned absently, a touch of amazement flashed in her eyes only to vanish in a breath. It had been a while since they had done anything together, Jon often citing ‘things to do’ that existed nowhere but in his mind.
 Jon shrugged going through the backpack, taking inventory mentally coming to a stop when a large, familiar book stared back at him. A picture laid on top of the hard cover. Soft faces and fragile smiles betrayed the rough exterior that had been marred by time. Eyes narrowed as he traced the contours of the faces. The same eyes shut entirely as the bag was zipped shut.
****

 Grass stretched out, trimmed with concrete walkways and accented by sand. Trees covered the expanse in shadows, shielding the area from the harsh sun while providing housing for the local animals and climbing for children. Several steel poles stood from the sand providing a base for various kinds of play equipment. At the far end stood an old swing set, feeling paint and rusting chains fitted their user. The woman sat solemnly, her red hair falling against light skin. Leather covered her torso, a jacket that gave in to the white T-shirt underneath. Denim drooped from her swaying legs, as a tennis shoe buried it ‘self in the tan cover. 
 Jonathan pulled his pencil across the thick paper, shading in the woman’s jacket. The woman’s ponytail hung limp against her head, her eyes turned down as her feet sifted for answers.

 “She looks like she could use some company.” Samantha whispered over his shoulder, her eyes following the page. 
 “Go for it.” Jon pushed harder against the book.

 “I meant you silly.” Samantha’s eyes didn’t waver as she pleaded silently with her brother. 
 The young man looked back at the woman, filling in another line. More details populated the drawing, trees and leaves filling in the expanse behind her slowly. The swing next to her sat empty, swaying gently in the wind.
 The woman stood, her chest rose and fell as a sigh passed from her lips. Hope and sorrow left her body with each ounce of air that was moved. The woman found her way through the sand, to the concrete before she began her trip that eventually took her out of the park. 
 Jonathan sighed, mimicking the breath she had taken. The drawing finished, rusted chains gave, the swing next to her drug against the tan floor. The words ‘I’m sorry’ traced through the sand.
 “Jon?”

 “Yeah?”

 “You okay?”

 Jon noticed the drop of water that ran over his cheek, swatting it away like an insect. “Yeah, fine.”
 “You wanna go?” Samantha asked softly, her words overshadowed by concern. 
”Lets…” The young man managed around the frog in his throat.
