Burial Mounds

This wide clearing in the midst of short, dark pines is rough with wild grass and bare stone. The air is a bit cooler up here in the foothills than below, and the majestic peaks of the nearby mountains rear up over the eastern treetops. There is a vine-covered boulder standing under the edge of the somber evergreens to the east. The air here is preternaturally still and the grass waves not at all for there is no breeze that blows through the pines. It is silent, no call of bird thrown from the treetops to dance gaily in the open spaces. Occasionally chill fingers run up your spine.

It likely isn't often that one hears music out on the bawn. It's probably even less likely that it comes from the area of the burial mounds. A slow, mournful tune played upon a violin carries of its own violition in the absence of the wind. The passion of the performer rings clearly through the crescendo of the strings, shatters the stillness that surrounds the dead. A young woman stands in the ninth throw of graves, rocking and swaying in time with the beautiful and sombre lamention.

Kevin approaches the burial mounds in some haste, as though he's late for some appointment thereabouts. The sound of music coming from them makes him furrow his brow, but he doesn't slacken his pace, and comes at a dog-trot out of the path through the pinewood into the clearing, immediately seeing the source of the sound and heading for her to investigate.

The elegy swells and ebbs as the performer turns her body slightly, not oblivious to the only other sound in the area. For a moment, her face remains scrunched tightly with concentration. It obscures her visage. But when her bronze-dusted lids open, and the music doesn't miss a note, it's clear who the green-eyed woman is.

Salee Ockham has come home.

Kevin is so astonished when the musician turns around and reveals her identity that he nearly stumbles and falls over one of the grave markers. "Salee!" he exclaims. "Salee?"

"Hello, Kevin." She responds with a smile over the sound of her own playing. "I'm almost finished," she promises. Her eyes slide shut once more and she again makes the allowance to lose herself in the music. The tempo of the elegy slows until it becomes one drawn-out note and then a small flourish of the bow. After a deep breath, Salee lowers her violin and smiles once more, this time down at the marker at her feet. Then, she crouches and sets her instrument into the open case on the ground before straightening up and turning fully to face her tribemate. Without warning, she lets out a jubilant squeal and rushes forward to throw her arms around the man. "I've missed you!"

Kevin clams up and stands there at a respectful distance, listening to the music play. When Salee advances on him, he flinches for a second, then allows her to embrace him enthusiastically. "Where the hell've you been?" he asks her. "What've you been doing? How's --" He comes to a dead stop one word into the last question, and it remains unasked.

Salee leans back and positively beams. There are faint dark trails on her cheeks, suggesting that her own composition may have moved her to tears before Kevin's arrival. "I've been in Los Angeles, if you can believe that." She leaves her hands on his shoulders and glances him over as if assessing him. "Been becoming a better me at the Steel Angel." Ever perceptive, she doesn't let the beginnings of the last question slide. "How's...?"

"...how's the baby?" Kevin asks the question warily, and with an eye to the fat full moon that looms over the heads of the two garou.

Salee glances upward and then back to her companion. "Jackie's lovely. Living with my mother, actually. I have pictures! Would you like to see?" She releases and steps away, moving to a canvas tote near her violin case, rooting around inside the large bag.

Kevin shows distinct relief at that news. "Oh boy, yes," he responds, following Salee to her violin case. "He has to be over a year old now...?"

"One year and two weeks," Salee confirms, finally fishing a wallet out of the depths. "Here we go." She flips it open and the myriad of pictures unfolds from the accordianed laminate. Most photos are obviously simply cropped down from digital camera shots, showing mother and son together. As the photos progress, it's clear the boy is just as redheaded and freckled as his mother is naturally. A halo of fuzzy strawberry curls adorns the boy's head. "Isn't he beautiful? Poor boy, though. He's /so/ Irish."

Kevin grins at the pictures. "What a little trouper. I suppose being Irish can happen to the best of people," he says, with an air of playfulness that masks just a hint, perhaps, of something deeper. "So... are you coming back to stay, or is this just a visit?"

"Staying," she responds simply, carefully folding the photos back into her wallet after Kevin's finished perusing. "Something wrong? You seem a little out of sorts. I mean, I know I'm probably like seeing a ghost, and this place really only perpetuates something like that, but..." One corner of Salee's mouth quirks upward in a smirk. C'mon, it says, you can tell me.

Kevin nods at the rows of graves. Three of them are very fresh. "I'm on sentry duty here," he says. "Should really have been here earlier... I promised Norman and Jacob. We lost three garou in the last month. Sean, Coriander and Isabel." He turns back to Salee, his face set in a determined frown. "And I've been... growing up, I suppose you could say. I've changed some since you saw me. Or I think I have."

The mirth drains instantly from Salee's face and one hand flutters up to rest over her heart. "Sean? And Cori?" Her mouth falls open in a quiet gasp. "Oh..." She hadn't checked the fresh graves, apparently. But when you know who you're there to see, and where they are... "That's awful."

"Cori and Isabel fell fighting a spirit of the Wyrm," reports Kevin. "Sean... Sean got in a fight with another garou. You know how it happens..." His eyes flicker, for a bare second, to Felix's grave.

Salee winces at the explanation of Sean's death. It obviously pains her. She nods stiffly, back drawn and rigid. "Who?"

"Viv," says Kevin. "The elder of the Get. Dunno if she was here when you were? Little fierce Australian piece of work."

"I think she was," Salee says, rubbing at the underside of her nose in an attempt to mask a small sniffle. "Never fight with a Get," she says absently, though with no real conviction. "Sucks when we kill our own. As if our numbers weren't low enough already." She sets her jaw, looking for a moment as though she might actually start /seething./ She seems to shrug it off, however. "Tell me something good, eh? You say you've been doing some growing? Me, too."

"I've been trying to work my way back up from the hole I dug myself into," Kevin says frankly. "I made some bad mistakes, and I made some people really mad at me. I know I can be kind of annoying and I'm trying to be less that way... though the way some people act, if you make one mistake at age fifteen they'll still be yammering about it when you're fifty." For a second Kevin's petulant look comes onto his face, but he forces it off. "I've been learning about spirits and stuff from other tribes. The Wendigo, even, can you believe? And trying to forge links and make a network. I'm going to make Fostern or die trying. What about you?"

"Man, I remember when the Wendigo used to give me the willies." Salee lets out a breath of laughter, though it's clear she's still bothered. "I honestly thought you would never return to the bawn unless you were dragged kicking and screaming after your whole stint in exile. I was surprised to see you out here, actually." The dark-haired girl rocks back on her heels until she settles down on her bottom, stretching her legs out in front of her and smoothing out her skirt over them. "Oh, gosh. Let's think. What /have/ I been up to? Well, I've done some growing up, too. Some soul searching, I guess you could say. I'm at peace now with what I am. Not quite ready to make that leap to Fostern, but I'm pleased to see that you are. If it's what you want, then you'll do well."

"They still give me the willies," Kevin confesses freely. "Jacinta-rhya has this look she gives you that makes you feel about two inches tall and personally guilty of every offence the white man ever committed against the Indians. But that's no excuse to shy away from her and her learning. She knows an awful lot if you only take the trouble to be polite and listen." He squats down too, next to Salee. "Soul searching can be useful, long as you don't get too internally directed. Take time to look outside yourself as well as in, Salee."

Salee shudders a the mention of Jacinta's /looks./ "Does she ever," she murmurs under her breath. Then, she assures him, "I know. I did what I needed to do. I even learned some shit. Scary, non?"

"Nah. The day I stop learning is the day you can bury me right here," Kevin declares. "Only fools are scared of learning." Certainly Kevin seems a great deal more forthright with opinions than he was when Jacinta last saw him.

"Goodness," Salee smirks, "you /have/ changed, haven't you?" She nudges him in the shoulder with her fist. "Good for you," she declares. After a deep breath, she starts to push herself back up to her feet. "I suppose, I should let you get back to your responsibilities. I've got my old apartment in the tenement back, so you can find me there." The strap of the canvas bag is slung crosswise over her body to rest at her hip and she gathers up her violin. "It's good to see you. Don't let word get out that I'm back yet, okay? I want the chance to tell people myself." She pauses and then tilts her head to one side. "Say, you wouldn't know where I can find that dumbass brother of mine, would you?"

"Most likely the apartments," Kevin says. "He's lying kind of low right now. So's Jason. They got mixed up in something bad. Did you see the news reports, like two, three weeks ago? Four cops shot dead in St Claire?" Kevin nods sagely.

"Yeah, I saw. Salem's filled me in on that." And from the look on her face, Salee is far less than impressed. "I'll go knock on some doors, then. You take care, okay?" She pulls one side of her bag open to peer inside. "I think I'll go back into the city in an hour or so. I'm going to see if I can catch some fireflies." She lifts her head and smiles. "See ya."

Kevin chuckles. "Well, it's good to have you back. You know, there are two kinds of garou... there are plenty you're glad to have at your back in a fight, and you can rely on them in that way... but there's not so many you can talk to, be open with. You're one of those, to me." Kevin gives a sudden wide smile. "Welcome home, Ms Ockham."

Salee looks genuinely touched for a moment. "Thanks. I hope to prove soon that I can be both those things. It's good to be home."

Kevin reaches out to Salee again. "C'mere. I missed ya."

With a bright smile, Salee moves in for another warm embrace. "You, too. A lot."

