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Who could do this? Who could burn down a children’s hospital? These were questions I wish I didn’t know the answer to. But seeing as this children’s hospital was the one I was born at, and the flames were so fierce that even fire fighters couldn’t put them out, along with the fact that after the building was burned down, detectives found no evidence of what caused the fire, I was aware of not what...but who was behind this. 

Born at St. Walkway hospital, I was born with unusual marks on my elbow. The marks were more like tattoos with swirl like designs. My mother noticed these weird symbols first, so she hid them from the world in precaution. As I got older, I quickly found out what the marks meant. The symbols held some tie in with an ability that I was born with. The ability to create fire from my body. To release it and control it at my will. Green flames that were so unique, no other fire could stand out in comparison. The problem was...I was not the only one to be born with this double-edged sword. My younger brother, now eighteen, Drew, also carried this trait. The only difference was his flames were purple. Unlike myself, he lacks self discipline, making the two of us targets in the world if I didn’t put a stop to him. I thought I could just separate myself from him to make life easier on myself, but I never thought he would stoop so low as to burn down a children’s hospital just to get my attention. 

Drew stood ten meters away from me with a cocky grin, a white T-shirt with a keychain around his neck, and a sense of entertainment in his eyes, as if he was in some sort of action movie and the cameras were on him. I could tell that to him...this was all just something to do. My attitude wasn’t the same though. I was displeased, with a look of anger that uncontrollably balled up my right fist as I stared him down.

“How long has it been big brother?” Drew spoke. I didn’t answer. “How long has it been since we were around each other? Four years and twenty-two days to be exact. I hate to say it, but I missed you. It’s a shame I’m not here on different terms.”

“Drew,” I grunted in anger. “What the hell were you thinking?”

“I’ve been tracking you down for a year Jayk; you hide well. So, I had to draw you out somehow. I knew how much this hospital meant to the both of us, so I knew you would come out of hiding over it.”

“It couldn’t have meant much to you, you burned it down!”

“I didn’t need it anymore. I have everything I need right here,” Drew pointed to his own head. “Just like mother, this hospital is now a memory.”

Startled by his statement, I replied with, “What do you mean mother is a memory?”

Drew pulled out a cigarette and lit the end of it with a lighter from the opposite pocket. “Mother died a year after you abandoned us, making life-” Drew spaced out for a second, staring at the ground as he blew smoke from his mouth. “So much more difficult. I wasn’t about to go to a foster home, so for the first six months of my life, the streets were my source of guidance. Soon after...I found another source. A much more powerful source.”

The dark glare Drew gave me on that last sentence, notified me that he was surely up to no good. That he had stumbled upon something that he shouldn’t have. “Drew, what source are you talking about?”

“You think we are the only ones with powers, Jayk? There are things much older than us that exist in life. Much older than humans. Come to find out, God created us as a last resort,” Drew informed me. “After mother died, she became my knew mother. She saved me from the streets; taught me how to use my powers and to gain even greater power. It was her who death could not even interfere with. A mother so divine that she had to hide...from God himself.”

“Who is she?” The obvious question came out of my mouth. But Drew didn’t answer. At least, he didn’t give me the answer I wanted. Instead, he replied with a grin and said, “She told me you wouldn’t understand. That you and I could never walk the same path. So, she gave me an offer that I couldn’t turn down.” Pointing to the tattoos on his arms, the same ones I had, Drew continued talking. “She told me that these marks were magic seals, with a purpose of subduing our powers, so that we could never go full force. But there is a way to overcome that. Jayk, our powers can go so much further than just fire powers. Our flames can not only take life, but it can give life too. If I crack the seal, divine mother can convert my new powers into a way...of bringing back mother. But there are only two ways to do that,” Drew put out his cigarette by stepping on it, “The first is to slay one thousand people,” Still talking, Drew reached out his left hand as he was giving me some sort of invitation. “Join me bro. Together we can slay these mortals and be unstoppable. We can give mother eternal life. I mean, I’m two hundred and twenty-nine kills ahead of you, but it shouldn’t take long for you to catch up.”

Listening to my brother’s speech, I knew something was wrong with him. He was even worst than the way I left him, so my answer was clear, “No way.”

Drew paused for a moment before putting his head down in shame and disappointment. Soon after, his arm came down. “I had a feeling you wouldn’t care to bring back mother. The bond you and she had wasn’t even close to the bond she and I had. That’s why there is a second option. Instead of killing all these mortals, I could just kill...you. By killing you, I absorb all of your powers; breaking the seals that bind me from greatness.”

As expected, I knew he was going to resort to violence. And as he consumed both of his hands into purple flames, I knew he was serious about taking me down. Drew left me no other choice...I’ve given him too many chances to walk the right path in life. I was going to show him the light, even if it meant through death’s hands.

Drew took the first move, sending a stream of fire from his right hand directly at me. Taking the defensive route, I canceled out any damage I would have taken by effortlessly summoning a firewall in front of myself. The green flames rose from the ground and blocked the oncoming attack. The flames both disappeared once they collided. Watching our two attacks, the battle was already decided. Drew put so much force into his opening attack, while I didn’t even move a muscle and was able to create a firewall out of thin air. I used my mind to create the flames, instead of such physical energy. Drew didn’t have too much thinking skills, nevertheless any impulse control. Even with a quiet storm building up on the inside of me, I stayed calm on the outside to throw my little brother off. Even my tone and composure were calm.

“You are sad little brother,” I provoked him. “For someone who has practiced his powers on slaying mortals, you lack strength against your equal.”

Drew didn’t reply with words, only a grunt as he now charged at me; shooting fire streams back to back as he sprinted forward. Again, placing firewalls at will to negate his attacks, I didn’t move from my spot. I stood my ground and kept the defensive approach, waiting for a clear opening to strike. After about six bursts of flames, Drew was in too close of range to let out another fire stream without burning himself too, so it was time for hand to hand combat. Both of us immediately converted our normal hands into flaming fist, taking swings at the same time; me striking the side of his face with my right fist, and him striking my face with his left, we both stumbled back, taking burn damage on our face. But we weren’t like the mortals, the flames didn’t have as much effect as it would them. We could only feel half the damage; our skin wouldn’t even have massive burn marks.

The stumble didn’t stop the fight. Drew took another swing at me, causing me to block the swing with my right arm, followed by a flaming counter punch with my left arm. The punch curved into an uppercut, knocking Drew back some, but not dropping him to the ground. I quickly moved forward to close the small gap in between us, catching Drew while he was still off guard with two rapid hits, a left and a right to his body, followed by a flaming haymaker to his face, the haymaker knocking him on his back. The flaming punches placed burn holes throughout his shirt, the size of my fist, in the exact spots my blows landed. Drew looked desperate as I stood over him, with hopes that he would surrender. Even though we had been apart, he was still my younger brother. It was easy to think about killing him for the greater good, but much harder to do so, seeing as I still had some sort of heart. The flames that I carried had not burned that away. Still...I had to stand my ground. I had to teach my younger brother that there were consequences to his actions. The same lesson I failed to teach him when he was a child. Looking down at him, reminded me of the time my brother got into a fight with this twelve-year-old, back when he was only eight. 

Drew had always been a big mouth little punk, so I
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