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Prologue


[image: ]




Matthew had a good visit with his brother, Chadwick. He seemed to be more lucid, more attached to reality this morning. That was good. Rare, but good. It was almost like being with the big brother he looked up to in his childhood. The one who read him a bedtime story almost every night when he was little. On his good days, one would wonder why the man had been committed at all. But Matthew knew it was all too temporary. An orca could swim comfortably in a pool that was filled with the tears he’d shed over his brother. Their parents were both gone now. Chadwick’s hair had some gray on the ends now, and it had been this way for so many years now. Soon enough the poor fellow would begin his maniacal rantings about other worldly creatures and dark phantoms. It was such a shame, heart breaking really. 

At least today was a good day. The weather was pleasant, and so was the visit. Chadwick had been painting again, the brushstrokes huge with vibrant colors. One could feel the mountains and valleys just by looking at the canvas. Matthew left his big brother at the home for the mentally disturbed and climbed into his old red truck. Slowly the crankshaft turned until the engine finally sputtered to life. It was a long drive back his house. His back was going to be angry about it too. At least the fall weather was cooperating, and the scenery pleasant this time of year. He wanted to get there before his son got home from school. 

Young Brian was such a bright kid. He and his wife were quite proud of him. Matthew was amazed at how driven the boy could be. What a self starter that child was. The only real fear they had was that he was such a bookworm, which was something that made him so much like his uncle.
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Chapter 1
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Brian loved crisp, autumn mornings. The air was cool, but the sun was quite warm. Light breezes gently tickled the hairs on his arms. He took a deep breath and began his morning trek to school. As the front door closed, he heard his mom telling him to have a good day in her high, almost sing song morning voice. He waved back at the window instead of yelling. That was his nature. He hated having to talk. It was so ... exasperating. 

What he did love, though, was reading. The truth was that he loved reading more than playing, which was quite rare for a fifth grader, or any kid for that matter.  With the morning home rituals completed, Brian was ready to start his short journey to his favorite place, the private school that he had earned the right to attend for free through an academic scholarship. The school was located in his community, but he was one of the few kids from his working class neighborhood that attended.

It was a good morning to walk to school. The nearby park still proposed the same problem for him that it did every day, though. In the middle of the park, there was a stream. It was bigger than most, but not quite big enough to be called a creek. The water moved fast enough to be heard, the proverbial babbling brook. Brian knew it would be a great deal easier to use the footbridge, which gave easy passage at a wider, but picturesque, point of the stream.  This, of course, was one of the main attractions of the park. But he, once again, skirted that path and followed the stream to a more narrow crossing point. There, next to the woods, he crossed with a leap, the cold water splashing off his well worn shoes. Every morning was the same in this way. He would shirk his self prescribed duties to face his fear, as irrational as it was, only to admonish himself for taking the longer route. One day, he would have to cross that old bridge. He didn’t want to end up like his Uncle Chadwick, afraid of his own shadow. Plus, he thought he heard a big animal rustling around in the nearby woods. 

The journey between Brian’s home and his beloved school wasn’t too far. He did, like always, have to rush after crossing the stream. Getting to school on time was his responsibility and he took it seriously. So he broke into a jog. Soon the woods gave way to a clearing, and the noble spire of the institution’s main edifice appeared, like an arrow aimed at the sky. He set foot on the concrete sidewalk just as the tardy bell began to ring. Once again, he made it just in the nick of time. Sure he would have preferred to get to campus early, if only to spend more time in that marvelous library filled with old and new books of all kinds and genres, but he was glad to have avoided being late for class. It had been a long week at home during fall break. All his old reading materials had been voraciously consumed long ago. He was eager to get back to his studies.

After retrieving his literature book from his locker, Brian made his way to his first class. His shoes squeaked as he walked due to the stream water and the morning dew, but his weren’t the only ones making that noise. Unlike everyone else, he had already read more than half of the books related to the excerpts in his textbook, another of his self prescribed goals. Part of it was competition, though he knew he was the only one who took the the time to actually do this. But he thoroughly relished the stories, especially the classics. He loved fantasy, historical fiction, folk tales, or any good literature really. Reading was his super power, and in his mind, the only advantage he truly had in this world.

Most of the other kids were already seated. This didn’t bother him here like it would have in his old school, where everyone always seemed to stare at the last kid walking in for some reason and there were always the ubiquitous thumps on the ear if you weren’t paying attention. The neighborhood kids were more rough-and-tumble. The he classes here were only about half the size of any given public school. The “Dormies,” as they were called on campus were mostly foreign students. About half of them were Asian. Most of the rest were a mix of European nationalities with just a few Africans scattered throughout the grade levels. They were all pretty studious, so chatter was kept to a minimum. Brian was a “Day Dog.” These were usually students from well-to-do, local families. He wasn’t well-to-do, though. He was a scholarship kid. Most of those were for athletics, though there were no dumb jocks on campus to be sure. He was the only academic scholarship recipient in his grade level. There were a few others like him in the high school, but he was the only one in lower school. Still, he was much more comfortable in these hallowed halls than anywhere else, really. Plus, he’d earned his place.

Like the other kids in his literature class, Brian began to get set up. His teacher still hadn’t arrived, but this wasn’t too unusual either. Students were trusted to behave well on campus, unlike the daily situation in his former public school. If you couldn’t cut the mustard here in any way, you were simply dismissed. He respected this policy, as draconian it may have been, because it was enforced fairly, no matter how rich or powerful one’s family was. There was due process too, with probation, but immoral misbehavior was not tolerated. This actually made Brian even more comfortable. Here he knew where he stood. He hadn’t sported the first black eye since he enrolled, which was a definite check in the win column to his mind.

A few minutes later, the general noise level fell to a complete hush. A man strolled through the door with his nose in an old book. He walked behind the desk and set the book down, still reading it while standing. Some of the other kids looked at each other. Finally, he put a bookmark between the pages and slowly closed the book. Brian noticed a faint cloud of yellowish dust. The old book must have been dug out from deep in the library. Mrs. Griffin, the librarian, was usually incredibly meticulous about keeping her books in pristine shape.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





