The evening drew on far longer and far colder than either brother had intended. The first - younger, taller, with soft, puffy eyes behind thin rimmed glasses - took slow, creaking paces across the aging wood, afraid that one false move would unleash the wrath of the codgers and biddies surrounding them. The second - older, broader, and stoic in his formalwear - took purposeful, unwavering steps, his arms laden with boxes on each trip through the sickly cream halls.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The younger spent his time, he read notes and thumbed over trinkets before placing them gently into their temporary cardboard home. The older was brash and harsh, he packed socks, and shirts, and sentiments indiscriminately. As he lifted a fistful of fabrics from their drawer, a thick clatter pierced through his indifference. An old photograph in a new frame fell to the ground, the glass cracked and obscured the sun-bleached image of two boys grinning ear to ear and standing arm in arm. 
The younger crouched down, impossibly soft as he picked up the image as he would a fallen hatchling. His brother let out a wavering and exasperated breath. He left the room sharply, vision bleary. The weak magnolia of the walk was harsher than any neon shade, the cold of the outside lashed at his fingers worse than any fire could, and the sting behind his eyes would be far less bearable without his brother indoors.
