                                              Chapter Seventeen:

                                            Alpha To The Omega

 “I awoke at night thinking of the end, but no matter how much I thought I couldn’t stop it from happening, so I now sit and watch. Watch this nightmare unfold over and over again. Nothing can stop the coarse of fate. Puppets, all of us. I just wish, wish I could be the one to have her. But now I watch, I watch myself die, I watch myself live, waiting for my death, so I may live. I have my sense back, ‘giver of life destroyer of senses…’

  Arashi awoke, from his death like sleep, a small pool of blood around him. Not a memory of the night before. Arashi lay on the ground, his own blood staining the shattered sidewalk around him. The Beast still quenched in his bruised and scared hand. Feathers slowly fell that day. He fell back asleep, rest was needed. He could feel his eyes twitching open to a familiar voice he could hear Drowen; “Arashi, wake up. Arashi,” Arashi` s eyes slowly opened to tattered blurry world. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 “With the female gone Arashi will be no longer able to function properly, his emotions will whirl wildly through his mind. Controlling every thing he does. This Same strange death will be the victory for us…” 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 Arashi tried to stand, but fell back and landed on the hard cement, blood dripping from his open wounds. “Drowen! Is, is that you Drowen?”  Arashi raised his hand to touch the blurry figure in front of him. 

 “C` mon Arashi get up.” Drowen spoke softly. “Drowen, there’s bee- Where the hell am I? What the fuck is going on!? All I remember is seeing Tokyo tower, then. Every thing went blanc.” Arashi slowly stood. His legs and arms were bandaged, the beast still gripped in his hand. But his wings now submerged. The blood cleaned from his clothing. He felt around his neck, the silver pentagram still on its chain. “Were, were is every one?” Arashi looked up at Drowen, a tear dripping down his cheek. “What do you mean?” Drowen knew what he meant. “Luna, Where is Luna!?” Arashi jumped forward and grabbed Drowen by the throat. “Luna, is in a bomb shelter!” Drowen yelled as he pushed Arashi back. Drowen thought to himself that what he had just said was wrong, he knew that. But he wasn’t going to let Arashi fall to pieces in front of him. Not now, at the worst time possible.

 “Can I visit her?” Arashi tried to make a smile. “No not right now, right now we need you.” Drowen spoke very seriously. “All right. I will fight.” Arashi picked up the beast from the ground, and held it shining in the light, its blade a mighty metal symbol of death, a symbol of the authority of which death had over humans, a symbol of how humans feared death.

 For a second, the world fell silent; the sounds of gunshots, and explosions disappeared. The sounds of screams and children screaming, the blood curdling screams fell silent. His thoughts went Blanc, and he remembered waiting in the park, down in the park waiting for Shonen, the birds chirping, the children playing, the world was right. “Down in the park.” Arashi` s words broke the silence, and he snapped back to reality. The sounds of death returned to haunt him once more. He gazed blankly into the blade of the beast, and stepped forward to Drowen. “So shall we be going?” Drowen pointed out the battle field on a map of Tokyo, and what and when the would be doing.

 And so, Arashi stepped forward to war, and left his childhood behind. And set out to fight for, not yami, nor shru-yu, but the things he needed to protect. Himself.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------military drumming---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“They have cured his rage.”  

“Does that mean the plan is ruined?”

“No, just set back.”

“Ok.”

-“Wow this place is a dump,”-

 “Atreyu? Are you there, I can hear you, I can feel you in the air? Are you ok? I will see you soon?”

