Who was the sacrifice?
Edward, poor Edward, who only looks forward, whose world is sunsets and tombstones 

Who are you?
Cold. I am a-cold. A brother with a mad. No lifeline, oh, oh, sweep me away

Who is the mother?
Dead at forty. Hit and run. Tension high, suddenly snapped. She could take no more, and was walking away

Who is the father?
Missing, presumed dead to the world

What has changed?
Brothers broken in two. One forward, the other behind. The world frowns at such disjunction

Where is the mother?
Underground. A soft pine box

Where is the father?
Underground, locked away forever

Who sees you?
My brother sees me? Can he look past death's face?

Who did you trick?
Not Tom. No, no. Edward laid the trick and the trap. She died, when he thought he was just telling a lie 

What do you see?
Circles and cycles and already happeneds. I see death's four faces touching my brother, again and again. 

What did the father see?
Desolation, Solitude. She left, in all possible pasts. Edward just fired the bullet.

What was stolen from the Mother? 
Life.

What did the father steal?
The brother looking forward. The brothers' bond. Lives, and lives, for the life of one who no longer loved.

What was your sacrifice?
A bullet for the steady shores of the sane.

What was the sacrifice of the Mother?
A cold vestigial marriage. Oh, oh, Edward twisted it with words and lies. Her life was forfeit instead.

What was the sacrifice of the father?
Edward, who was made to touch the world beyond.

