CHAPTER 1

A man yelled into his phone. His face changing to different colors as if mimicking the adjacent spring bloom. He rushed four steps up along a path surrounded by lush green grass, but then stopped as suddenly. His right hand went to his head. He gripped the short blonde hairs—almost gray, then punched the air above him several times. His mouth opened and closed with harsh consonants, but no sounds came. Tingrin turned away from the comical scene and instead looked up at the sky.


Mottled whites, grays, and yellow highlights shone above. The clouds moved in and out of shapes, twisting, turning, churning. The north skyline darkened to a blue and yellow—almost brown.


Tingrin stood up from the park bench and stretched his back and legs. The phone guy leaned against a tree, his head down, both hands clenched; one with strands of blonde-gray hairs poking out from between his fisted fingers. The other, white knuckling his phone to shattering point.


Tingrin finished his juice while he walked. His reflection appeared in the glass walls of a Bank on West Jackson. Further past his reflection, people waited in queues.


A dark blue station wagon without a front number plate, and possibly no back plate, sat idling out front. Small puffs of vapor-smoke rippled in the air around the rear exhaust. 


Strange. 


Stranger was the person next to the car walking back and forth while seeming confused. 


The man stopped pacing for a moment and looked up to the highest point of the building, then down again to the bank’s large glass windows. 


Tingrin turned back to the park and looked to where he had eaten his lunch earlier.  He squinted, as if it may improve his eyesight, past the people and through the trees, but could not see the man who had yelled into his phone. 


A customer left through the revolving doors and walked past the car and the man, not looking at either of them. Neither of these two men existed in each other’s world. 


Tingrin hurried to the bank entrance. Butterflies burned his stomach. This man was about to do something that he would regret for the rest of his life. The best part was, Tingrin was going to be there to see it. 


He quick walked through the bank entrance as if on a desperate errand—which, he decided he was, and stopped at the end of a long queue.


Sizzling tension that only he and the man outside could feel, brought tiny bumps to Tingrin’s skin. Excitement filled him, like lightening striking savagely near a populated area, igniting fear at where it may strike next.


Tingrin waited, a smile in his mind, but not on his lips. With a small turn of his head, Tingrin gained a side view of the man walking inside holding a semi automatic pistol.


Tingrin squealed, although again internally.


The man continued into the bank and stopped near the guard. He raised the gun and pulled the trigger. 


Blood sprayed out in ripe fruit from the guard’s neck, splattering the ground, wall, and people around him. The guard fell to his knees and reached up to the source of his pain.


Tingrin watched intently, anticipating what might happen next. Also being careful not to attract attention. Just another person in the wrong place at the wrong time. Another victim of a violent robbery watching on in horror, worried that he may lose his life this day.

