                                             Chapter eighteen;

                                          Diary of the damned

 “I know what I said to him was a lie, I shouldn’t have said it. Today was one of the most stressful days of my life. I had to drug Arashi to deplete his memories, but they will return, and I know this. And I whose the day it does. For that may very well be our downfall. I feel that maybe, maybe if I had not drugged him. And made him except his loss. It would stop further problems. But I know him well, he wouldn’t accept her death. Not now, not ever. Accepting things like that isn’t his specialty. Although I to feel a great sense of loss, Luna came to us after her family was slaughtered. We were her last hope. But we couldn’t protect her. No matter how much I try, every death I see haunts me. Weather it be an enemy or one of our own. It still hurts me to think of Wanni, or Atreyu who just vanished. And the death of Slang, but she died with purpose, and her last wish was granted. Arashi has taken all of this very well, the year three thousand is fast approaching, and Christmas has long since past. But no one noticed. Did they care? Christmas is the day of togetherness. But instead of being united man kind has been separated in a bitter battle, each man with there hands at each others thoughts. If all of this ends the way it should, every one will be fine. Well not for Arashi, this is his life. He has nothing to go home to after the war. I have my family and Lee to look forward to. But Arashi has no one, then again I suppose that I could bring him into my life, like adopting him. After all Tetsyu left me as his god father………… But he would be depressed, depressed from all his  

losses, I suppose if he were to not, no never mind death creates nothing. Nor does it solve any thing. I can’t believe I’ve known him for so long. Its actually kind of scary. Its almost been another millennia, three thousand years of existence, and for what? Three thousand years of war, and counting.

Maybe violence is the only reason we live. Do we live to fight? That would mean we live to die wouldn’t it? But death is no reason to live at all. I guess I m reading into this to deep. Keeping things simple keeps things happy.

 This diary has always served me well, and if it could here me I would thank it. But this is my last entry. Up until now I’ve been biding my time until the time was right. And now its time. I will not right in it any more because it shows weakness, it shows weakness because if I wish to live this war, I must be self reliant, and maybe after the war I will trust again. But now I cannot write because I must deal with my problems, instead of writing them down. So good-bye until the war ends. Thank you.” 

                                                                                  -Drowens Diary 

                                                                                  -January twentieth 2034

  Drowen stepped outside into the cold. Snowflakes fell lightly from the sky, the cold brisk wind hit his face like a sharp knife.  His coat blew slightly in the breeze. “I should go for a walk to calm my mind.” Drowen walked down the snow covered alley way. Through the gothic back streets, a cold shill went down his spine, as he looked back. The umbra struck.    

