Chapter 1

Ethan’s beginning


A January day warm enough for only dark suit jackets and light black sweaters was more than welcome for the funeral of Uriah Drakon III.  Most of the mourners wore dark sunglasses seeking shelter from the unusual brightness that disturbed the misery of the winter’s gray sky.  Even the pale brown landscape of Blayresden Estate seemed lush today.

“Mr. Drakon was a ruthless business man like his grandfather,” said Abigail Mendez.  She was Uriah’s secretary and a sentimental woman who could see the good in everyone.  “But he brought me chocolates once a month.  He will be dearly missed.”

This statement wasn’t true.  No one really liked Uriah, especially his great-nephew, who sat in front the family crypt, eyeing the coffin with incredible disdain.  

“Poor child,” Abigail whispered to another woman.  “Mr. Drakon took Ethan in when he was only a toddler.”

Ethan’s eyes narrowed harshly on the casket.  Uriah didn’t take him out of compassion. He was a cold, harsh man that treated Ethan like a burden and shipped him off to boarding school to be dealt with.

Many attendants came forward to console Ethan but he paid no attention to their condolences.  Everyone interpreted Ethan’s silence as a sign of devastation for his loss.
 “He was a good man to raise Ethan as his own,” said a man next to Abigail.

Ethan’s gut tightened with rage and a flush of anger rose to the surface of his skin.
“We think Ethan will take on Uriah’s role famously,” said Uriah’s lawyer.

Ethan sighed angrily.  He had no interest in taking over the estate and refused to extend his great-uncle’s legacy.  

“He must really be devastated,” Abigail said, mistaking Ethan’s sigh for emotional distress.

Ethan choked on air trying to stifle a chuckle.  Devastated?  He was nearly elated to be free!
“I don’t know,” said another man.  “Ethan always struck me as the surly type.  I always thought he was ungrateful for his uncle’s compassion.”

Ethan scratched at the back of his smooth black hair and slyly extended his middle-finger at the man who surely noticed.  Screw them all, he thought. It was time for Ethan to try and piece together his future.  But he didn’t even know anything about his past.  Whatever his story was, he knew for sure his future lay destined beyond the parameters of the estate.  But where was he to start?   

Ethan looked beyond Uriah’s casket.  It sat balanced upon two straps connected to a lowering device which clung to the walls inside of the crypt grave.  Behind the casket hung a red banner depicting a white dragon stalking ominously to the unknown on a red backdrop.  The same image was emblazoned on other banners that surrounded the funeral site on the estate property.  

It didn’t matter to Ethan where to begin.  Any beginning was better than none.  Ethan’s only regret was that Uriah had never told him who his parents really were or where they were from.  And all the answers to Ethan’s questions about his life now lie, already decaying, in a wood box ready to descend into the ground.   

A hand firmly grasped Ethan’s shoulder, but he was so engrossed with his thoughts that he barely was aware of it.  

“My deepest condolences,” said a voice that sounded far away.  “But you are no longer under your uncle’s control.”

Damn right, Ethan thought.

“You are free to find your own path now.”
“I have no path,” Ethan said to himself.
“But you do.  Your path isn’t being buried today, only the warden who held you prisoner.”

“You talk funny.”

“This generation has lost its touch for poetry.”
“Are you listening to my thoughts?”

“That isn’t important.  What is important is that you go and find your way starting today.”

“Where is that?”
“You must find a girl.  She will help you.”
“Why?  I don’t need anyone to help me.”

“You will need her.  Find her in Hillcrest.  Destiny will do the rest.”
“Who is this girl?  Who are you?”
“It does not matter who I am.  As for the girl, just go to Hillcrest.  She will find you.”

A shiver of crawled down Ethan’s spine and he shook his head as if trying to shake off the affects of wooziness.  He scanned around but found no one around him.  He felt as if he just had the most surreal dream.

He glanced one more time at the coffin.  In his opinion, being kept in crypt was too good for Uriah. He hoped his great-uncle was rotting in hell.  Ethan stood up and the casket erupted into a mighty flame.  All the mourners appeared shocked and gasped aloud.  Slowly, a few even clapped their hands.  

“I didn’t know Uriah was going to be cremated,” said Abigail.

“Wouldn’t expect anything less from Mr. Drakon,” said the man next to her.
Ethan walked up the aisle, away from the funeral pyre, and as he did all the banners became engulfed in flame.

“Is this all planned?” asked someone in the crowd, sounding very alarmed.

“Where are you going?” asked Abigail, nervously eyeing the banners at the same time.
“To find my destiny,” Ethan responded. 
Ethan headed into the mansion.  He grabbed some clothes, a backpack, and then went down the hall.  It was time to leave Blayresden estate and everything he knew of it.  Ethan never looked back.  Not once.

Two hours later Ethan clambered eagerly into the cab of an eighteen wheeler truck as he walked along the interstate.

“Where you going to?” the driver asked.

“Anywhere that isn’t here,” Ethan answered.

