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AMBRIL’S TALE
BY 

Wendy Walter
Eeengleesh vid de Sveedeesh accentum ees un de moost hilariooos dialectas of de Eeengleeesh lengveege, bork bork. Eet ees ooonly reeally spooken in de Sweeden, bork bork, larg-a but also oompty coontry een de nord oof de Scoondinoovia. 

Leetle-knoon dialecta, bork bork, Eeengleesh vid de Sveedeesh accentum woos made moost poopular vid de sooccessfool caree-a oof de Sveedeesh Chef in de 1970s doocumentary-a seriees foolloowing de Moopets, gloobal oontertainment sooperstars, bork bork. 

Eengleesh vid de Sveedeesh accentum ees alsoo spooken in de Noorfolk, bork bork. Ees moost similar vid de Eeengleesh vid de Dutch-a accentum, spooken in de nearby Nootherlands coontry. 

Ees noot yet oon oof de oofeecial lengveeges oof de Oonooted Nootions, but ees eccepted es loongua froonca in de Uuruupean Uunioon. 

Retrieved from "http://uncyclopedia.org/wiki/English_with_a_Swedish_accent"

Categories: LanguagesSwedish is the official language of Sweden. About 10 million people worldwide speak it. It is also spoken in USA, Finland, Denmark and Scandinavia

Legend of Moroz

Moroz was born to a wealthy farmer who lived in a small village deep in the forest.  His mother died during childbirth.  An incident that  the superstitious villagers could not ignore.  They shunned him.  When he was still very young, his father married a much younger hard faced woman who becomes jealous of his superior abilities and neglects him while championing her own son.  A short while after their marriage, Moroz’s father is found dead, Moroz is implicated though it is never proven (he was really poisoned by his wife) after the funeral, Moroz is forced to leave school and work in the mines.  He leads the life of a servant, is shunned by the community even more now that he is viewed as responsible for both of his parents death.  The only one who showed him any kindness was his half sister.  When the mother discovers this, she marries her daughter off to an old fat merchant in another city.  Moroz is devastated by this and runs away to find her.  He spends a year searching for her and when he finds her she has died also in childbirth leaving a baby behind.  This is the last straw for Moroz who turns away from all he knows and enters the forest.  No one knows where he went or how he spent his time but it is rumored that he sought out the most vile and evil creatures between heaven and hell and bartered his soul in exchange for power.  He returned 20 years later unrecognizable, so twisted and misshapen was he. He flattened his home town, tortured his half brother after which he went in search of the baby that had ended his half sister’s life.  He killed all who opposed him and bent others to his will.  He grew more powerful every year until the 5 ancient families combined their powers and ensnared him, imprisoning him for all eternity.  They say his hounds can still be seen running the forest in search of him. 
Chapter 1

It was a hard blue sky Ambril woke to when her mother burst through the door and raced to her window
 
“Gracious, the movers are already here.  Everyone Up!” she shrieked as she darted back out her dressing gown fluttering. 
Ambril groaned.  She did not want to get up, she never wanted to get up again.  She loved this old house with the turrets which hung out over the San Francisco Bay and was not looking forward to moving to a country village and a new middle school. She burrowed more deeply into her comfy bed but awoke with a start to the heavy clump of boots and the rumble of dollies in the house.  There were strange men roaming her hallway and she was in her pajamas!  She jumped from her bed into her T-shirt and jeans, groaned into the mirror at her unruly tangle of red hair and scrunched it all in to a lumpy pony tail before skittering down the stairs.

Her Mother was holding court in the hallway talking on her cell phone, her fashionably long hair was and manicured nails in constant motion as she dispensed advice and commands liberally to everyone.  


“—Yes leaving today to be buried alive in the country---.  That was my grandmother’s, don’t drop it or she’ll haunt you like she did my mother after she dropped her punch bowl!” she warned the wheezing mover guiding their old kitchen table through the door. “---of course I plan to be up here every week darling---I can’t possibly leave Raul,  who else can I trust with my nails?---Be careful with that! It’s twice as old as all of us put together!” she hissed at another as a large hutch bumped the door frame.


“Unload the furniture next time, Ma’am.  It would’a made it easier,” grumbled the man in a blue striped jump suit maneuvering the hutch through the doorway.  But Ambril’s Mom hadn’t heard him she had launched into a description of her nail polish.  Outlandishly large the old hutch swayed and wobbled and as it went past the stairs where Ambril sat morosely watching the parade. It wobbled again, the top cupboard door opened suddenly and launched a tubular wooden object.  It landed squarely on Ambril’s head.


“Ouch!” She rubbed her head irritably as it bounced into her lap.  Dusty and old were words too good for the thing, filthy and ancient were better.  But it was interesting.  A slim carved cylinder a little longer than a foot. The wood cap bore a richly carved emblem.  

“Ambril give me that old thing, it has to go into storage, honey.”  Her mother reached for it.  But Ambril was not in an obedient mood.  She wrinkled her nose at her Mother.  “Why does everything have to go into storage?  This is our stuff, we grew up with this.  It’s bad enough we’re moving to a brand-new house in a weird little town but do we have to go without ALL of our things?” 

 
Her mother pursed her lips and put her hands on her hips.  “---I’;; call you later sweetie she prred into her phone and snapped down the top.”  Annoyed she looked at Ambril and said, “I’ve told you this at least a hundred times, Ambril.  Feldez, your stepfather has gone to a lot of trouble with this new house.  And though our antiques looked fine in this old house, the new house is very modern and these old things…lovely as they are-.”  Her hand reached out to sadly pat the old grandfather’s clock like an old friend as it marched by. “-just won’t fit. ”  She aimed her perfect teeth smile at her.  “You’ll see what I mean when we get there this afternoon.”  She paused and stroked Ambril’s hair absently as she watched the living room furniture being heaved onto dollies.  “It won’t be forever, we’ll look around for a summer place…. perhaps on the beach….. and give these things a new home someday soon, Sweetie.”  


But Ambril wasn’t having any of it: her freckled nose wrinkled in distaste.  Modern, New,  -just won’t fit.  Well what if she didn’t fit?  Would they ship her off someplace too? Ambril protectively hugged the funny old tube to her chest and pointed at the underside of their old coffee table.  “You might as well put me in storage too.  I’d be happier there anyway…..See, there I go!”  Her name was childishly scrawled in what looked like toothpaste across its underbelly.  She had done it when she was seven and was mad that her mother and stepfather were off to another party without her.


Her mother blanched.  “That’s a 16th century Biedermeier table, Ambril, how could you do such a thing!”  And with a scowl and a wet rag she ran after the table.

Ambril was still angry.  “I don’t see why we can’t take a few things!” She yelled after her.     
“Hello, all is well I hope.”  Feldez, Ambril’s almost stepfather had just sprung out of the way of a careening lamp and table s it hurtled through the front door brushing dust off his lapel. His tall thin frame wedging itself into a hall closet.                                                             “Oh! Honey, what a nice surprise!”  Ambril’s mother abandoned the Biedermeier and fluttered over to him first kissing him on the cheek and then immediately trying to rub the lipstick off.  He waved her away.  I just had some loose ends to tie up in town and thought I’d stop in to see how things were---,” he again had to duck into the closet to avoid being side swiped by a large Grecian urn.  “---going.”  He looked timidly into the living room.  “I must say this place looks better empty.”  He mused pulling on his shirt curves.  “You will really love the new place, I’m sure.  By the by, where’s that old kitchen cupboard anyway?  There’s something in there I need.”

“It just went into the truck, darling.  I’m sure you can still get into it.”

“Oh sure…”  He swooped over to capture his wife’s hand, patting it.  “You Okay?  any anxiety?”

“No really I’m fine.”  She smiled up at him.

He reached into his inside pocket and pulled out a vial of pills.  “I brought these just in case.”  His smile didn’t meet his eyes.  “They’ll take the edge off everything.  Must go now, see you in Flint,” he kissed his wife’s hair dryly and waved at Ambril.  “You too Ambril,” and he walked out to the truck.

Her mother sighed watching him go and then looked at the pills.  

Ambril tried to think good thoughts but couldn’t.  She was so mad at Feldez she could spit.  It was all his fault they were moving.  It was all his fault they had to put all of their beautiful things away forever into a nasty storage bin.  She could feel the anger rising as she watched him gingerly haul himself into the moving van careful not to get dirty to examine the old hutch.  She had to think of other things right now.  Her hands gripped the funny thing in her lap and she turned her attention to it.  It was smooth and after Ambril had wiped the dust away beautifully carved with animals and plants all woven together.  

“Mom!  What is this thing? ”


Her mother breezed by her waving savagely at a mover who had just caught a porcelain vase on the verge of crashing to the ground and said distractedly “What thing honey?”  


“This thing, see?” 

  
Mother whirled and squinted at it.  Her expression changed. “Oh, that was my grandmother’s.  I’d forgotten about that.”  She smiled inwardly.  “She always had that by her.”  She reached over and ran her hand over the emblem carved into the wood.  “This is our family crest; did you know we had one?  At least it’s my family’s crest The Derwen family crest.”  Her fingers delicately traced the strange lines.  “If you look closely, you can see the oak tree. That’s what Derwen means you know, in the old language.”    


Ambril wasn’t really sure what the old language was but as she studied the image closely she could make out the twining twisting branches of an oak tree in the intricate tracery.  There were rings of symbols around it. “Wow, our family crest huh!” Can I keep it?”  


Her Mother started and looked at her closely. “Of course you can keep it, silly, all of these things are just going into storage. We’re not throwing a thing away.  Just give it to this nice man-“ She grabbed the sleeve of a mover with a large pile of boxes and dragged him over.  “-and he’ll take it for you.”  The mover looked at her pleadingly.  The boxes must have been heavy as there were beads of sweat standing on his forehead and his arm was quivering.

“No, Um, thanks though,” she said to the mover waving him on.  She turned back to her Mom “I mean I want to take it with me Mom, to the new place…”  she paused thinking. “You know, Flint…Please?  I promise I’ll take good care of it and everything”.  Ambril hugged her new find again to her chest.

“Excuse me Ma’am, Salvation Army, donations?” A large man in a dirty white T-shirt looked in through the open front door and smiled hopefully. “I’m double parked so can we make this fast?” 


“Oh certainly, come right through here.”  She turned hurriedly to Ambril “Sweetie, we’ll have to talk about this in the car,  we are going to have to make some changes…some adjustments with regards to our family or at least how we talk about it.  Just a few minor changes, you know, nothing big.  But we can’t talk just now.”  She paused and looked doubtfully at the tube.  “I guess you can keep it… for now.” And to herself muttered.  “I do’t know why Feldez would object to something so small.  She whirled quickly to usher the dirty white shirt through to the kitchen. “Thank you so much for coming on such short notice, as you can see we have quite a lot of….”

Adjustments to how we talk about our family?  What did that mean?  Just then a door slammed above. “Put me down!  Let me go!” Ambril recognized her little brother, Dirne’s voice.  She swiveled around to see her older brother Traz nonchalantly descending the stairs with Dirne tucked under one arm.  Traz had the stretched look of a boy who had just recently grown way too much for his own good,  His curly reddish brown hair stood out in wild strikes from his head and matted gracelessly over his eyes.  He regarded Ambril morosely.


“Put him down, Traz, that’s enough.” Ambril tried to sound authoritative.

“What? Who?  Oh!”  he pantomimed surprise as he dodged a flailing leg, but got mad when the other one bonked him squarely on the nose.  “He deserves this……you know what he did to me this morning?”  Traz sat down awkwardly still holding Dirne captive.  The pair of legs in stretchy leopard print pajama bottoms  still flailing wildly..  “He woke me up by jumping on my bed.”  He then addressed the bundle under his arm,  “at seven in the morning!”  With his free hand he reached down and pulled up his little brother’s brown curls To reveal his scrunched up face.    “What don’t you do at seven o’clock Dirne?  You don’t wake me up, it’s not a school day!”


“I wasn’t jumping,”came a defiant muffled voice. “I was practicing my flying.”


“Flying, that’s a laugh it was more like jumping and falling ON ME!” he suddenly released his load and his little brother rolled away and banged into the banister.

Dirne collected himself and rubbed his elbow frowning reproachfully at his skinny teenage brother still snickering next to him.  His shiny red cape was crumpled underneath him and his favorite T-shirt with the big roaring leopard face was dusty and smudged. His lip quivered.  


Ambril was disgusted. “Traz you had to get up anyway because of the movers. Why treat him this way?”  She turned to Dirne and pulled him to her.   “It’s Okay Dirne, you know he just isn’t anything but mean and gross these days, just keep away from him.” She gathered him up in her arms and glared at Traz who just smiled his most evil grin.  

“Come on, let’s go get a bagel.” Ambril said to Dirne.

“Great, bring me back a cinnamon and raisin with cream cheese,”  said Traz his grin widening.  “If you don’t,” he said menacingly, “I’ll make your life miserable in the car later.”


Ambril made a face at him as she and her little brother walked out the door.  But she knew she’d bring him just what he wanted.  If it would guarantee a quiet car trip down to their new home she’d have brought him a lot more than that. Ever since they had learned that their soon to be stepfather, Feldez had accepted a job as Chief of Staff at the Flint Hospital Traz had been a terror.  Normally he was playful and jokey with both Dirne and herself.  But the night that Feldez and her Mom had sat them down on the curly legged sofa and told them they were moving to back to Flint, the town where she and Traz had been born, Traz had thrown a fit.  He had sworn that he wasn’t going back, that they couldn’t go back, and that he’d rather join the army or something than go with them. He had raged and shouted insults at Feldez and then had started throwing things around the room.   He had stopped when his Mom had wrapped her arms around him tightly and wouldn’t let him go.  He had broken down then, sobbing.  Ambril had been shocked, she couldn’t remember a time when she had seen Traz cry, he had always been the stoic strong one of the family.
  
Later, when he realized that his parents or rather Feldez with his mother standing silently beside him, weren’t going to back down he had closed up.  He went about his business silently without expression and answered questions put to him if badgered by his Mom.  When he did open his mouth it was only to insult or abuse Ambril and Dirne. Ambril had tried to talk to him many times about what was bothering him but he refused to say anything more than “You’ll see,  you’re gonna wish you’d never heard of that stupid town.”  


Feldez had begun to spend more and more time away in Flint getting their new house ready for them. Her mother had become increasingly more touchy and preoccupied with the move and had spent hours talking away on her cell phone.  It had begun to feel as if their family really wasn’t a family anymore, just people tip toeing around trying to stay out of each other’s way. Ambril and Dirne had had to spend more and more time on their own; Ambril watching Dirne, feeding him and giving him his bath, making sure he got to school on time… She was feeling more and more like a grown-up.  Ambril sighed; perhaps things would be better once they go through this move.


But the cool morning sunshine of San Francisco refused to let her stay upset and worried.  The dappled shade of their tree lined street played mischievously with her toes showing through her sandals.  Dirne continued to practice his flying by running up the steps of the neighboring houses and jumping down.  “Look how strong I am!”  I’m strong like a Flying Leopard!”  


Ambril just caught herself from saying leopards don’t fly silly, they jump.  Pheww she was even thinking more like a grown-up.  She fervently hoped that her Mom would snap back to her fun loving self when they settled into their new place.
Just as they were about to round the corner Ambril had to stop to pull a pebble out of her sandal.  She heard voices just beyond the corner.
“-He’s up to something, you know I think they’re in real danger.  Ummm yum what are these?”  Said a small squeaky voice.

“Edamame, very good for you” Said a low familiar voice 

“Herb try these they’re so tasty.”

“I am NOT eating off the sidewalk!”  said another even squeakier voice.
“Oh don’t be silly, a little dirt won’t hurt you, just look at yourself!” said the first voice.

“You will keep watch?”

“Of course.”  The voice sounded muffled as if it’s mouth were full.  “But I don’t think---“.

Dirne  blew past Ambril making sputtering noises like an airplane and as Ambril stepped around the corner she saw her old friend Mr. Ching sitting in front of his shop.  She just caught the tail end of squirrel and what looked like a rat before they dove into the drain gutter. 

“Hey Mr. Ching, who were you talking to?”

“Mr. Ching’s bright blue eyes looked at her intently.  “I talk to my bunions, they have a lotto say today.”  He grimaced as if in pain and then twinkled at her from his blue plastic chair.  Mr. Ching was at least 150 years old Ambril was sure of that; his body had curled into a C shape like really old people’s do.
“Ah, good, you come to say good bye before you go?”  He got slowly up from his chair and beckoned her inside his shop. “I have something for you, I finally fix it.” 

  Of all her favorite neighborhood haunts, this had always been her favorite.  Ambril paused to take a big breathe and filled her lungs with pungent mysterious smells hidden away behind the wood drawers stacked to the ceiling behind the counter.  They each bore a Chinese symbol which, though Ambril had spent many hours trying, she had never been able to figure out.  Mr. Ching made the best teas in the city, everyone knew it. 

He also played around with electronics so on the other wall was a large display of shiny streamlined gadgets.  Whenever Ambril needed something repaired, Mr. Ching had always been able to fix it.  

“What you got there?”  His shaky finger projected from his sleeve a moment to point at the carved cylinder Ambril had tucked under her arm. Ambril had forgotten all about it but eagerly showed it to her friend as she settled into a stool by the checker board set.
“It was my great grandmother’s.  It fell out of an old hutch.” She rubbed the bump on her head.  “My mother thought it should go into storage, but---“

The old man smiled.   “It hit you there?”  He rubbed his own head and then nodded wisely.   “It want to go with you then.  You must take it.”  His wrinkled hand traced the engraved top.  


“This is puzzle box, very very old and good quality.  We have also in China.  My grandmother had one to put her secrets in.”  He smiled to himself.  “It took my mother three years after her passing to unlock all of its mysteries.” His hands moved slowly up the side of the box.  “Then she locked them back into the box and gave to me.”  He chuckled softly.  “I still trying to figure them out and she been gone 15 years.”  His hands slid along just under the top prodding carefully.  


Suddenly his face brightened.  “Ah yes,” Ambril looked and a small drawer popped out. It had been invisible before, nonexistent, Ambril would have sworn to it but now it was there, part of the mystery solved.  Ambril bent closer and peered into the tiny drawer.  There was something shiny there.  She carefully fished out a thin gold chain, a long loop of it, until it snagged on something in the back.  She wiggled and pulled gently until she felt it give and a small medallion slid into view.  Twirling in the bright sunshine it dazzled.  


“Wow!”  One of Great Grandma’s secrets. She noticed a symbol in the center.  It matched the symbol on the top of the box, her family’s crest.  She told Mr. Ching all that her mother had told her.


“Ambril,” he grew excited.  “This very precious to you, more than what it worth to anyone else.    This is keepsake of your ancestor.  A part of your heritage. In my country, such things are more precious than gold…. and more powerful than swords…. Guard it well.” He took the chain and gestured to her head.


Ambril bowed down and he slipped it over her head. It felt light around her neck, a little tickle or whisper of secretive gold.


Mr. Ching didn’t release her right away but turning the medallion toward her he held it up for her to see.  “Hide this from everyone.” He said in barely a whisper.   “It must be your secret shared with just your great grandmother.”  His eyes crinkled at the edges as he continued..  “Tell no one, not your family, not your friends.  They not understand that your ancestor give it to you, just you, she choose you.”  He released her suddenly.  “You promise you will do this?”

Ambril knew that Mr. Ching had the idea that his ancestors watched him from above and helped him when he needed it.  She wasn’t sure if she believed all of it but she liked the idea.  So she nodded slowly to Mr. Ching.  When life was tough, she liked to think of her father, who had died suddenly when she was little, watching over her from above,  smiling down from the fluffy cloud tops.  She tried to imagine her great grandmother smiling down on her too but got confused and conjured up an image of Mr. Ching in a grey curly wig.  She shook her head to clear it and moved the medallion under her T-shirt.  

“Sure Mr. Ching,”
Mr. Ching smiled a grey tooth grin at her as he slowly moved behind the counter.  “I finally fix this thing.---But where?  ----Ah!  Here it is.”  He straightened up holding a foot high robot.

“Hey that’s cool!  Said Dirne suddenly at Ambril’s side.  He was clutching a small brown bag which smelled of warm bread.

“Are those the bagels?”  Ambril asked impressed he had gotten them himself.

““Mrs. Tran gave these to us to say good bye.”  Said Dirne “  Is that yours Ambril?”  He pointed reverently at the shiny red mechanical man and handed the bag to Ambril.
“I forgot I asked you to fix that, Mr. Ching.  That was what, last Christmas?”

Mr. Ching nodded and without a word pressed a button and the robot began walking jerkily toward them.  “I add some AI stuff to it.”

“Artificial Intelligence?”  Asked Ambril hopefully.  “Cool!”

The robot narrowly missed walking off the counter.  It swerved and began to walk the other way.

“He learn.  More you let him do, more he do it better.”  He twinkled at them reached up and turned it off, and handed it to Ambril.

“Can I?  Can I--?”  Dirne was hopping up and down as if on coiled springs, his hands reaching out to the robot.

Ambril gave it to him and watched as he bounced out into the bright sunlight.  She paused uncertain of how to say what was in her heart.  “I’m going to miss you, you know and ‘um our neighborhood and everything.” 

 Mr. Ching smiled warmly.  “We all will miss you, ‘specially you, Ambril.”  He squinted up at her. “You are special Ambril, more so now you are marked by your great grandmother.  She watch you and help you, I know.  But you be careful, don’t run into the dragon’s mouth unless you know he is fast asleep.” He added softly.  “I will miss you much.” He softly pressed her hand, “but I know it possible we see each other again.  You be careful now, you go.”
“Good bye, Mr. Ching.” And with a last look around, she followed Dirne out.


Dirne reached into the brown paper bag and pulling out a steamy sesame seed covered bagel and took a large bite.   “Do they ‘ave bahels in our new ‘own? 
“I hope  so, can’t imagine life without bagels.” Said Ambril reaching into the bag herself. 
“It’s gonna be different I’m sure, it’s a teeny tiny town, not like San Francisco.  It probably won’t have everything” Ambril took a big bite of her toasted blueberry bagel.

“Maybe they’ll have ‘ew tings, things we don’ ave here like….dancing trees and candy bugs…. and flying leopards.”  Dirne was smiling into the endless blue of the sky as he said this and promptly walked into a post.
Ambril smiled and sighed, she wished she felt as optimistic.  What was Traz so worried about?  She didn’t get it.  Maybe it was just teenager stuff.  Dirne’s tousled dark hair glinted red in the sunshine as they walked up the steps.

  
Several hours later her mother’s voice echoed hollowly through the emptied house. “Come on darlings! It’s time to go!” Dirne and Ambril were sitting glumly on the floor staring at the bare room.  Could this really have been their cozy living room?  The last dolly laden with boxes tottered through the hallway and down the front steps.  The mover looking relieved mopped his forehead before he slammed the van’s door shut. 

Her mother appeared swinging a coat around her shoulders with one hand and keeping a firm grip on Traz with the other.  “Give it one last look before we go sweethearts.” But Ambril didn’t want to.  It wasn’t home any more, just an empty shell.

 “This house has been good to us.” Her mother said with feeling.  Traz guffawed.  “Come on Mom, this is gross.”  Traz wriggled free of her grasp and slouched out of the front door.   “It’ll be an adjustment….”  She called after him,  “but eventually…..you’ll see….”  She let it drop looking sadly after her son.  She turned to Ambril and Dirne and smiled bravely then frowned at the robot under Dirne’s arm.  “I thought we had gotten rid of that thing.” 
They all turned to head out the door.  The car, loaded with boxes strapped on top and luggage jammed in the back to the ceiling was parked in front.  Just as her mother opened the car door Ambril saw a large brown squirrel and a black rat scramble up the bungee cords and wedge themselves between the boxes on top.

“Mom? Mom I think there’s---“

“Not now Sweetie,  her mother had her cell phone plastered to her ear.  She flapped her hand at them toward the rear door.  They all squeezed in, the car started and they were off on a journey to where their family began, where they were born but not a place that was not their home.

Inside the car soon all was as usual.  Mrs. Petri was talking incessantly into her cell phone, as she weaved through traffic; punctuating the conversation with squeals from the brakes and rude hand gestures.   Traz was gazing morosely out of the car window.  Dirne was singing softly to himself and Ambril was dozing.

On top of the car, it had been bedlam.  The animals, obviously unaccustomed to car travel, at least when outside the car, were getting blown around, blasted by horns and diesel exhaust.  Herb was nursing a black eye gotten when a bungee cord he had been clinging to had broken free and boomeranged him into the adjacent bus; straight at the feet of a rabid Chihuahua and his protective blue haired owner.  Both began shrieking, one nipping at him with sharp little teeth and the other wacking him with her large tapestry handbag.  It had been the handbag’s ornate brass clasp that had caught him in the eye just before he had clambered back out the bus window and swan dived back onto the Petri’s car.

The brown squirrel was vigorously gnawing a hole in a box marked Christmas ornaments.  “There almost done,”  she said reassuringly to Herb spitting out a large mouthful of cardboard.  She stopped and sniffed.  “What’s that awful smell, Herb?”  Looking around  she suddenly froze.  “Uh  Oh,  Oh Dear, Oh My!---Herb---!”  Herb looked with his one good eye at where she was pointing between the boxes above him.  There was a large hawk  sizing up their potential for dinner.  Herb put his chivalry aside and dove for the hole Aster had just made just as a sharp beak sliced the space behind him.  The brown squirrel followed squeezing through just as the beak slashed again.  “Cheeky nasty old thing!”  she said ruffling her tail.  That’s the last time I put out bird seed for the likes of them!”  Herb blinked his good eye at her and shoved a shiny gold ornament out of the hole to make more room for them both.  As an after thought he lobbed it upward.  There was the tinkle of glass and a surprised squawk.

The brown squirrel sniffed “Stupid bully….It serves it right going after us like that….no respect nowadays…..try this nice blue one Herb”  Herb smiled revengefully and shoved a tacky blue bell with a fake snow on the top out of the hole.      
Chapter 2
“Aren’t you the least bit excited?”  Mrs Petri’s cell phone coverage had petered out several miles ago.  She could see her mother peering anxiously at her in the rear view mirror. “Going back to where you were born?---- Finding out about your heritage?----Think of it!”  ”She turned to smile at Traz staring fixedly out the window in  the front seat. “Traz you remember Circle Park in the center of town?  You used to play tag for hours there.”  She smiled a little wider. “And the old wall trail through the woods.  We used to take a lunch and picnic on a log just off the path.  Do you remember?”  She patted his leg to get his attention.  He jerked it away and continued to stare out at the passing landscape.  They had been driving for several hours along the coast and the sun was beginning to slid heavily toward the fog gathering just beyond the breakers.  The car slowed and took a turn up a narrow road straight into a grove of cypress trees.  It became immediately twilight.  The trees had grown so close together that the underlying branches had died in the hazy shade leaving ghoulish  lashing shadows of naked limbs, spooky.  Ambril craned her neck out of the window and could just see bits of sky where the trees hadn’t fully met above the road.  

“Almost there!”  Her mother’s voice was overly cheery as she switched on the headlights and careened down the bumpy road.  It was an eternity it seemed to Ambril when without warning they broke out into the sun again.  They had climbed steadily up the coastal hills and looking back Ambril could see out to the Pacific Ocean now bathed in brilliant gold from the setting sun.  

Then the car plunged back into the darkening woods.  This was now a normal forest; the trees had thinned enough to allow the sun to find its way to the forest floor.  Ambril recognized giant Sequoias with fringes of ferns growing at their feet.  .  As their car hurtled past she caught a glimpse of a deer and fawn raising their heads in surprise.

Dirne was playing with the old robot.  He had found a black marker and written F.L.I.T across its chest.  Back at the house, he had found some doll size tights  it fand a wrapped a red dishtowel around it’s neck.  

“Hey, he’s dressed like you.”

“Yep,  we’re the Flying Leopards In Tights!”  He started zooming the robot around in the air but lost his grip.  The robot fell onto the car floor.
 Ambril picked it up the head had come almost entirely off and was hanging by one slim cable.  Ambril expertly jammed the head back on.  “This used to happen all the time to this thing… Here you go, good as new! It’s Flit!”
The car continued on through the twilight forest until they reached a gigantic stone wall with a gate stretched across the road.  When they pulled up Ambril saw the wall bulged out into a squatty little guard house. There was no one at the window.

“Hello!” Her mother called out the window anxiously.  “Hey, Look I know I’m a bit late but we really need to get in tonight!”  She rapped on the window.
Not a murmur from inside.  

“Mom,  look at the sign, ‘ Be Bak Soon’” Ambril read.

“Great,” her mother fumed,  “country town efficiency, welcome back.”  Her fingers drummed the steering wheel impatiently.

The wall stretched into the forest on either side.  It must have been nearly fifteen feet high. “So the whole town is behind this wall?” asked Ambril.  

But her mother wasn’t listening “Can’t they even get guard duty right?” she muttered and flung herself out of the car.  Ambril could see her striding, as much as her high heeled boots allowed her to stride, resolutely to the huge iron gates.

“She’ll never get that open,”  sniggered Traz as he sat up straighter to better watch the fun.

Dirne who had fallen asleep cooed softly and wriggled in his car seat.  Ambril’s mother, as if to prove Traz wrong put out a hand and seemed to effortlessly swing the gate back into the gloom.  The road opened before them.  

When they were on their way again, Ambril’s mother cleared her throat.  “Okay everyone,  I have something to say to all of you before we arrive.”  She straightened in her seat and gripped the wheel firmly.  “Something important so listen please.”  She looked pointedly at the back of Traz’s head.  “You’re soon to be stepfather and I feel it’s in your best interests to use his family name of Petri instead of Silva from now on.”

“What?”  Ambril sat bolt upright.  Her name had always been Silva and she had been proud of it.  “But I don’t want to change my name, I like it just the way it is!”

Her mother’s eyes were too large in the rear view mirror.  “I know, sweetheart ,  I like your daddy’s name too but, you know, it’s a new school, new home, new start for you and the townspeople are just, well they’re just a bit old fashioned about things.”  She wrinkled her nose.  “It would just make things----well-----easier for everyone if we all had the same last name.”  She paused and looked searchingly at the back of Traz’s collar but received no response. “What does everyone think?”  There was still a stunned silence throughout the car.  Dirne shifted in his sleep.  “Okay then!”  Her mother’s voice cheerful voice sounded forced and too loud.  “I’ve already signed you up at school as Petri so from now on,”……she paused for affect……we’re the Petri family!” 

A grunt was heard from the front of the car and then a mumble.

“What was that darling?”  Ambril’s mother placed a gentle hand on his shoulder.

Traz reacted violently to her touch practically throwing himself around to face her and causing the car to swerve erratically across the road.

“AREN’T YOU GOING TO TELL THEM THE REAL REASON, MOM?” 
His face was flushed with anger and contorted with rage. “You are going to tell them why we had to leave in the first place?” He snorted a laugh.  “Sure I’ll be a Petri, because I don’t want them to know I’m a Silva.  I sure don’t want that,“ he sneered, “right Mom?  You don’t want anyone to know we’re Silvas.  Your hoping no one will remember right?  Well I’ve got news for you, Mom, I REMEMBER!”  And with that he twisted around and started wrestling with his seat belt.  “And here’s a heads up; they’re going to remember it all too!”
Ambril’s mother had managed to get the car back under control and had brought it to a halt by the side of the road.  Traz tore open the door and bolted from the car running straight into the woods.

“Traz!” Traz wait, let’s talk about this!  Her mother’s voice was wild with panic as she fumbled with the seat belt.” Don’t run, Traz!”  She teetered to the edge of the forest on high heeled boots.   “You don’t know these woods, darling!.....Traz!”  The last petered out into a plaintive sob.
But Traz was long gone, the deep green black of the forest shut them out like a wall.  Her mother hovered indecisively on the edge of the road looking worriedly back at the car.  

Ambril sat still stunned in her seat.  What was going on?  Something horrible must have happened when they were here before.    Did it have something to do with her Dad?  Is that why they had to change their name?  Her Dad had died in some sort of explosion.  She wracked her brains for any sort of memory.  She had been only six at the time and really couldn’t remember much about what had happened.  She vaguely recalled the funeral in flat snap shot moments.  How cold and empty the church had felt, how crumpled and sad her Mom had looked, the feeling of disbelief when they told her that her Daddy was in the big box covered with white flowers. She had asked them to open the lid, that he probably couldn’t breathe in there.  It had taken awhile before she really understood that her Dad wasn’t coming back and by then Feldez had become a part of her family and they had moved to San Francisco. 
She shook herself willing the sad memories away and bringing back the dark interior of the car.  She had a pretty good idea that whatever had happened back then, her Mom would try to shield her from it as much as possible.  She wasn’t going to give her all the details.  She’d have to get it out of Traz if she could.  
She sighed as she got out of the car.  It was bad enough starting a new school in a new town without all the additional drama.    She rummaged in her pocket and found the mini flashlight she had won at an Art Faire last weekend.  “Mom!” she said loudly trying to sound braver than she felt.  “I’ll go find Traz.” Her Mom was frantically pacing like a lioness about to charge at the edge of the road. She whirled and Ambril saw the cell phone glued to her ear.  Her eyes wide with fright widened even farther.
“Ambril!  Get back in the car this minute!”  She grabbed her by the arm and started to teeter back to the car dragging Ambril with her.  “Feldez, you have to come now!”  She screeched into the phone.   “I don’t care what kind of an emergency you’re on your way to-” Swaying slightly she tried to stuff Ambril bodily back into her seat.  Ambril just stood there with her arms folded glaring at her.  

“-It has to be right now!”  Mrs. Petri’s hair was frizzing and sticking out wildly in all directions.  Her make up was beginning to run.  “Yes I know there is nothing that can really hurt him inside the walls but he doesn’t know the forest at all, Feldez AT ALL!”  Her mother’s lower lip started to tremble.  “He could slip and fall and hit his head, and wander for hours not knowing who he is or where he should go-o-o!”   She drew out the go into a long heaving sob.

Ambril sighed and took pity on her.  Handing her the mini flashlight she slid back into her seat.  The door clicked shut behind her.  Outside her mother pantomimed locking the door and mouthed the words “stay put” and then “watch your brother” just before she wheeled and minced her way back to the edge of the woods where Traz had gone.  Taking a deep breath and pointing the mini flashlight before her like a sword she slowly disappeared from view still talking frantically on her phone.  It suddenly became very still and silent as the forest seemed to settle in around them.


Miraculously Dirne hadn’t awakened and was still slumped in his car seat his arms and legs flung wide as only the young can do.  She had to think about all of this but her mind was just mush.  She remembered Traz’s words about wishing she’d never heard of Flint.  They hadn’t even arrived and she wished it. She couldn’t make sense of anything; frustrated she peered across the street into the forest.  There was another path leading deeper into the gloom.  At first she could see nothing in the still dark shadows but as her eyes became accustomed to the dark, she suddenly thought she saw a darker shadow dart across the path.  She immediately appreciated the hard cold steel frame of the car.   She stared hard at the path again and saw another and then another dark shadow move swiftly across.  They must have been animals some the size of squirrels, some seemed bigger more like foxes and occasionally a larger shape like a deer bounded across.  They seemed to be running to something……or from something,…..but what?  

“Wha- What?”  Dirne awoke suddenly.  Ambril marveled.  He could sleep through Traz’s temper tantrums, the car nearly veering off the road, their mother’s nervous breakdown but total silence woke him up. She smiled at him and tousled his hair.  


“Hiya,  we had to stop, um Traz needed to take a little walk.”


“Did he have to go Pee Pee?” Dirne rubbed his eyes and looked out the window at the dark forest all around them.  “I have to go too.” He began to squirm in his seat.

Ambril sighed.  “Do you really have to go-- really, really badly?”  Dirne solemnly nodded his head.  She unhooked his seat belt and cautiously opened the door.  “Okay, but make it snappy and stay close to me.”  The two stepped out of the car and into the still evening.

Dirne ran over across the street and did his business staring into the moonlit forest.  Ambril heard the zip of a closer, “Hey what’s that?” Dirne was pointing down the path leading into the forest.  There was a faint warm glow farther in; as if some one had lit a fire.  But this was no fire.  Ambril had never seen anything like it; it seemed to pulse slightly, rhythmically, like a heart beat or the soundless beat of a drum.  It almost seemed…alive.  It continued that way for a while.  Suddenly the light began to spiral upward above the trees and into the night sky.  It cycled gently in a giant spiral pulsing gently toward the stars.  

Odd that in this strange wild place unexplainable, alien lights didn’t make her feel the least bit afraid.  She felt warm and almost comforted by the sight. Something tickled her chest; she put up her hand and felt the medallion Mr. Ching had found humming with the spiral.

“What is that thing?.....I like it,”  Dirne said reverently.  He must be feeling what I’m feeling Ambril thought.   
“Let’s go and see it!” said Dirne his hand slipping from Ambril’s grasp.  Before she could stop him he had taken off down the path toward the light.
“Wait, Dirne, Don’t go running off!  Come back here!”  But Dirne was running pell mell down the path.  Ambril started off after him looking apprehensively from side to side.  At first the dark shadows scared her but after a short time she relaxed.  The moon was full and lit the trail as if it was daylight.  The light was so irresistible; something about it made her feel that it would be alright, everything would be better if they could just get to the light. Perhaps she would find the answers to all of her family’s problems.   She could see Dirne’s head bobbing along in front of her and lengthened her stride to catch up.  The closer they came to the spiraling light the better she felt.  Nothing could harm them in this lovely forest.  She was so happy they had been able to move here.  Everything was going to be----.  Suddenly Dirne stopped short in front of her.  Ambril crashed into him barely avoiding knocking them off the path.  Dirne’s head was turned to the other side of the path staring at something.  

“There’s something there.  See?”

“It’s probably just the shadows, Dirne, come on we have to get back.” Ambril looked into the shadows off the path.    There was something there; something darker than the shadows. It was gliding rather than running through the forest a large soundless chunk of black. It appeared to be drawn to the light just as they were.  

“Is that an el’phant?  I didn’t know they had el’phants here!” whispered Dirne.  But soundless as it was Ambril was fairly sure that it was no elephant.  It glided and slithered rather than walked.  Ambril could just make out a shapeless body as tall as the trees with a boulder size head on top. It favored the darkest shadows and with it came a sour stench of rot. 
Ambril felt a sudden chill as it neared the pathway and squeezed Dirne’s hand. The creature didn’t seem to like the moonlit path and hesitated weaving its head back and forth.  Ambril held her breathe for a long moment. But it didn’t appear to notice them and turned inward toward the deeper part of the forest.

 Ambril felt she could breathe again as the creature slid away from them following the path; but suddenly Dirne shouted.
“No, don’t let it get them!” and wriggling from under her grasp he began to run down the path again toward the light shouting.

 As if it heard him the thing slowly turned back toward Dirne.

“No, leave him alone!”  Ambril jumped between the shouting frantic Dirne and the monster.  It was so close she could feel its icy breath.

“Come on Dirne, let’s go find Mom.”  

But Dirne wasn’t listening.  He continued to run down the path yelling, “look out!  Run!”

They were very near the light now and the path had narrowed.  They pushed through a couple of bushes and lunged into a grove of thickly growing old trees.  Without warning the spiraling light shut off as if by a switch and the forest was plunged into darkness.  Ambril felt another wash of cold. The thing was still pursuing them.  She could hear it whistle and hiss behind them.

“Come on, Dirne, keep moving!”   
“No wait, we should stay here; they’ll come and help us.”  
“Dirne!” Ambril said impatiently “No one even knows we are here, No one is going to come. ‘we’re gonna have to save ourselves, come on, RUN!”  But just as they started they stopped.  The creature had encircled them engulfing the forest around them in a heavy black mist.  

Ambril thought hard. “It doesn’t like the moonlight, come on let’s climb!”   They jumped into the nearest tree, an ancient knarled one with twisted limbs making it easy to climb.  They were six feet off the ground when Ambril looked down and saw the ground completely covered with mist.  It was creeping up toward them. “Keep going Dirne, don’t stop.”  She tried to make her voice sound encouraging and not as completely terrified as she felt.  They reached the top branches of the tree and felt the moonlight wash their faces.  But looking down Ambril suddenly knew it wasn’t going to work.  The mist had now entirely engulfed the smaller trees around them and puffing up above the tree line was a gigantic writhing head.  It had two enormous cavernous holes for eye sockets and as she watched an ever widening hole began to stretch beneath the eyes, a deepening black maw of a mouth.
They were completely surrounded now and the wall of black mist sizzled and hissed as it continued to bear down around them; the creature’s head swayed slightly as it bent down toward them. 
“Help us, Help!”  Ambril began to yell. Suddenly out of nowhere something scrambled up her leg and onto her shoulder.
“Keep still, that’s a girl.”  If Ambril hadn’t been so frightened she’d have been stunned to hear a squirrel speaking perfectly good English but as things stood, it barely registered.   The squirrel then started rummaging under Ambril’s shirt.  

Ambril didn’t react for a moment, then as the squirrel’s scratched her she started wrestling with the furry little creature.  “Knock it off, get off me!”  Ambril tried to pull it off by its tail but it wriggled free and completely ignoring Ambril it wrenched her medallion from under her shirt and held it up.

“You selfish old pixies!  You ignorant, arrogant little brownies!” It shouted to the tree tops.  “Are you just going to let them die?”  The squirrel was in a rage.  “They’re children you moronic lay-abouts!” She took a deep breath and screamed louder than Ambril had thought possible an animal could, “HENDOETH!  HELP! IT’S THE DULLAITH!”  
The creature was so close now Ambril could feel it swirling around her legs.  Her feet were numb.  Everything was beginning to get a little hazy. The stench of the monster was unbearable; of dank caverns and offage. 

The squirrel held up the medallion pulling the chain uncomfortably tight around Ambril’s neck.  “Do you have any idea WHO THIS IS?  If I can’t appeal to your sense of decency then this at least should rustle your butts into action!”   Ambril had no idea who the squirrel was talking to, it seemed to not matter any more that the squirrel was talking at all.  Everything was getting misty.  She suddenly wasn’t as cold anymore, nothing mattered but sleep, she was so sleepy.  Her hands were now numb and she could barely breathe.    But the medallion twinkled in the moon light.  Out of the corner of her half closed eye Ambril saw a spark of light and then another and another.  It must have been her eyes playing tricks on her but they lights seemed to be swirling around her, swirling up from the surrounding trees and bearing down on the creature.

Her arms were wrapped protectively around Dirne and she could feel him slump forward, the cold had gotten to him.  It wouldn’t be long for her either she thought as everything began to get fuzzy.
But then suddenly the trees nearby exploded into light.  The welcoming warmth revived her and she tightened her grip on Dirne who was still unconscious.   A loud unearthly wail split the night as the flames of light danced just out of reach of the monster.  It moaned greedily and seemed to forget Ambril and Dirne entirely as it lunged at the spirally lights which danced effortlessly away. The mist began to clear around them as the lights led the creature away into the deep forest.
“Finally, it certainly took you long enough! Graceless little kippers, always thinking they’re above us all…… won’t lift a finger unless there’s something in it for them…...”  The squirrel continued to mutter insults as it tucked the medallion back under Ambril’s shirt.  “There now, all better?---Oh…. oh--- now  take a deep breath----oh no----HEN! HENNN!”  
Slumping sideways she pitched forward in a dead faint and remembered no more.
Ambril awoke gradually to the delicious aroma of hot chocolate and the feel of a warm comforter.  She was so tired she just lay there with her eyes closed.  She could hear Dirne snoring next to her and felt an odd rocking sensation as if they were moving.  There was some one moving around near her.  

“—They were nearly gone, poor things chilled to the bone.  If it wasn’t for our furry little friends they’d be dead for sure”  came a quiet voice. 
“Yes well, we were nearly shaken to bits on the way, what’s the matter with Fowlclun anyway? It felt like we were in a bag race at the fair!” said a dry, snappish voice.

“You know very well Fowlclun was injured last week, her knee is still giving her a lot of pain.” The first voice sounded annoyed.
“Yes, here’s more to worry about.  First Fowlclun is ambushed and nearly takes us all over a cliff, then the Dullaith appears again… By the way your scones are ready.”
“Oh! I nearly forgot them,” footsteps pattered across the floor. “Fowlclun’s fall may have just been an accident but this tonight—well this will require some thought.” There was the sound of an oven door opening and the room was instantly filled with warm cinnamon smells.  

“Accident eh?  When was the last time Fowlclun stubbed her toe huh? Never not in 500 years,  I’m telling you there was strong magic at work, some one wanted to hurt her and probably us too!”  There was a loud thump and the tinkle of glass.
“Not again, that’s the second time I’ve had to mend her this week, Cerreg!  Just go back to your corner now and stop being so dramatic.  We weren’t hurt, except for a few bruises, Fowlclun will recover.”  

Ambril pried one of her eyes open.  She was lying in a huge bed covered with layers of patchwork quilts in a cozy log house.  Judging by the swinging lanterns hanging from the rafters they were indeed moving.  There was a large fireplace on one side of the room and a round, lumpy sort of person was shoving a large, ornate wooden clock to one side of it.  She had in her hands a china figurine of a fairy, less one leg.  The woman straightened up and trotted over to the fireplace. Her hair was white and caught up in an untidy bun she wore a voluminous embroidered vest over her jogging suit which was stretched rather tight across her mid section.  She hummed as she industriously straightened the mantle, rearranging the constantly shifting nick nacks.   
“Is it warm enough in here?  Drake!  More fire please, Honestly, he’s gotten so lazy in his old age.  Give him a good poke with the tongs will you?  No?  Well alright then I will.”  Ambril could not figure out who she was talking to as there wasn’t another soul in the room.  The old woman picked up the fire tongs and poked around in the fire.  There was an odd grunt as Ambril felt a warm blast of hot air fill the room followed by a shallow shriek.  Something scuttled out of the firelight.

“Drake! Come now, don’t take it out on poor Maple, it was me that poked you not her.”

“He never did like me,  silly, scaly thing!  He’s jealous of my lovely sheen, I’m sure.”  Ambril looked and the looked again.  A smallish end table was making odd little dipping feints toward the fire, it seemed to be the one talking.  Ambril raised herself on one arm and looked at the fire.  She gasped.  Curled up inside the flames was a pint sized ruby red dragon.  It looked like it was asleep but as the table made another run at him it opened one large blue eye and snorted flames at it through one nostril.  The table hastily retreated toward her and Ambril was able to look at the table  more closely.  She could see two knots in the wooden top blink as a small drawer opened slightly and it said. “Ha! He’s green with envy he is, it’s like glass, my sheen, I polish it every day.”

“Oh no one cares about your shiny top you driveling idiot!  And Drake is the same color he’s been since before you grew from an acorn. Go and set yourself where you can be useful near the bed.”  Ambril recognized one of the two earlier voices and turning her head sharply managed to see the tall clock bend toward the small end table and point one of its large curly-que ornaments at her.  Ambril could clearly see a pair of eyes in the clock face and a peevish sort of mouth near the clock’s frame.   “Look, that one just woke up.”

Immediately it felt like every article of furniture and ornament was looking at her.  The coat rack in the corner leaned over, the chairs stretched themselves to see; even the sofa appeared to stare thickly at her.  The older woman trotted over to the bed smiling widely.  “So she is, yes, take a swig of this now and a bit of this.  It will help, you know; nothing like chocolate for what you’ve been through.”  The small maple table had scuttled up bearing a pot of hot chocolate and a plate of cinnamon scones. She nearly spilled the chocolate when she lifted the cup off the table, as one of the table’s knotty eyes winked at her.  Ambril couldn’t help herself, it smelled so good and took a sip and then another of the steaming, heavenly mug of chocolate and then a large bite of spicy scone.  She could feel it gently warming her from the head down and she found she did feel much much better.  She took another sip and then said.

“Um, I…What? Well I mean  Who…and How?”
“Yes, I suppose we are a bit much all at once aren’t we.” A chuckle came from the woman taken up by all the household items.  Ambril thought she even heard a hollow cackle come from the attic as well.  The old woman beckoned to a small chair nearby keeping her smile toward Ambril.  The chair obediently trotted over and braced itself behind her as the woman sat down.
“Yes I see you’re wondering ” Who, What  and How and maybe a little bit of Where but most of all Why right?”  She patted her knees.  “Admirable questions though I won’t be able to answer all tonight. The name’s Hendoeth and this is my home, Fowlclun, I’m sure you’ve heard of us?”  She gestured grandly at the room and paused to stare at Ambril intently but when Ambril made no sign of recognition she sighed
 “No one seems to tell the old stories anymore.”  The clock said despairingly and slumped into the corner..

“No matter, Fowlclun is on her way to deliver you back to the road and that ridiculous metal box you now all insist upon riding around in.”  She sniffed in an annoyed way as if cars were beneath her.  “You were attacked by a Dullaith, an ancient dark creature which would have made you his dinner if he hadn’t been …um distracted.”  She patted her bun dislodging several more strands of hair.  “The real heroes of the evening refused to stay and be thanked so you’ll just have to do that yourself another time.  Don’t worry, you will see them again, I’m sure.”  Ambril remembered the loud-mouthed, bossy squirrel and ruefully wondered if she could send a letter instead.  “We were fortunate to catch you just as you lost your balance and fell out of the tree.  Otherwise, you’d have more than a few nasty bumps.  Those ancient groves have particularly hard, knobby roots”. Here Hendoeth paused for breath.
“I’m not remembering it all well, everything’s fuzzy, what made the, the Dullaith thing go away?” asked Ambril after taking another swig of hot chocolate.
“The fairies in circle; their spring celebration event. It’s very rare that humans ever see such a thing and live to tell the tale, let alone get them to interfere for them. I can’t think how it was managed, your savior skittered off without explaining herself.”  

“I remember that part,” said Ambril a little more confidently.  “The squirrel yelled and yelled at them and then she showed them…” She suddenly remembered that she had promised Mr. Ching not to talk about her medallion and stopped confused, fingering it nervously.  
“You mean she showed them your Derwen medallion?”   She nodded vigorously.  “I wondered if that was it when we saw it as you tumbled in. You are right to be secretive about it.  That there’s a powerful charm, tell no one about it.”  Hendoeth nodded wisely. “You’re Tilia’s daughter yes?”
“Yes,” said Ambril in surprise.

“I thought so, you’re a ringer for your Great-Grandmother Rosa Derwen.  I knew her well.”  Hendoeth smiled looking over Ambril’s shoulder.  “She was a fine magic wielder and a wise friend. I’m guessing it was a tribute to her that got the fairies to intervene for you, but we’ll never know really.  The fairies keep to themselves these days.  Wasn’t always true, but…that’s a very long story and I believe we’re almost to the road.”  Hendoeth jumped to her feet as Ambril experienced an odd elevator sort of sensation in her stomach.  With a lot of creaking and groaning the cabin suddenly stopped moving and was quiet.   
Dirne was still sleeping soundly as Ambril slid out from the covers.  She gathered him awkwardly  in her arms and walked toward the open door. Hendoeth and half her furniture were now standing near the door.  

The clock leaned close to them as they passed and said creakily.  “Mind your step, now the last one can be nasty.”  The maple table snapped its drawer shut and winked at her and the small chair saluted them with one arm. 

When she reached the door she turned to Hendoeth and said, “thank you so much for--”.

“Hush, wasn’t much.  Here take this for the little one.”  She handed Ambril a large slab of chocolate.  “Make sure he eats it, now off you go,” Hendoeth patted her shoulder and guided them through the door.  

Ambril walked down the steps but nearly fell as the last one was twice the size of the others. 

“I warned you!” Came Carreg’s voice just as the door closed.  They were standing at the edge of the road just across from the car.  The door was still open, the dome light inside glowed yellow.
Ambril turned right around to get a good look at where they had been.

It was a very small log cabin from the outside with a crooked metal chimney which looked as if it had been repaired recently with duct tape, two large windows above a rounded door and three rickety steps leading to it.  As she watched the house shook itself a bit and winked at her with a wrinkled curtain, then it slowly rose to its feet.  The chimney brushed the highest treetops when it was standing upright.  Underneath were two scraggly chicken legs and large yellow chicken feet.  Around one knobby knee was a bandage.  The house smiled at Ambril using its three stairs which groaned ominously then turning quickly it limped back into the forest and was gone.  
Dirne stirred in her arms.

“What?  What happened? Where’s that awful thing?”  Dirne rubbed his eyes and shivered.  

Ambril put him down and handed him the chocolate bar. “It’s Okay, it’s gone now and we’re back at the car.  Eat this, it’s supposed to make you feel better.”  


Just then they heard the tinkle of a bell and a small light rounded the far bend in the road.  As  the light drew closer it became brighter. When it entered the brighter ring of the street light Ambril and Dirne could make out two figures.  One smaller familiar one and another very large one pedaling a rickety old bike.  The bicycle creaked to a stop beside the car and the smaller figure tumbled off the handlebars. 


“It’s Traz!  Boy, are we glad to see you!”  Dirne raced to his brother who was just getting up off the pavement and knocked him off his feet again with a huge hug.  
Ambril cupped her hands to her mouth and yelled. “Mom!”  It’s Okay, Traz is back,” she nervously looked over her shoulder.  “MOM!  Come on back!”  

There was a rustle immediately at the edge of the forest and her mother limped out, her hair ratted with leaves and twigs sticking out of it.  Her boots were covered in mud and she had lost a heel. She ran over to Traz who had just succeeded in prying Dirne from his neck and Ambril could see Traz suddenly brace himself for her all engulfing hug

 “Oh Honey,  I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have sprung that on you like that!  THOUGH HOW YOU COULD RUN OFF LIKE THAT IS BEYOND ME!  Are you Okay? WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?”   She released him but holding firmly onto one arm marched him over to the car alternately berating him and cooing concern.    Traz sneezed loudly.

“I tink he is allergic to sum trees here.”  Ambril had entirely forgotten about the bike rider who was just getting off his bike.  He was a big man, and though in the dim light it was hard to make out much about him, everything you could see looked sturdy.  He spoke with a heavy melodic accent.  
“I find him sneezing and coughing near the edge of my farm just oop the vay.”  He turned and pointed a thick flat finger back the way they had come.  “He tell me you argue and then he roon so I tink I better bring him back to you.”
Ambril’s Mom had given Traz her handkerchief and Traz blew loudly into it.  She guided him to the car whispering to him earnestly. Then she stumped over to the large man and extended her hand.  “Thank you so very much for bringing him back.  We were so very worried. Mr. ?”


“Olaf, he took her hand gently as if he was afraid he would break it.  “Just Olaf, no Mister”  It was too dark to see his face but Ambril had liked his voice right away.  It was a deep sort of booming voice like a fog horn.  Traz’s muffled sneeze was heard through the car window.


“I better go hoome now. You go and keep him inside for a vile.  The rains coome soon a little tomorrow maybe and vill make him breath easy agin.  Good bye, I go.”  Before they could say another word he was astride his bike and pedaling home.

“Thanks again!”  Ambril’s Mom flapped a torn glove at his receding back.


“Come on, let’s get going to our new …house.” Her mother had strapped on a cheerful frozen face and putting a firm hand on both Ambril and Dirne she marched them to the car. They were just clambering in when a police car lights whirling rounded the bend ahead.  The car screeched to a halt next to them. 

“Ma’am, are you alright?”  The Deputy Sheriff lunged from his seat and around the car.  In his haste he left the car running and the car began to roll gently backward and away.

Two bleary eyes squinted at them. His uniform was wrinkled and stained, his hat askew.  

“I’m Tilia,  Dr. Feldez Petri is my fiance and these are, ‘um well we’re the Petri family.”  Her mother’s voice seemed nervous.  “We’re just moving in, you see….”  Her mother’s voice trailed off in alarm as the guard beadily eyed them.  Ambril shifted uncomfortably as his bleary eyes inspected her and shifted onto her brothers.  The odor of whiskey and stale cigarettes was strong even with a breeze.


“Well now, Dr. Petri tol’ me to expect you tunnight,  I’m Deputy Sheriff Skarn Ma’am.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”  He extended his hand and smiled as they shook hands to reveal all of his yellow and brown teeth.  I got called away from guard duty for an emergin’y .” He hitched up his pants and wiped his nose on his sleeve. “Thin he called me agin and axed me to check on you folks sayin your boy was lost in the woods?”  He looked around  “Which way did the boy go? Here I’ll get my-” He turned toward the police car and discovered that it was picking up speed as it headed toward the trees.  “God Almighty!”  He took off as fast as he could go and just barely caught the car before it went into the ditch at the other side of the street. He jumped inside and Ambril heard the bottom of the car bottom out gratingly.   He floored it in reverse and the car shot back alongside them. Ejecting himself, he ran over to the window of the car.  “I have a few minutes until the next emergency so I’ll-“  when Ambril’s mother interrupted him.

“It’s alright, officer,  we found him.  A Mr. ‘um Olaf located him and brought him back to the car.”  She smiled sweetly at him.  “But thank you so much for your concern.---- We’ll be on our way now.”  She started the engine and waved at him as they rolled away.  

As soon as the car was moving leaving a stunned and surprised Deputy in their wake Dirne said “Mommy,  you won’t believe what we saw! A-“

“I believe it, whatever you saw,” interrupted Mrs. Petri,  ”because you know I stepped in whatever-it-was’s droppings,  all of the whatsits and whosits droppings too, everything imaginable is right here on my brand new boots.”  Ambril’s Mom frowned down at her lap and then at Traz, and sighed. 

“But Mom, we really did see some kind of mon-” began Ambril but stopped as her Mom wasn’t listening as usual.  She was muttering to herself  “I can’t believe that guy,  a few minutes until the next emergency?  What do they do here now, schedule them?  Yes, we’ll have a little murder at 1:00 followed by a steady stream of mayhem ‘til 3:00 tonight!”  She said sarcastically.  Then she realized Ambril had been speaking.   “Sorry honey but let’s not talk until we get to the new house, I need to keep my head clear and concentrate on getting us there in one piece.  Then I’ll try to explain everything.”  

Ambril knew though that whatever happened she wasn’t going to get the entire story from her Mom and their little talk.  Looking at Traz, he appeared to be shaken and scared.  Something had changed about him. Was it something he had seen in the forest or something Ambril’s Mom had said?  Ambril sighed to herself.  He wasn’t going to be much help either.


Her mother smiled and said in the forced cheeriness of earlier that afternoon, “Okay, new home here we come!”  The car started up and they moved off.  Ambril was never so glad to leave a place.  She never ever wanted to go into that forest again.  She reached over and grabbed Dirne’s hand and squeezed.  

The road began to widen and the street lights were closer together.  The moonlit countryside began to take on a well tended look.  There were suddenly farms and sleepy looking farmhouses.  Ambril was just beginning to calm down when they rounded a bend and suddenly came upon the scene of a building on fire.  Ambril’s mother slowed to a crawl. There were firefighters running around and several fire trucks with lights blinking.  Several hoses were trained on the 30 foot flames  
This must have been the next emergency that Deputy Sheriff Skarn had mentioned thought Ambril.  Sure enough they heard the sound of the police siren again as it skidded to a stop and the Deputy jumped out once again.  “Everything’s under control now, no one panic.”  He swaggered around for a bit.  “Hey you, look lively!” he pointed an accusing finger to a firefighter at a full run pulling a hose behind him.  The firefighter ignored him.  The deputy spied their car and sauntered over.

“Hello again, I’m sorry Ma’am but you’ll have to keep moving, this is an official disastrous site.  It could be very dangerous.”  He straightened up. 

“Hey there’s Feldez’s car!” Dirne was pointing at a glossy black jaguar parked behind some bushes on the other side of the road.


“No darling, that must be some one else’s car, your father’s at the hospital, I just spoke to him.”  She squinted out the window toward the shadowy bushes.  
“It is too his car cuz there he is!” crowed Dirne triumphantly, a figure came hurrying over to them his lapel turned up against the smoke was indeed Feldez.  

“Darling! Everything Okay?  This is just a mess, nasty business.”  Feldez appeared shaken and unnerved.

“You were here?  A few minutes away from us and you didn’t come help? Why’d you say you were at the hospital?” asked Ambril’s mother.
“No darling I just said I couldn’t come.  Honestly, the boy goes for a little walk in the woods and you get hysterical! Anyway, I just arrived.”  He peered into the car at Traz. “He looks perfectly fine-.”   
He was interrupted by a soot covered firefighter.  Thank you for calling us, I think we’ll be able to save most of the building. It looks worse than it is; mostly the boxes off to the side of the building and stuff in the back are what’s flaming and we have those under control.”  He paused and shook his head.  “Shame though, I know the farmer that owns this place will be hurting, thanks again though.”  He reached out and shook Feldez’s hand gratefully.

“Oh, but, I wasn’t the one who--, well anyway, I’m glad you are going to be able to save the building.” The firefighter turned back to his work.  
Dirne who had been leaning far out of the window to get a better look at the fire suddenly gasped.  “Flit’s head’s come off!”  As Ambril craned her head to see he pointed at a shiny object which had just rolled under a nearby bush.  

Ambril sighed,  “I’ll get it.” She opened the door and slipped into the shrubbery.  A small skinny boy about Ambril’s age was scrambling around nearby.  Ambril reached down under the bush and groped around for the robot’s head.  “Stupid thing, it’s always coming off at just the wrong moment,”  she said to herself.  Her hand felt something small and hard.  When she pulled it out she found it was a ring with a shiny black stone.  It glistened in the dark and seemed to have some sort of a pattern etched into the surface.

“What are you doing Ambril?”  Feldez was striding over to her purposefully.  Ambril hastily made one more grab under the bush, her hand touched the robot’s head and she pulled it out triumphantly.  “Dirne wouldn’t let us leave without this”  she said with a smile.  A large puff of smoke swirled around them and Ambril began to cough. As she put her hand up to the face the ring glistened in the firelight.  She quickly hid it in her palm but she was too late.

“What’s that in your hand?”  Feldez came menacingly close. His eyes cold.  His eyes reminded Ambril of how much she disliked him, and distrusted him. Ambril coughed again.  

A handkerchief was thrust in front of her face. “Here, use this, that smoke’s really nasty, it’s from the compost heap in the back.”  It was the skinny boy.  His hair fell in front of his smudged nose.  “You know you’ve been losing these along the road.  I’ve found three of them in the bushes while I was trying to beat the embers out.”  He handed her three Christmas ornaments.

Ambril took the handkerchief grateful of the interruption and turned back to Feldez. “It’s just part of this old robot of mine that’s become Dirne’s new favorite.” She held Flit’s head up to Feldez and slowly slid around him angling toward the car.

Feldez seemed to accept this. “Get back in the car immediately!” he said as he strode away.

The boy was adjusting something on the car roof as Ambril reached it.  You know you have a hole in this box, here,” he appeared to be pulling and shoving stuff around.  “I think that should hold until you get to town.”   

Ambril continued to cough. 
“From the looks of this stuff you must be moving in,” he smiled. “I bet it’s the new house on the hill right? Dr. Petri’s house?” 

“I don’t know where it is but its Feldez’s house,” said Ambril wiping her eyes with the handkerchief and then awkwardly handing it back to the boy.
He smiled and shook his head.  “Keep it, so long.”  He walked away toward a bike by the road.

A shout came from the crowd as a small blackened figure climbed out a window of the smoking building.  He had something held tightly to his chest; coughing, he walked over to a small group apart from the rest of the crowd.  He relaxed his arms and held out a kitten mewing with fright to a young girl with long dark hair.  She smiled and accepted the animal gratefully.  The boy nodded and disappeared into the crowd as the family huddled together staring at the flames.  Ambril was sure now that they were the owners of the building, they looked very sad.
 “Keep it moving!” the deputy sheriff pointed at accusing finger at Ambril’s mother.

Feldez stepped quickly away from the car.  “I’ll follow you home, I think I’m done here anyway.”
As they threaded their way through the emergency vehicles Ambril thought about the family she had seen.   The girl had looked about her age standing there; Ambril hoped it wasn’t their home.
Chapter 3   
The drive to their new home was free of any other monsters or disasters.  They soon reached the edge of town and drove through blocks of sleepy looking homes before turning up a small hill where the homes immediately became more spacious farther apart.  Up and up they drove until near the top they stopped in front of a well lit imposing obviously new house. 

“Grab your things kids!  Everyone carries their own suitcases, because I’m no mood to do it for you. ” Mrs. Petri grumbled as she heaved herself from the car and pulled a twig with a large fuzzy caterpillar on it out of her hair.    
It was a sleek boxy sort of house thought Ambril nestled into the large trees left growing around it and very tall.  Lit tastefully just behind it the stone wall cycled gently up the hill and curved around like a sheltering arm.  The long tendrils of Live Oak trees and the breathy frills of the redwoods stretched their shadows over the wall toward the glass and metal surfaces of the house.  Ambril hated the house on principle but loved the trees around it.  Inside the stone floors gleamed.  Every corner revealed quiet orderliness, not an interesting nook anywhere to read or draw or think. The furniture had lots of interesting angles but no comfortable spots to curl up in.  Ambril thought immediately of the thin, angular frame of Feldez.  

Just inside the door her mother threw down her luggage, or the two of seven cases she had managed to drag up the walk and collapsed onto the sleek red leather couch.  She immediately groaned and sat up again stretching her back.

“Comfy?” said Traz sarcastically.

Ambril’s mother gave him a dirty look and began pulling strenuously on her filthy boots.  They heard the faint whisper of a car in the drive and the click of a door.  A moment later Feldez walked in.

“Welcome everyone!”  He strode in looking as always like an advertisement for men’s wear despite the fact that he’d just been at a disaster site.  Ambril couldn’t remember a time when he looked anything but perfect.  His closely cut black hair was as usual in perfect order.  His too pale face just accentuated the startling blue of his eyes.  
“So, has everything settled down? Yes?” He eyed Traz severely who wouldn’t meet his gaze.

He turned and blanched when he saw his wife’s condition and what she was crawling off her onto his new sofa.  “Darling! You didn’t go into the woods after him did you?” he said rushing over to her and offering his hand to her he bodily pulled her up and away from the couch.   “I told you to wait for the deputy; he could have handled it for you.” 
Ambril’s mother let herself be dragged across the room.  “Oh, I must look a sight,” she said self-consciously. Feldez picked up her suitcases smoothly and gestured to the metal and stone staircase.  “I think you need to take a nice long soak, I’ll get you a nice glass of wine.”  They walked up the steps together, Feldez leading Ambril’s mother and Traz trailing behind dragging his suitcase.

“I think a good night’s rest is what everyone needs, right kids?”
Even though Ambril was desperate to hear what had happened to make Traz so crazy she had to admit she was exhausted.  She succumbed to a gigantic yawn and stretched.

“Honey, can you look after Dirne?  Make sure he gets his bath and into bed alright?  Thank you love!”  her mother’s voice called down from above.

She groaned, “Yeah, yeah,” nothing unusual there, Ambril looked around.  Dirne was nowhere to be found.  He had been right behind her when they came in the front door still clutching the old robot.

“Dirne! Where are you, come on let’s go!”  She walked from the living room into the kitchen, not a crumb on the counter, no junk food, and no Dirne.

“Come on Dirne! Cut it out, I’m tired!”  yelled Ambril impatiently.

“I’m in here!” Came the faint reply.  Beyond the kitchen was a corridor leading to several closed doors.  One, however, was open, light spilling out onto the floor.  Ambril made a beeline for it.
Crossing the threshold the mood of the house suddenly changed.  There were large stacks of papers everywhere.  Some large maps, what looked like old drawings and some rolls of parchment were rolled up in the corner.  A large bookcase stuffed with odd and very old books sat behind a very messy desk. It was no wonder Dirne couldn’t help but sneak in. It was by far the most interesting part of the house.  Dirne was standing just behind the desk looking at something in his hand. 

“Dirne, we shouldn’t be in here, this looks like Feldez’s study,” Ambril whispered.
 “Wow, this is so shiny and pretty!”  Dirne was still staring at the object in his hand 

“Look you can see right into it” he held it up toward the light and looked through it; the light blue on his face.

“Dirne, give me that!”  Ambril was really annoyed, she walked over and grabbed the thing from his hand.  The moment Ambril touched it, it began to glow and vibrate much like her medallion had when they first saw the light in the forest.  The object turned out to be some sort of a stone covered with intricate carvings and strange symbols.  Ambril stared, it was beautiful.  
“How did you do that?” said Dirne reaching up for the stone but froze midway when a door slammed above and footsteps were heard on the stairs.  It was Feldez coming back downstairs probably wondering what they were up to.  

“Oh my Gosh, let’s get out of here!  You know how Feldez is about his stuff!”  She grabbed Dirne’s hand and the two of them ran out the door and pulled it shut.  It was then that Ambril looked down and realized she still had the glowing thing in her hand.  

Oh great, what am I going to do with this?” the door had locked behind them.  She looked around her, nothing but long expanses of floor and then spotted the robot Dirne still had by the arm.  She quickly opened its chest, took out the batteries and shoved the glowing object in.  Feldez came around the corner.  His lips curled only slightly at the corners when he saw them.  He was annoyed.   

“Children, what have you been up to? You haven’t been in there have you?” his voice was dangerously suspicious and he moved quickly to the door.  “This is my PRIVATE study, it’s strictly off limits to all but myself.  Under no circumstances are you ever to enter.  Is that clear?”  The door lock clicked efficiently, Ambril and Dirne tried to look their most angelic. 

“We were just looking around, Feldez.”
Dirne nodded as she handed the robot back to him and they both moved slowly away from the door down the hall toward the kitchen.  

“Look at my robot, Feldez, see?” He started roaring and moving it through the air as if it was flying. “This is Flit,” and pointed to the robot’s chest.   Ambril wished he hadn’t called attention to where the funny stone was hidden.  They had to find a way to get it back in the study.  Dirne made a sudden turn and a jump and bumped into the wall.  The robot fell with a clang of metal, the head came off with a loud pop and rolled down the hallway.  A bright blue light flashed out of where the head had been, and the robot began to jerk and spasm.  All of the lights on the front panel began to blink as it picked itself up and started to walk jerkily down the hall.  When it reached its head, it picked up and put it back on its shoulders, twisting it until it clicked.  Then it continued on down the hall and turned in toward the kitchen.

Ambril checked to make sure the batteries were still in her hand.  She and Dirne looked at each other dumbstruck. 
Fortunately Feldez wasn’t paying attention, he took out his keys and opened the study door. “Up to bed you two.”  He said as he slipped inside. 

“It must be the glowing thing that made it do that,” whispered Ambril.  Together they raced after the toy.

Ambril gingerly picked up the robot who immediately winked at her and grabbed a handful of stray hair.  “Ouch! Knock it off!” The robot lazily reached up with its other hand and grabbed another handful of hair and pulled hard.

Frantically Ambril searched for the off switch. She squeaked with fear as the robot pulled itself up to within inches of her nose and smiled at her with a full set of metal teeth.

“Ewwe, get this thing off me!”  
“Here I found the off button!’  Dirne said from beyond the looming robot face.   There was a soft click but the robot only winked again. Then slowly he began to pucker his shiny metal lips.

Dirne giggled, “I think he likes you, Ambril!”  

Just then a door closed down the hallway.  “Ambril! Dirne, it’s time for bed!”   Feldez sounded annoyed.  His clipped footsteps were heard coming towards them.  

Ambril hoped he hadn’t noticed the missing stone.  “Please she hissed, act like a normal robot, just for now!”  The robot looked at her for an instant, winked  and then went rigid, unfortunately still firmly clutching her hair.
Ambril braced herself and pulled hard just as Feldez came around the corner.

The robot came away with large tufts of red hair in each fist.  

    “Come on you two,” Ambril thought he looked peeved but not angry, a good sign. “Now, your mother is resting, she’s had quite a day.  There’s been a little too much excitement this evening.”  He gestured to the stairs.  “Come I’ll show you your rooms.  I think you’ll like them.”  They gathered their luggage and lugged them upstairs. 
All three kids were on the third floor.  Feldez and Ambril’s Mom were one floor down.  Ambril actually did like her room.  It had a door to the bathroom that passed through to Dirne’s room and  lots of windows.  It did look very bare and cold but she thought she could fix that when she got out all of her stuff and threw it around. Best of all there was a door leading to a balcony.  She opened it and walked outside. A large oak tree grew right up and around it.  It was so close she thought she could use it to get down in an emergency, the next time she was grounded.  She could see past the town to the soft furry looking forested hills on the other side of the valley. 

 “He’s broken again,” Dirne had come through the bathroom trailing the robot whose head lolled to one side.  “Can I sleep with you tonight?”
Ambril smiled “Yeah sure you can.  The bed’s big enough for fourteen.”  She pointed to the bed which looked to be triple the size of her old one. “But first we have to see about our little friend here. I don’t want to lose any more hair tonight.”  
She opened the robot’s chest and took out the once again sparkling stone.  The light was blinding.

“Here put it in this.” Dirne threw her one of her thick soccer socks.  Ambril dumped the stone inside and rolled it up. Thankfully, the light went out.

 She opened one of her suitcases and dumped everything in it on the floor then grabbed the robot, threw it into the suitcase and firmly locked it.  

 She stood eyeing the lumpy soccer sock in her hand.  “We can’t put it in the suitcase with the robot it might wake it up again and we wouldn’t get any sleep.”  She looked around the antiseptic room and then at the pile of clothes inn the middle of the room..

“They say when you really want to hide something well, hide it in plain sight!”  Ambril tossed the sock with the stone inside it onto the pile of clothes on the floor.  It just looked like another rolled up rumpled sock.  
“Perfect!”  Dirne was easily impressed Ambril thought.
They got into their pajamas and brushed their teeth.  Ambril suddenly remembered the ring she had found earlier near the fire.  She retrieved it from her pocket and examined it closely.  The ring was heavy and obviously valuable.  Someone would miss it, she would have to find the owner some how, she’d think about that tomorrow.  The smooth black stone appeared flat initially but looking at it closely, Ambril could see an intricate symbol much like the one on her medallion carved inside the stone.  It seemed to hover there.  At first she couldn’t make out what it was but slowly she realized that it was a giant serpent with two heads and no tail.  Behind it was a face of some sort, perhaps a skull.  Ambril looked even more closely and by turning the ring she suddenly realized what it was and gasped.  It was the face of the Dullaith.  She immediately threw the ring down as if it had burned her.  Was this ring related to the Dullaith’s appearance in the forest.  Was it related to the deaeth of her father?  She stared horrified for several moments at the benign object sitting on her desk. Then slowly she shook herself and turned.  She’d deal with this later.  It was time for some rest.  Her body felt a hundred years old. Ambril found her stuffed animals in another suitcase and dumped the lot on the bed.  Then they both climbed in.

Dirne snuggled up to her.  “That thing likes you.”

 Ambril snorted.  “Great a foot high, metal man wants to be my first true love.”

“Not Flit, the stone likes you.”

“What?  It’s a rock, Dirne.  Rocks don’t feel things they’re not alive.” Ambril looked warily over at the pile of clothes on the floor.

“It must be magic right?  Is magic alive?  If magic is alive then I think it’s alive; because that thing is chock full of magic.” Dirne snuggled up close to her.  “I think this whole place is magic.  How ‘bout those twinkly lights in the trees and the big misty el’phant monster?”  He yawned hugely and Ambril marveled at how calm he was.  She felt like jumping out of her skin.  But after thinking about it she thought that just being so young made it easier to swallow all the strange doings of the past few hours. Maybe she’d wake up tomorrow in her old bed in San Francisco and find it was all a bad dream. She tried to tuck Dirne and the menagerie of stuffed animals in as best she could without leaving the bed. 
“What do you think that thing in the forest was?” Dirne whispered once they were all situated.

Ambril sighed she didn’t want to scare him so she said, “I’ve never seen anything like it.  It was weird though, the way it made you feel so cold.”

“I thought about Daddy.”

“Why did you think of him?”

“Mommy told me a story about him once. How the reason he wasn’t with us is because he lost his way and a bad thing got him.”

Ambril stared at her little brother.  Her mother had never told her anything about her father’s death.

“Where did he get lost?  Did she say?”

“Mommy didn’t say.”  He snuggled closer and shivered.
“So what was that thing?”
“It’s not something I ever want to meet anywhere ever again, least of all a forest at night.”

“Were you scared?”

“Yep, you?”

“I wasn’t that scared.”

“There was a monster staring us in the face and you weren’t scared?”

“I wasn’t scared because I was with you and knew you’d keep me safe.”  Dirne smiled at her over his polka dotted hippopotamus.  Ambril was touched and at the same time frightened.  She had almost failed.  If it hadn’t been for that ridiculous squirrel, they would have been toast.  She smiled back at him and then rolled over. She hoped she would never be in that position again.  Before long his rhythmic breathing told Ambril Dirne was fast asleep.

Chapter 4

But Ambril couldn’t sleep.  So much had happened.  What was this place?  Weird monsters in the forest, a stone that lit up like a neon sign whenever she picked it up, glowing spirals of lights, and a strange humming medallion; so this was her heritage huh?  Questions swirled around in her head. She lay awake a long time staring at the smooth, crackless ceiling and listening to the hum of the clock next to her bed.  She was just dozing off when she heard voices coming from the hallway.  They were getting louder.  She slipped from her bed and padded over to the door in her stocking feet and put her ear to it.
“It’s not possible, Traz, it was dark, you were angry, and in a strange place.  You were bound to mistake what you saw,” came the resonant tone of Feldez’s voice.

“I know what I saw, Feldez….are you calling me a liar?” Traz sounded angry and hurt.
“No, No certainly not, it’s just that you haven’t spent much time in a forest, Traz, it could have just been a trick of the eye, a swaying tree making an odd shadow,  it could have been anything,”  Feldez paused.  “I just don’t think it likely that it was what you think it was.”

“I remember, Feldez, I was there, remember?” Traz practically hissed at him.

The tone of Feldez’s voice changed instantly to ominous.  “Don’t bring that up again please, you know what it does to your mother to hear you talk about that time. What could you possibly remember, Traz ? You were all of what? Seven?”

Traz’s voice was taunt with anger. “Monsters are not something seven year olds forget easily Feldez especially ones who try to kill you!”

Ambril stiffened with surprise.

“Shh- shh, keep your voice down you’ll wake your mother.”

Traz scoffed at him.  “After all the sleeping pills you gave her, I doubt it!”

“Come now; let’s finish this conversation in here.”  Feldez said tersely.  The voices receded and Ambril could hear nothing more.  She opened the door slightly and peered out.  They appeared to have gone into Traz’s room across the hall.  There was a crack of light at the bottom of the door.  She could see shadows moving around and heard the low rumble of voices.   She stood there her feet growing icy cold for what seemed like ages until the door was suddenly thrown wide and a tall thin figure was silhouetted in the door frame.  Feldez spoke over his shoulder.
“It’s for the best Traz, for your mother certainly.   Just get a good night’s sleep; if you wish to dredge up these bad memories again tomorrow we can discuss it then, alright?”  There was only silence in the room beyond him.  “Alright then, good night.” The door closed with a smooth mechanical click.

Peering through the opening in the door Ambril could see Feldez pause.  She held her breath sensing that he wouldn’t want to know she had overheard their conversation.  There was a brief glow of green as Feldez checked his watch.  His face looked strained and angry.  He swore softly.
“The fool!” and with a swish of his silk dressing gown he walked quickly down the stairs.

Ambril hadn’t thought Traz sounded like a fool at all.  And she had had enough of not knowing.  She needed to talk to Traz that very night, no more waiting patiently to hear it from her Mom.  She soundlessly pulled the door open and slipped across the hall.  With her fingernail she tapped out a familiar rhythm that she and Traz had used to signal to each other through their bedroom walls when they were young.  No response.  She silently opened the door.  Traz was sitting on a pile of unopened luggage in the middle of his room, his back to the door.
“Go back to bed, Ambril.” He muttered not looking up.

Ambril took a tentative step toward him.  “Did you see it too?”

His head snapped around, his eyes narrow.  “See what?”

“That thing in the forest, you know that dark smoky thingy, did it try to eat you too?”  Traz continued to stare at her and pulled his body around to face her. 

“What thing? Wait…..describe it to me.”  He sounded hopeful but wary.

Ambril described what she and Dirne had seen how it had come after them and they had wriggled up the tree to the moonlight.  She skirted the whole squirrel part and Hendoeth, it was just too weird and besides she didn’t want to bring up the medallion.    “-And then I fainted and found ourselves on the street when you and Olaf came on the bicycle.”

Traz seemed to get more and more excited.  “I knew it!  I knew I just couldn’t imagine it.  It really was there.”  His voice was jubilant.
“So you did see it too?”  

Traz nodded, “The people here call it the Dullaith.  I saw it once before and---,”  he paused to look hard at her. “–so have you, the night that Dad died.”

Ambril felt as if a stake had been driven through her chest.  “What?”  She felt light headed.  “I thought Dad died from an explosion in his lab.”  Traz was still looking at her very seriously.  She suddenly remembered what Dirne had said about her Dad getting lost.
“You don’t really remember that time do you?” Traz’s voice was low and sad.

“No, not really.  I---really don’t remember much about Dad at all.”

“Do you remember how they used to be together?”

Ambril thought hard.----She remembered a house with a wide rambling porch.  Her Mom and Dad on a porch swing---“I remember them laughing a lot.”

Traz bowed his head.  “Yeah, me too.  They laughed all the time together.”  He raised his head and looked directly at Ambril.  “When was the last time you heard Mom laugh?  I mean really laugh--- like they used to?”

Ambril thought for a while and had to shrug her shoulders.

Traz nodded, “Not since those times.”  He started worrying a small hole in his jeans.  “I bet you don’t remember how Mom had a really hard time afterward.  People here didn’t treat her right,  I think they thought she might have had something to do with it.”

“They didn’t treat you right either did they?”  Ambril guessed.

Traz’s head jerked up. He got up and walked over to the window.  “They almost took us away from her.”  His voice was just above a whisper.

“Who’s they?”  Ambril asked

Traz didn’t answer her question directly.  “The thing is that, Mom may not be able to come back from it again.  At least that’s what Feldez things anyway---So-,”  Traz straightened up. He seemed to have made a decision.  “You know I’m not so sure I know what I saw, really.”  He said in a different voice.  “It could have been our imaginations, right?”

Ambril was incredulous.  “All three of us imagined the same thing, Traz?  Come on!”

“Ambril,” Traz said quietly.  “You just have to forget it.”

Now it was Ambril’s turn to be furious.  “Forget it! Forget it?  Are you crazy?  I saw a monster in the forest Traz!  It was one of the scariest things that have ever happened to me!  I can’t just forget it!”  She raged.  

“But it isn’t the scariest thing, is it?”  Traz began to walk slowly toward her.  “Maybe you don’t remember it Ambril, you were only four but I do, I remember.”  He dropped his head again so that Ambril couldn’t see his face.  “I wish I didn’t, but I do.”  His voice trailed off.

“Okay Traz, are you saying that this thing had something to do with Dad’s death and why we had to leave here in the first place?”

Traz whipped around and charged on her his face determined.  “Ambril you don’t ever ever talk about that again, Okay?”  Ambril backed up until she was flat against the wall.
“Take it easy Traz,” she had never seen him quite so menacing. 
Traz brought his face right up to hers.  His voice was just above a whisper. “You can’t tell anyone, you hear me? not anyone, Ambril.  They won’t understand, they’ll think we brought it back.”  Ambril could see the fear in his eyes, his voice was pleading.  “These people here are---different.  They’re afraid and, well scared people don’t always make the right decisions.” He was breathing hard; his face was so close to hers that she could see his pupils pulsing.  “We’ll all be in danger, Ambril.  They’ll come after us, after you and Mom and Dirne.”  

Ambril felt a pain in her stomach.  It was one thing to put herself in danger but quite another to risk hurting Dirne or her mother.                                                                                               Traz took a step back and Ambril slumped a bit. “But what if it comes back and hurts some one Traz?  Shouldn’t we try to warn them now?”                                                                        Traz’s hands tightened into fists.  “We’ll just have to hope it won’t come back.”   Traz walked over to his bed and slumped down his hands on his knees. ”Feldez doesn’t think it will; actually he doesn’t think it we saw it in the first place.”                                                                             “But we did see it Traz, we did and if it does come back, we’ll have to tell them then, right?”“No!”  Traz stood up so fast Ambril slammed herself up against the wall again.  “Don’t you see?  We can’t ever, ever talk about this!”  His face had gone very white                       .“Okay, Okay, I get it now, I think.” Ambril decided it was high time to get out of there.  Traz seemed so tightly wired anything could set him off. Traz seemed to have the same idea. “Now get out of my room!” he stormed over to the door and in one movement opened the door and shoved her out into the hallway.                                                                                               The door slammed hugely behind her echoing through the house, then silence and darkness.    Ambril took a moment to let her eyes adjust to the dark.  There was a faint light coming up the stairs from the floor below and she blanched when she saw a figure moving towards her.                “Ambril, I trust you have an excellent reason for being up so late,” came the smooth purring voice of Feldez.  “Like appendicitis or projectile vomiting?” his voice was as icy as it was sarcastic.  He snapped on the light.“Uh, sorry, I just got confused, where’s the---um-- bathroom again? Oh yeah, it’s the other door.  Sorry!”  Ambril scuttled across the hall like a sand crab avoiding a shovel.  “Sleep now, Ambril,” Feldez pulled the door closed after her.Ambril went into the bathroom and switched on the light.  She was still shaking from her confrontation with Traz.  She pulled herself up onto the gleaming marble countertop.So Traz had seen it too, the Dullaith. Her hands felt icy cold and she shuddered, good name for it. And Traz said it had killed their father.  She found that hard to believe; why would her Mom had lied to her all this time?  If it really have something to do with her Dad’s death and the family leaving town; why did they come back?  She sat there lost in thought unable to make much sense of it. Her thoughts were just running in circles.  She jumped down to the floor.  She knew she had to find out what had happened.  Maybe it was time to do some research of her own.  There must be some information at the library.  Traz was fooling himself.  She couldn’t just forget it, neither could he despite his best efforts.  She knew in her heart of hearts that however bad, they needed to understand what had happened in the past before they could forget it and go on with their lives.                                                                            She tiptoed back to her bed but before getting in she took her desk chair and wedged it under her door knob.  No disturbances tonight.  She slid in beside Dirne who instantly flopped an arm across her face.                                                                                                                                 She’d think of something tomorrow.  Her weary body sank deeply into the soft crispness of the sheets. In moments she was asleep.                                                                                                                    Chapter 5                                                                                                                                                   Outside Ambril’s open window moonlight played over the slumbering village and spread itself like a luminous shadow over Ambril’s coverlet.  The stars twinkled.  Actually more than twinkled, one of them began swooping around wildly and with a breezy bump flew into Ambril’s window alighting just inside on the window sill.  It wasn’t a star really, and it wasn’t twinkling anymore just a dull tired spark now and then.  It seemed to be a little person with wings.  It crouched there for awhile trying to catch its breath and then stood up wearily.  A boy with close shaven blonde hair and a grouchy expression, he looked much like any teenager except that he was four inches tall and had large scale gossamer wings sprouting from his shoulders.  He was wearing slouchy clothes the kind found on any boy but his were of indeterminate color and cloth blending perfectly with whatever was behind him.  He concentrated a moment with effort.  A small throbbing sound erupted from the pile of clothes.  The fairy slowly scanned the room until he had located the source of the soft thrum.  He smiled flicked his wings and dove straight into it emerging quickly with a soccer sock with a large and apparently heavy lump in its toe.  It was humming contentedly.  He strained upwards for a moment and then let it lapse back into the puddle of cloth it had come from.  Miffed he whipped out something from his back pocket and dove again for the sock.  There was a certain amount of wiggling and groaning possibly some swear words in fairy language we’ll never know before he rose again with the lump now floating inside a large pouch.                                                                                                         It was at this moment that Ambril turned over in her sleep.  Her arm flopped out of the covers and a whisper and tinkle of gold drew the fairy’s attention.  He seemed torn.  He had his prize and the breeze beckoned from the open window yet he was curious.  He flew slowly over to the bed the lump obediently bobbing along behind him.  Under the tousled red hair was a face, a rather ordinary human face but under it lay a twinkle of gold.  The fairy drew its breath and hovered closer.  His face had a puzzled expression.  Silently hovering within inches of the girl’s nose he gently blew on the medallion.  It began to pulse gently glowing warm.  But even more astonishing to the fairy, it seemed to light the sleeping figure from within.  The fairy was astounded and bobbed there a moment lost in thought.  So intent was his thinking that he failed to hear the sounds of unnaturally loud rustling in the oak tree outside.  It was the turning of the balcony door handle which finally startled him out of his reverie.  Panicking he looked for cover and found it among the stuffed animals littering the bed.  A striped kangaroo was closest.  He dove straight for its pouch stuffing the lump in with him just as a dark slim shadow entered the room.  It was breathing hard but paused for a moment in the doorway; his hand on the door knob. In his hand he held a large knife.  The fairy hazarded a peek and blanched, he looked over at Ambril in horror before he ducked out of sight.  The figure set the knife down and withdrew a small penlight from a pocket.  It moved over to the chest of drawers where it quietly began opening and closing each drawer scanning it with a small burst of light.  It was looking for something.  Completing the chest of drawers it moved onto the desk and shelves.  Immediately the fairy could here a small gasp as the figure scooped something up and then turned toward the bed.  It softly picked up the knife again and slowly advanced toward the bed, the knife held in a threatening position.  
Suddenly there was a loud thump just outside the door.  The figure froze as the door knob rattled. Dirne stirred in his sleep, “Ambril where’s Traz?” he mumbled and flopped an arm over the striped kangaroo pinning the fairy underneath.  The figure suddenly made a decision and glided swiftly and silently out the way he had come.  There was a rustle of oak branches and then stillness.

A door slammed out in the hallway and the house was still as if holding its breath. 
It took a moment for the fairy to extricate himself and his bundle from his soft fuzzy refuge without waking his protector. Once free he made a beeline for the window, the large bundle tethered in his wake; but as he neared the opening he seemed to lose steam.  He alighted on the window sill once again and looked back at the sleeping figures.  He took a long look his face sad and sighed.  As he was turning to go the long slim cylinder caught his eye.  With a flick of his wing he flitted over to it mesmerized by the symbol carved into the top.  As he hung there over it the symbol too began to pulse.  He looked at the bundle he was carrying and then at the figures again and groaned.  He slowly allowed himself to sink to the tube.  The bundle sinking with him gently touched down on the lid and made the tree come alive with colors.  The fairy smiled and standing on the pulsing glowing lid as the curtains playfully billowed behind him he began to make his plan.     
Chapter 6
When Ambril finally awoke the sun was nearly half way through morning the warmth of the air and the stillness of the curtains bespoke a warm spring day.  Ambril heard a giggle and a splash coming from the bathroom.   Dragging herself upright she staggered into the bathroom.
“Okay throw it!”  Dirne spread his fingers wide as the robot jerkily threw him a squelchy sponge toy which splatted him on the face.  Dirne giggled again.  Ambril’s mother perched on the side of the tub mesmerized by the robot. 
“Okay, just one more round then it’s time to get out Dirne.” She shook her head in wonder.
“That is quite possibly the smartest robot I’ve ever seen. Why don’t I remember this robot being anything more than something to stub my toe on before?”  She looked quizzically at Ambril.
Ambril shrugged. “Mr. Ching added some Artificial Intelligence.”  

Her mother nodded.  “That explains the smarts but how about his cheekiness?”  Flit was winding up for a throw but stopped to wink at both of them.  They both giggled.  Ambril’s Mom smiled up at her.  “Did you sleep well sweetheart?” 

Ambril hesitated and then nodded.  Looking at her relaxed and smiling she didn’t have the heart to tell her about her conversation with Traz.  Maybe Traz was right and it was better to not say anything for awhile. The robot turned its head and smiled a metal toothed smile at Ambril.
She gave an involuntary start.  Her mother snorted.

“Not exactly a looker is he?” She blinked hard as he swiveled his head toward her still smiling.  “I think I’d like him better without the teeth. What do you call him? Flit?”

“We call him Flit.’  Dirne piped up.  “It’s a lot easier to say than Flying Leopards in Tights.  Besides which,” he said staring ruefully at his filthy, ripped leopard pajama bottoms tangled on the floor, I may be moving into Jeans.” He scooped up a glob of bubbles and put it on his head.  “Okay Flit, throw it again!”  After a few more rounds of squelchy, bubbly target practice, Dirne finally agreed to get out.      

“Feldez wants you all out of the house today so that the new housekeeper can get everything organized for you,” said Mrs. Petri as she vigorously towel dried her squirming youngest son. 
“What? A housekeeper?  We’ve never had a housekeeper Mom.”  Ambril wrinkled her nose in distaste.  “I don’t want a stranger going through my stuff all the time.”
Her mother smiled.  “You’ll never have to clean your room again,” she said temptingly as she chased a naked Dirne into his room.  “And besides once you meet her she won’t be a stranger anymore.”  She smiled again as she closed the door behind her.  “Jump in the shower now, there are some new clothes laid out on your chair, I’ll see you downstairs Okay?” 
Ambril turned and started.  The robot was standing motionless in the middle of the bathroom. 
“You give me the willies.”  She said and turned him round to face the wall.  She then jumped into the shower.  When she got out she found that every bit of clothing she owned had been mysteriously whisked away even the pajamas she had left on the bathroom floor.  In place of them, carefully laid out were some jeans and her favorite T-shirt neatly arranged on her desk chair.  Her bed had already been made.  Ambril smiled, she could get used to this.
She threw on her clothes and smoothed out the worst of the tangles in her wet hair.  Turning to go she remembered the ring she had found last night.  But the ring was gone.  She searched the desktop, the floor around it, even the drawers, no ring.  She shrugged, maybe the housekeeper had found it.  Anyway, she had other fish to fry, she spied her backpack sitting by her door with the carved cylinder sticking out of it.  It reminded her of her plan to find out more about her family and what happened to her father. She scooped up the pack and raced down the stairs. 

Her mother and Feldez were already at the kitchen table  laden with a huge platter of home baked muffins.  Ambril picked up a still warm blueberry one and took a large bite.  Yum…

At the table Feldez watched them all carefully from over the top of his newspaper.  On the front page the headlines screamed FIRE! 

“Oh that’s the fire we drove by last night, may I see it…er when you’re done that is?”  Ambril asked.

Feldez reluctantly gave her the front page.  Underneath the headlines was a big splashy picture of a the small building on fire they had seen last night.  There was a separate picture of a shell shocked family next to it. Ambril recognized the girl she had seen last night.
The article read.  



Last night fire broke out in an abandoned shack off route 23 on the Tupelo farm.  Mr. and Mrs. Tupelo had been renovating the old building in preparation for a farm produce stand.  “It’s a real shame though it always has been some what of an eyesore,” said neighbor and grocery store owner Larch Dogwood.  “I’m not sure how much we really need a produce stand anyway.”   The Tupelos are one of the new families that joined our community-

   “Did everyone sleep well last night?’’  Feldez interrupted her reading.  Looking meaningfully at Ambril and Traz he took a small sip from his cup of espresso and then touched his fingertips lightly together.
“I did!” Dirne shouted and grabbed another muffin from the center of the table.  Traz slouched farther into his seat grunting at his mother’s good morning. 
Ambril’s mother was sitting bolt upright in her chair nervously arranging her napkin and stealing small looks at her husband. She looked nervous and uncomfortable as she always did when Feldez was around.
“I hope you’ve all recuperated from last night’s adventures.”  Feldez coughed drily then continued. “I think, your actions last night showed a decided lack of thought, Traz.”  He raised his chin and looked down at Traz.  “you are not allowed to use any screens for the next week unless it’s for school work.” 

Traz shot him an evil look but said nothing.  His mother shifted uneasily in her chair. “Today,  you’re expected to familiarize yourselves with the town as you’ll be starting classes at your new school at the beginning of next week, the end of spring break.” 
Ambril had to stuff an entire muffin in her mouth to keep from groaning.     

Feldez cleared his throat and checked his watch.  “I have to run off to the office I’m afraid but before I go there is some one here I would like you to meet,”  he looked toward the kitchen and raised his voice. “Mrs. Sweetgum, will you come out here please?”
A plump middle aged woman bustled out from the kitchen.  She was drying her hands on on her apron and smiling warmly at them all.  Ambril noticed her two front teeth stuck out a bit. 

“Hello everyone, I hope you like the food.” The woman said in a squeaky, high voice.  “I’m to be your housekeeper I guess,” she bobbed her head and smiled again. “It’s a real pleasure to meet you.”  

Ambril liked her on the spot, especially her cooking.  Her mother’s muffins were usually so hard they could be used as hockey pucks.     
 “We’re so glad to have you, Mrs. Sweetgum; these are my children Traz, Ambril and Dirne.” Ambril’s mother motioned to each one of them in turn and then took a dainty sip of coffee.  Feldez motioned to his napkin with his hand and she quickly picked up her own and patted her mouth with an embarrassed smile.

“Thank you Mrs. Sweetgum, the food is delicious.”  Feldez dismissed her with a curt nod of his head.  He turned to Ambril’s mother and his voice assumed a more fatherly tone. “I hope you aren’t planning to do too much today, darling, yesterday was quite taxing on your nerves and you should rest.”  He laid his napkin beside his plate and rose from the table.  “With Mrs. Sweetgum here to handle everything you can do just that.”

Ambril’s mother stared down at her plate then took a tiny bite of muffin and remembered to daub her lips with the napkin.  “Oh I feel alright.  I- I  thought I’d take the kids around town possibly ending up at the park?”  She smiled nervously up at her husband who had stopped to give her a disapproving look.  He walked around the table and pulled a small vial of pills from his pocket.  

“Darling I want you to rest this afternoon.”  He set the pills gently next to her plate.  “Take two of these after lunch and lie down.  Mrs. Sweetgum will handle everything including the kids, Okay?”  He looked down at her.  

She tentatively put out a hand for the pills.  “Well, I’ll try, Feldez, but I really feel-“

“Very good, very good, that’s all I ask is that you try of course,” he said cutting her off.  He turned neatly on the balls of his feet and walked quickly to the door.

Mrs. Petri raised a tentative hand, “But darling, I thought we would have a talk with the kids together this morning about last night-“  

Feldez looked at his watch again.  “We’ve just had our little talk darling, I’ve no more time.”  He nodded curtly at them all and closed the door firmly behind him.  
Everyone heaved a secret sigh of relief.  

“Feldez doesn’t seem as happy anymore Mommy,” said Dirne.

Ambril couldn’t remember a time when he had been happy or maybe you just couldn’t tell when he was happy he so rarely smiled. 
Ambril’s mother sighed, “I know it seems that way honey but you have to remember that taking over this hospital is a big responsibility for him.  He has a lot of people looking to him for leadership.  It’s very hard on him, I’m sure.”  She turned her head and caught sight of the glorious day outside.  “But the good news is it is a lovely spring day and we ought to take advantage of it, right?”  She smiled brightly at all of them as she got up.  “Come on!”

“But I thought you were going to lie down like Feldez wanted you to?” said Dirne coming aHis mother faltered as she stood up but resolutely smiled.  “I’ll rest this afternoon if I need to,now, I want to show you the town!”

Outside the found the bikes parked on the far side of the garage.  They all strapped on their helmets and Dirne was strapped into his booster seat.
“So you’re alright Mom?”  Traz asked tentatively.

His mother turned to him and smiled a little too big. “Of course sweetheart, I’m perfectly fine.”

“Then is it alright if I take off on my own then?”  Traz looked at her pleadingly.  He never wanted to be seen with them any more.  His mother gave him a rueful look but nodded.  

“Back in time for lunch?”
“Dinner definitely, lunch maybe.”  Traz muttered as he took off.

Her mother swiveled around to Ambril and Dirne.  “So it’s just us three.  This’ll be great, this town was built for bike riding,”  she smiled brilliantly and put up her kick stand.  “Ready Dirne?” 
“Ready Mommy!”  Dirne said one arm around Flit and the other grasping a handful of his mother’s sweater, they were off.  They coasted down the hill to the little town, Ambril’s mother talking all the time.  “-And there’s where old Mrs. Sumac used to live, her son’s the mayor now I believe.  I used to have acorn wars with him every fall in the backyard.  And that’s Miss Hazel’s house I think she still owns the shoe store here.”

”The shoe store?  You mean there is only one?” Ambril was incredulous; in San Francisco they had two within two blocks of her house.  

“Yep, just the one, see there it is!”  She pointed at a small store with a hand painted wooden shoe dangling on a chain in front of it.  The rode all around the tree lined streets of the little town.  Her Mom pointed out the hospital where Feldez worked, a big boxy grey building at the edge of town; the library which looked very inviting under some old Eucalyptus trees and the schoolhouse where all three of them would be going to school.  It was a red two story building dwarfed by a huge old oak tree in a pool of green grass.  Wide grey stone steps were flanked by odd looking gargoyle like sculptures which led to an oversized set of doors; a far cry from her cramped city school lacking even a window box.  Ambril thought it looked promising.  A large playground and grassy field curved away from them as they rounded a bend and rode around a park with a huge redwood tree in the center of it.  Facing it was a collection of shops.   
 “Now here’s my favorite place in town.”  Her mother gently slowed her bike to stop in front of a large violently pink building.  Betula’s Sweet Shop said the sign in curly letters.  Inside a very plump lady waved at them, Ambril’s Mom she waved back. “Betula’s candies are the best in three counties, perhaps even better than Ghirardelli”.  

Ambril looked askance, no one was better than Ghirardelli.  This she had to try. She jumped off her bike a little too quickly and lost her grip on it.  It fell with a clatter narrowly missing a passerby’s large flat feet.

“Watch what you are doing child!”  The owner of the large feet looked at Ambril coldly. Her rail thin frame made her old fashioned dress look as if it wasn’t living up to its full potential.  Though thin she had large pouches of skin that wiggled when she spoke and hung down from either cheek giving her a strong resemblance to a hound dog 
“Oh!  Sorry,” Ambril quickly righted her bike and wheeled it out of the way.

“Crystal? Crystal!” A slightly pudgy bald man with a rapier goatee came huffing down the sidewalk.  “I believe you forgot this.”  He held out a large square shopping bag which advertised Bob’s Bots.  

 The thin woman’s manner abruptly changed.  She smiled directly into the plump man’s eyes.  “How kind of you to run all this way just to give me my package, Bob,” she simpered.  “You’re such a gentleman.” She continued extending her bony hands regretfully to take the package.  “A rare find in society today.  Since we’re nearly half way there wouldn’t you like to walk home with me, I’ll make you some of my famous tea and you can show me how this thing works.  What do you say?”  All the while she was speaking Mrs. Twid had been eagerly leaning closer and closer to the slightly sweaty man who was just as eagerly backing up.

“No, no Crystal, as I said before I have to mind the store.” 
Mrs. Twid looked dramatically crestfallen.  “Ah parting is so very difficult under these circumstances.  We have grown so close these past few weeks, haven’t we?”  The portly man looked confused and a little embarrassed.  He hitched up his pants and smiled as he turned to walk back the way he had come.  “But this evening?  You promised to help me?”  She attempted a flirty pout which came off more as a grimace.

“Crystal Twid, Is that another new gadget?”  The very plump lady whom Ambril guessed was Betula was standing in the doorway to her shop.  “That makes the third one this week!”  She smiled slyly at the lady holding the packages.  “Bob is certainly an excellent salesman.  Aren’t you Bob?” She winked at Bob.
“Not really Betula, you still haven’t bought that new washer I’ve been saving for you for six months,” said he just now catching his breath.  He twinkled at Betula, suddenly relaxed.    

Mrs. Twid flushed crimson during this exchange and Ambril caught her giving Betula a very predatory look before she collected herself. 
 “Are you coming to the church tea this afternoon Betula?  “Mrs Twid said her voice overly high.  “You should come; I’m going to make banana bread with my new machine!”   She patted the shopping bag enthusiastically and grimaced a smile again at Bob who took an involuntary step backward.  
“I wouldn’t miss it, Crystal.”  She caught Ambril eying her and winked a large brown eye at her.  
“Hey Bob, are you going to the church tea?””

“Yessirree, you want to walk over together?”  He paused chagrined.  “Oh I forgot, I promised to go over early and help set up, you want to join me?” 
“Sure thing, Bob, I’m always happy to help.”  Betula nodded.  “I’ll see you later then.”  She waved her warm brown hand at him and turned to smile at the now mortified Mrs. Twid.    “I’ll see you at the church Crystal.   Are you sure there isn’t anything I can bring?”

“No, no ‘er I mean Yes I’ll see you at the church and No I think I have everything.”  She gasped still taken aback by their easy friendship.  “I’ll see you then around seven?”  She gave a clipped little nod and mustering as much dignity as she could she sailed off down the street.
Betula let out a low rumbly laugh as she held the door open to her shop.

“I just can’t resist making her squirm sometimes.”  She shook her head and smirked.  “She’d do just about anything to get her hands on Bob’s holdings.  You know he owns half the town.” She waved cheerily at Bob as he turned to trudge back to his shop.  
“But enough about that, Tilia!  Darlin’ it’s so good to see ya!  When’d you get back into town and WHO are these charming kids behind ya?”  The motherly woman had swept Ambril’s mother up in a grand hug and winked at Dirne and Ambril.

“Just last night,” came the muffled and rather squashed reply.  She gently extricated herself looking a bit rumpled but not at all bothered by it.  She smiled and introduced both kids. “You might not remember Ambril she was four when we left and Dirne you’ve never met.”
Betula twinkled at them. “Pleased to have you back Ambril and I’m tickled to meet you, Dirne.  Why don’t you two have a look-see around a bit?” 

Ambril looked around her. It was the most amazing shop Ambril had ever seen.  It had not only every kind of candy known to man but many Ambril had never seen before.  Candy in fantastic shapes and all sizes were stacked to the rafters.  Ambril’s eye was caught by a miniature Ferris wheel in red licorice gently revolving.  The seats were all occupied by animals made of marzipan dressed in very elaborate old fashioned garb eating sugary ice cream and twirling hard candy parasols.  It was spectacular.    

“I’m going to surprise the church tea with that one.”  Betula had come up behind her and stood admiring her own work.

“They’ll love it; it’s marvelous except I don’t think Mrs. Twid will like you for bringing it.” 
Ambril said now admiring a poodle made entirely of divinity with blue hard candy eyes and a cherry fruit leather collar. 

Betula laughed again, “You don’t miss much now do ya.”  Her hand was warm on Ambril’s shoulder.  “We were friends as kids but ever since her daddy sold the farm to pay their taxes she has had one thing on her mind.”  She shook her head sadly.  “She wants money and lots of it.”  She absently reached over and flicked a switch on the back of a chocolate monkey who immediately began to dance a Texas Two Step with a purple chocolate spattered giraffe.  “It may never be enough for her.”   Betula unconsciously wiped her hands on her ample apron and shook her head ruefully. 
“Hey look at these!”  Dirne was pointing to a large display of gargantuan iridescent bugs.  “These things look sooo real!”  
“Try one, love,” Betula rocked back on her heels happily.  Dirne hesitantly picked up a scarab beetle and gingerly bit off one of the legs.  His face lit up.  

“Yum, watermelon!”  He picked up a six inch banana slug.  “Mom can I have another?” 

“I don’t think so darling.  You know you shouldn’t be eating that one, Feldez believes -”

“Feldez?” Betula interrupted in disbelief.  “What does Feldez know about feeding your soul?”  She raised her arms to encompass the entire store. “Everything in my little shop brings a little happiness, and we all need some of that, don’t we?” She shot a measured glance at Ambril’s mother.  “Speaking of which, Tilia what have you been feeding yourself, honey?’  She shook her head disdainfully.  “Not enough if you ask me.”  Her face brightened and she jogged over behind the counter and started rummaging around.  “Now, I’ve got just the thing for you and yours, something I know you’ll love.  Ah, here it is”.  She emerged carrying a huge gold box.  “Just a little something for after lunch.”  She opened the box and popped a chocolate into Ambril’s mother’s mouth before she could protest.

Her mother instantly appeared transported and let out a moo of delight. “This is unspeakably good.”  She licked her lips.  “I can’t resist. Alright, but don’t you have a smaller box Betula?”  
Betula was already wrapping up the large one together with an assortment of candy bugs and animals.

Ambril’s mother bent down to Ambril and Dirne.  “Okay, let’s have a picnic!  We’ll start with the most important part, dessert of course and work our way backwards.”  She smiled mischievously.  “But don’t tell Feldez.”
Dirne clapped his hands gleefully.

The tinkle of a large bell tied to the door drew Ambril’s attention while her mother paid for the chocolates.  A large square man in an ill fitting short sleeved shirt and tie invaded the store followed by a skinny kid 
Hey Betula, I have another fine offer for you,” the man boomed.  “This time, you won’t be able to refuse,” He stumped over to the counter.  “Whoa, Tilia? Is that you?  Hey, how the heck are you?”  He grabbed Ambril’s mother with one huge hairy arm and shook her. “I heard you were moving back to town, just couldn’t stay away from me for long huh?”  He let out a lecherous laugh.
“Oh, fine Larch, I’m fine.” Her mother squeaked as she tried unsuccessfully to extricate herself from his grasp.  “Yes, Feldez and I and my- ‘er our kids just arrived last night,” she said as she forcefully squeezed herself free.

“My oh my,” he said eyeing her up and down.  “You haven’t changed At ALL.  You’re just like you were in high school.”  Ambril’s mother squirmed under his very direct gaze.  Ambril was beginning to feel uncomfortable too.  “Well it’s good to have the likes of you back where you belong, you know, you being one of the old families.”  He picked up several chocolate centipedes and absently threw them in his mouth.  “The town’s changed a lot since you left and not all for the good.  A lot of new fam-“
“That’ll be $1.75 Larch.”  Said Betula.

“$1.75 for what?” he looked down at his hand at the remaining bugs.  “Oh, yeah, sorry.”  He fished in his pockets for some change.  “Anytime you want to talk about how we can bring back our town, you let me know.”  He said still speaking to Ambril’s Mother.  He looked her up and down again appreciatively.  “I’ll meet you anytime and anywhere.”  Ambril’s mother blushed.

He turned toward Betula.  “How’s my favorite sweetie huh?”  His smile wide.

Betula stared back stonily.  “You know I’m ready and willing to take this dump off your hands anytime.”  He nodded his head vigorously.  “Yep, this would be the perfect place to expand my grocery store.”  He straightened his tie.  “Come on, you and I both know this town needs a supermarket, right?  We can have your sweet shop as a part of the store.”

“I heard about the fire last night, Larch.”  Betula said pointedly.

Larch’s sunny expression darkened ominously.  “I didn’t have anything to do with that.”  He pointed a puffy finger.  “Though I’m not sorry that old shack burned down, it was an eyesore right on the main road the way it was.”

“Awfully convenient for you they were just about to open their own farmers market weren’t they?  And undercut your overpriced produce.”  Betula wiped the counter slowly but kept her eyes on him.  “If you ask me, this town could use some healthy competition.”

Larch was now a lovely shade of lavender.  His eyes protruded slightly.  “They’re not even one of us, Betula, they don’t belong here.” 
 She met his gaze coolly.  “They own the best farm in the county, Larch.  They are good honest people who have lived in our community for over five years.  They came when we asked them to, remember?  When all of the so called old farming families had run scared?  They came and tilled the fields and tended the orchards.  Where would we be without them now?”  Betula turned her back on him and started moving toward the back of the store.
Larch seemed to remember himself and took a deep breath.  “Well we don’t have to agree on everything.  But I would like to talk to you about your property-“ He followed her gesturing wildly.
“S-s-sorry about that, my Dad, he’s well, he comes on too strong sometimes.”  It was the skinny kid.  His too long brown bangs hid his grey eyes, as he gestured awkwardly toward his father’s receding back.
“Oh no, well  I mean Betula seems pretty tough.”  Ambril shrugged.  “I imagine she can take care of herself. My name’s Ambril,” she smiled back at him.

I’m Riley, Riley Dogwood, my Dad owns the grocery store,” he jerked a thumb at the wall of Betula’s shop, “Next door.” 

Ambril suddenly remembered the grimy, skinny kid from the scene of the fire.

“Oh!  You were watching the building burn last night weren’t you.  Oh! and um thanks for the handkerchief.” She looked down at her shoe embarrassed.  “Do you know the family who owned the building?”
Riley jumped and went pale.  “Do you mind not mentioning that around my Dad?”  He said nervously looking around.  “Ya see I don’t want him to know that I was the one who called 911.  I think he would have wanted it to burn.  They were going to be the competition.”  His eyes widened as he realized what he had just said.  “Not that my Dad would ever do anything like that.  He may seem hard hearted but actually he’s a pussycat, really; almost too soft on the inside.”  

He paused and absently fingered the candy bugs. “So you got in last night then?  What do you think so far?”

Ambril smiled again.  “It’s not San Francisco but it’s kinda nice.” They both jumped when they heard a loud whap from the back of the store.  “Easy Easy there Betula, I only meant---“ Larch Dogwood backed hastily out of one of the aisles.  

Betula advancing wielding a large mop.  I know what you meant, now you know what I mean when I say GET OUT OF MY STORE!”
“We should continue this another time I guess.” Larch said angling his large frame toward the door.  “But I want you to know I’m not giving up.”  He deftly sidestepped another of Betula’s jab with the mop. “Come on Riley, let’s go.”  

As they watched the two walk down the street Betula said, “I feel like I should check my cash register every time he comes in here.”  She stood shaking her head slowly. 
Chapter 7

The gathered their purchases up and slowly walked down the block reluctantly passing the bakery but getting sandwiches and some juice at the Deli.  They stopped under a huge neon sign advertising Bob’s Bots and appliances and peered in the dusty window.
There were robots of all shapes and sizes propped up on ever surface.  Occasionally  a vacuum or a toaster could be seen underneath an arm or a leg.  One could clearly see where Bob’s heart lay.

“Mom, I want to show Flit to Bob,” Dirne said excitedly.
”I’m sure he would love to see it but I think we’ll have to come back another time.”  She pointed to an out-to-lunch sign hung crookedly on the door. “Any one hungry?”

They crossed the street and raced each other to the dense shade of the old Redwood.  Underneath they found seats on its knarled old roots worn smooth by countless picnickers and dug into their sandwiches.   Above the branches whispered and sang in the breeze.

“Mom, what’s that?” Dirne asked pointing a mustardy finger toward a large smooth circular rock nearby.

“That’s the Flint circle of stone,” said his mother taking another bite of her sandwich.  “It’s very old, brought from the old country and is the very center of town. You can see the roads all shoot out from here like the spokes of a wheel, well until the geography gets in the way.”

Her Mom was right, there were a number of streets that resolutely stretched straight out from the park for a few blocks before waffling and curving around hills and rocks and trees. 

 “Where is this old country anyway?” asked Ambril popping an errant pickle into her mouth.

Her mother squinted at the deep blue of the sky.  “Well, it’s where England is now.”
“So it’s England?”

“No, not really, it was there before England.  There before anyone.”  Her mother crumpled her sandwich wrapper into a ball.  “The writing and language are no longer used though some say it resembles the Celtic language.”
“Can anyone read the old writing anymore?” Ambril held her breath.

“Oh I’m sure there are those who can, around here, Dr. Afallen the town historian could probably do it.”  She paused to take a sip of juice.  “That is if he’s still alive, he was pretty ancient when he taught me history in high school.  You might check at the library, they might know where he is.”

Dirne finished first, jumped up and galloped over to the stone circle.  “Hey Ambril come look!”

Ambril jogged over to where Dirne was looking down at the huge disc under his feet.

The stone was richly carved with entwined symbols.  They reminded her of something….her medallion!
 “Time to go guys.”  Her mother was dumping their lunch trash in the bin and dusting off her hands.
 “Mom, Okay if I go to the library?”  They were back at the bikes and Ambril was strapping on her helmet.

“Sure, do you remember where it is?”

“I think so, if not I’ll stop and ask for directions.”

“Okay, I’ll see you at home then before dinner right?” She paused and looked hard at her.  “You’ll be careful, right?  If anything—funny happens you’ll come right home, right?” 
“Right, yeah sure Mom, see you later.”  Ambril pushed down hard on her bike pedal and took off. 
She was soon gliding down a quiet shady street.  It was really different than riding bikes in San Francisco.  In the city, there were people, and cars everywhere.  Here you could relax a little bit more.  What could possibly hurt you?  

Wham! A large tomato went splat right in front of her.  She had to veer sharply to the right to miss the worst of it.  She braked hard and heard laughter.  She looked up just in time to dodge a large peach and then was showered with a bunch of small green tomatoes. One of which she caught. 

“Hey, knock it off.”  She thought she saw a head pop out from behind a tree.  Taking aim she threw the tomato hard and was rewarded by a gratifying Oof and then even more laughter.

She rode off fast and after a turn or two thought she had lost them, but  after another block or two she realized that she was lost. In the distance she could see another bike rider.  Perhaps she could get directions from him or her.  As she drew closer she could see it was a girl about her own age.  She looked around at Ambril and then started to pedal faster.
“Hey wait!” Ambril called and started to pedal faster too.  The girl looked back again and stood up in her pedals pedaling furiously.

What was she trying to escape?  Ambril looked behind her and saw a group of boys pedaling hard toward her.  There was a big guy with shaggy blonde hair in front.

‘Uh oh… big trouble!   Ambril thought also stood up on her pedals and began to pump as hard as she could.  Fortunately she had a head start;  she concentrated hard and put on a burst of speed.  Looking around she saw the boys were no closer and one of them had dropped back giving up.  She could see the figure ahead rounding a curve and disappearing from view.  Ambril was breathing hard now but refused to lessen her speed.  She took the curve pumping madly.

“Quick in here!  Just ahead the girl on the bike beckoned her into a narrow side road between dense bushes.

Ambril braked hard and skidded into the dirt road kicking up a cloud of dust as she pedaled out of sight.

“Behind here!” the girl had stashed her bike behind a trailing bay tree.  Ambril did the same.  Just as she pulled out of sight the boys roared around the corner shouting obscenities and passed by.
Ambril and the girl hid behind the tree and watched them hurtle out of sight.

“I think it’s Okay now, the road starts to wind around a lot and I think it’ll be awhile before they realize we’re not in front of them anymore.”  They were both breathing hard.  Ambril stole a sideways glance at her rescuer.  She was about her age and height with long dark hair and brown eyes.  Ambril thought for a moment that she looked familiar but immediately rejected that idea.  She seemed to have tomato splattered all over her top and there was a large lump coming up over one eye.  Her face was tear stained.  The girl caught her looking and wiped her face clean.

“My names Sully, Sully Tupelo.  Normally I don’t let them get to me but after last night-“

Ambril suddenly remembered where she had seen Sully before. 
 “I remember now, I saw you last night at the fire.  We drove by on our way into town.” Ambril realized too late that perhaps this wasn’t something Sully wanted to talk about. 

Sully hung her head.  “That was scary.  We thought for a while it would spread to the orchard”.  She tipped her head and shook her hair out of her eyes with one motion.   We’re farmers you see, at least my Dad and my Mom are.  But fortunately, the fire fighters came and put it out in time.”

“My name’s Ambril Sil- um Petri.”  We just moved back here.”

“Back here?”

“Yeah, we were all born here except for my little brother Dirne.”

“Oh so you’re not a New Family then?”

“Well it’s just like we’re new, it’s not like we remember anything from before.”  She stopped here thinking about Traz’s taunt face last night, “at least I don’t remember much.”  
“New Family means a family that doesn’t have any ancestors here; a family from outside the valley.” Sully looked around.  “I think the coast is clear, where are you headed?”

“The library.”

“The library, boy you are way off.  Here, I’ll show you the way if you like.”
“Thanks.”  Ambril smiled.  Perhaps she had made her first friend here.

They picked up their bikes and started walking them down the dusty dirt road. “This road connects with another paved one just up here.”
They walked along in silence for a time.  “So how “New” of a family are you? I mean, how long have you lived here?” Ambril asked

“Oh I guess it’s been about six years now.”  Sully smiled to herself.  “It actually has been great until just recently. Mr. Dogwood, the grocery store owner has gotten kind of greedy lately.  He’s lowered the amount of money he’ll pay my dad for the stuff he grows.”  She paused to flick a fly away from her bike handle.  “We had to make do with less and less this year until my dad had finally had it.  He rented a truck and has started to truck his produce over the hill but it wore him out.  So my mother had this great idea to fix up the old shack by the main road and turn it into a produce stand.”  She lowered her head.  “We were going to open next week. And then the fire happened,” her voice trialed off.

Ambril didn’t know what to say.  It sounded so awful.  But she did think about Mr. Dogwood and how angry he had gotten when Betula accused him of having something to do with it. 

They continued on until they came to a newly paved road.  Sully seemed to have cheered up because she smiled at Ambril.  “Come on, I’ll race you!”  Ambril followed as best she could.  They zoomed through the quiet streets Sully always just ahead finally turning into the Library parking lot.  “Whoo!  You’re fast!”  Sully said as they parked their bikes.  The rack was nearly full so Ambril parked hers alongside the rack while Sully pushed hers inside the one open space.

I’ll go inside with you and see if I can wash some of this off in the restroom.  I’m beginning to smell like an Italian restaurant.”

They took the stairs two at a time.  

Chapter 8

They entered the quiet cool library which smelled of dusty possibilities, “Do you know who Dr. Afallen is?”  Ambril whispered.

“Nope, why?”

“He’s the town historian; I just need to show him something.”
Sully gave her a quizzical look.  “Do you always research towns you move to like this?”

“No, No, Here it’s because of this.”  She unzipped her backpack and pulled out the wooden tube.  “See this?”  She said pointing to the engraving on the top.  “It’s my family’s crest.”  She said proudly.  “Well my mother’s family crest so it’s really half mine. The Derwen crest.”

She ran her fingers over the image.  “It’s a beautiful image, a tree right?  What’s this around the edges?”  

“That’s what I wanted to ask Dr. Afallen about.  My Mom thought he might be able to decipher it for me.”

“Cool, hey can I come along?  I’d like to know what it says too.”

“Sure!”

“But would you mind waiting until I-“ she pointed to her shirt and the dried tomato.

“Go ahead, I’ll wait.”  Ambril giggled thinking about spaghetti.

After Sully came out much wetter but sweeter smelling they asked the librarian, a cubed sort of woman with many layers of crêpe like jowls under her chin, if she knew where Dr. Afallen lived.
“Ah yes, it’s Tuesday? You’re in luck, I believe he is in the library today.”  She pointed a slightly crooked finger to the stairwell.  “Down the stairs and follow the signs to the Flint History Department, next?”

It was down the stairs past the well lighted nonfiction section, through the poorly lit reference section, past the janitor’s office and the storage rooms and down a dark and musty hallway with books and boxes piled up on either side.

“Boy they sure haven’t put out the welcome sign for us,” said Sully ruefully as she stubbed her toe on an old filing cabinet shoved up against the hallway wall. 

At last they came to a nook in the hallway where a very messy desk sat in front of a doorway.  There was a carefully hand lettered sign taped to the front of it “Flint History Department”, it said. They could hear some one humming in the room beyond.  A teapot sat on small table steaming slightly.

“Dr. Afallen?”
“Oof!” sounds of books falling came from the room beyond and a tiny man with a clipped white beard peered out.  His surprise changed to delight immediately.

“What! Visitors, how delightful!”  He started bustling around tidying his desk and shoving books stacked on chairs onto his desk.  “Please have a seat,” he hurriedly dusted off the chair seat with the sleeve of his ratty old sweater and beckoned to them.

Ambril and Sully gingerly sat down.

“Would you like some tea?” 

“Oh! No thanks,” Ambril looked at Sully who shook her head.  We’re just here to see Dr. Afallen.

“In the flesh!” said the little man smoothing out his rumpled tie.

They introduced themselves and Ambril pulled out the carved wooden cylinder. “Can you help us figure out what it says around the edge of this?” and she pointed to the top carving.

Dr. Afallen drew in his breath sharply and madly started going through his desk drawers until he found a rather bent pair of wire rimmed glasses.  “Let me see, what do we have-“  His face brightened as he took the box and began to look closely at it. “Lovely, lovely example of early @@@ with strings of ogam,  interesting.”  He stared at symbol for a long while, “How old? I wonder…” He muttered to himself.  “Let’s see,” he felt around along the back of the box and almost immediately the secret drawer where Ambril had found the necklace slid open. Ah! I see you’ve already found that one.”  He said chuckling as he slid it back.  “There are others?  I’m sure there are, a box this size holds many secrets.”      
Ambril was on the tip of her seat.  “Can you read the writing around the symbol?”

Dr. Afallen looked up so quickly she jumped.    “Oh no dear, I can’t read this for you.”  He looked at her appraisingly.  “This is the Derwen crest, one of the ancient families; one of the 12 of the first settlers.”  He fingered the engraving lovingly.  “The old families, these twelve had a certain knack for something. That was what they had in common what bound them together and ultimately is why they had to leave the old country.”  He continued almost to himself.   “The writing, and its meaning, however, has unfortunately passed beyond our ken.”
Ambril slumped back in her chair disappointed.

Dr. Afallen looked at her severely over his glasses.  “You certainly are more than a Petri, now aren’t you.  You are a Derwen, I can see it in your face.”  He leaned over his desk to get a closer look at her nearly upsetting the teapot as he did it.  “Are you Bren and Tilia’s daughter?”

Ambril started, “Yea Yes, I am.” 
“Yes I see now,” Dr. Afallen’s bright eyes crinkled as he carefully handed back the carved tube “You need to be very careful with this.  Don’t flash it around, it’s from an age people nowadays have been frightened of for a long time.  Most of the information about that time period has been destroyed because of that fear.”  He leaned forward, peering at Ambril over his spectacles, “to the average person, anyone associated with an object such as this is suspicious, be careful.”   

He looked almost menacing as he stared at her for a long minute; but then he smiled and sat back thinking, “I do have something that might be of service to you.”  He jumped up and scurried into the backroom, where they could hear shelves rattling and paper shuffling.  “Ah! Here it is.”  Dr. Afallen came out holding a very old book in his hands.  He gently handed it to Ambril.  She brushed the dust off the cover and read with difficulty ‘The Aztarte Guide’. 
“Open it.” Dr. Afallen said.

She carefully opened the creaky old cover and found an inscription written on the inside.  ‘“To my darling Rosa it is your time my love; take this book and fly.  Love Mother.’

On the opposite page was an elaborate tree similar to the one on top of the cylinder except that names were written in some in bold red ink and others in black.   
“Rosa Derwen was your great grandmother, am I right?”  Dr. Afallen beamed. 
Ambril thought it absurd that he could know all about her family and she know so little.  “So how come you know my family history so well?” Ambril closed the book reverently.

Dr. Afallen squinted up at the bare bulb light above his desk.  His glasses reflecting the little points of light which danced around the walls “I’ve lived here a long time, I’ve known several members of your family.  I knew your great grandmother,” he sat up straighter in his chair and smiled.  “She made the best ginger cookies and could scold like a banshee if you tried to sneak a peach from her prized trees.  “He blinked at the wooden tube,  “I was good friends with your grandmother,  “she and I were often caught sneaking peaches together,  and I taught both of your parents in school.” He paused here to stare down the hallway.  “Your father had such an inventive mind.”  He chuckled.  “The best practical jokes were always his.”  He smiled to himself remembering.

Ambril felt a warmth rise up from her toes.  It was a wonderful feeling to fell so connected to her family; especially now that her brother and Feldez were acting so strangely.  They felt more like strangers than family. Her mother rarely talked about her Dad, it was so nice to hear about what he was like.
“This book,” he continued, “Came in as an anonymous donation just about the time your family left town.”  He wrinkled his forehead.  “I’ve often wondered if perhaps it had been a mistake, that in the muss and fuss of the move it had been donated by mistake. Though I can’t read the crest there may be something in this book that might help you decipher it.”  He smiled again at her.  “Why don’t you check it out?”
Ambril was startled.  It looked very old, could she keep it safe?  

Dr. Afallen was rummaging around in his top drawer again.  “Aha! Here it is.  He pulled out a large purple stamp and motioned to Ambril to give it to him.  He carefully stamped the back cover and then signed it below.  “There, now you can take it.”

‘Flint Library awards this book to’ and here Dr. Afallen had written in crabby script her name, ‘Ambril Derwen Silva’.   It continued ‘for the period of’ underneath which he had written ‘indefinitely’.

Ambril was somewhat taken back,  “Oh, thank you Dr. Afallen, are you sure it’s Okay? If it’s your only copy--.”

“No worries child.”  He raised another old book from his desk.  “You see I have another copy, my mother’s right here.”

There was a sharp slap from the hallway as if a book had fallen flat on its side.

Dr. Afallen looked up and squinted into the dark hallway.  “Another visitor? Oh it’s you.”  He stood up quickly nearly dislodging his tea tray.  “I’m sorry but we can’t continue with these sessions.  I simply don’t like the direction you’re taking;  too dangerous, however academic your motives, it is too dark a path.”  Another louder crash followed.  Dr Afallen raised a hand.  “Yes I understand your frustration but please don’t harm the books, some of them are irreplaceable.”  Ambril stood up and looked around.  A figure ducked behind a file cabinet. “If you just wait a moment, we can talk about it.”  He looked at Ambril and Sully anxiously.  “Perhaps we can continue this next week?” 
Ambril and Sully jumped up immediately.  “Thanks Dr Afallen, for everything; I’ll be here next week then.” Said Ambril as they turned to go.
“No, No, this way!” said Dr. Afallen anxiously shepherding them away from the hallway they had come from  and to an outside door marked ‘Fire Exit, alarm will sound if opened’.  “Pay no attention to that, the fire alarms haven’t worked in years.”  He pushed on the lever and the door swung open.   

“Wait, just one more thing, Dr. Afallen.”  Sully piped in.  My mother’s maiden name was Derwen,  is it possible it might be this Derwen?”  She pointed to the writing box in Ambril’s hands.

“It’s entirely possible.  The Derwen family has been here a long time.  Your ancestors could have moved away at some point, and here you are back again.”  He patted her shoulder.  “It happens all the time. People come and go and then come back again; members of the old families seem to be drawn to this valley.” He waved a cherry good bye and just as the door was closing Ambril caught a glimpse of a dark hooded figure raise his hand palm side up.  Something eerily glowed in it’s palm, then the door closed. 
Sully smiled hugely and dreamily turned to follow Ambril down the hallway.

Chapter 9
“Wow! That was so amazing!”  Sully ran ahead excited as they raced back down the stairs outside.  
“And he just gave you that old book!  I wonder how I could find out if our Derwen is your Derwen? That would kinda’ make us related.”  Sully pulled her bike out of the rack and swung her bike helmet on her head.  “We wouldn’t be considered newbies any more.”
As Ambril pulled hers out, they heard shouts and loud laughter.  Looking over in the field next to the Library they saw a group of boys advancing on a much smaller one.  The leader of the group was tall and had tousled blonde hair.  Ambril recognized them as the gang of boys who hade chased them earlier that day.  The smaller boy was holding his ground, waiting for them, standing near a large pile of grass and twigs with a small hill sloping steeply behind him.  Even from where Ambril sat, she could see the smaller boy’s body was tense and ready.

“Oh no, it’s Ygg! cried Sully.  “That stupid Lance!  Come on, we’ve gotta help him, I owe him big time!”

Sully pushed off and coasted across the grass, through the parking lot and plowed straight through the hedge on the other side.  Ambril was right behind her, happy to have been included.

They pedaled by an anemic looking vegetable garden and as they got closer, Ambril could see the tall blonde boy remove a floppy rope from his back pocket and wave it at the smaller boy.  The smaller boy lunged at him but was caught be one of the other boys and held back.  The group of boys were now surrounding him and as he struggled they jeered.

“Hey you big jerks! Why don’t you pick on someone your own intellect, like a slug!” yelled Sully as they got within shouting distance.

The group of boys turned in surprise toward Ambril and Sully giving the smaller boy enough time to wriggle free, grab the floppy rope from the blonde boy’s hand and race up the hill.  The gang of boys realizing they’re prey had gotten loose yelled and gave chase.

Ambril and Sully were nearly unseated when their bikes suddenly bogged down in smelly mud as they neared the large pile of grass. Ambril could now see it was a compost heap.  There was something familiar about the smell.  An alarm went off in her head. 
“Ewwww, this smells just like the back of the barn.” said Sully as she gingerly slid off her bike and picked her way out of the mess. “Keep goin’ Ygg, Run!”
Though the big boys were gaining on him, the smaller boy was nearing the top of the little hill when he suddenly bent down behind a small rock as if to hide.

“Oh no, that’s not going to work, he should have kept running, he—“ Sully said and then gasped.

Something was spewing out from behind the rock, pouring down the hill toward the other boys who immediately had started to run the other way.  It appeared to be an avalanche of small round pebbles.  They seemed to act as ball bearings for as the pebbles overtook the gang of boys it flipped them onto their backs and began to roll them down the side of the hill, picking up speed as the hill steepened, they slid smoothly over the edge of a small ridge and landed with a satisfyingly squelchy sound in the large, moist pile of the compost heap in front of Sully and Ambril.  

Ambril burst out laughing at the sight of them wriggling out of the foul smelling muck. But stopped when Sully dragged her around the pile and behind some tall weeds, out of sight and more importantly, grabbing distance.   After a lot of swearing and falling down and more swearing, the gang managed to climb out and made tracks toward a large white building just below them.  Ambril suddenly realized they were directly behind the stores around the Circle Park..
A large white truck with the words “Dogwood Market, Hi Neighbor!” neatly lettered pulled up behind the building and a man Ambril recognized as Larch Dogwood and a small gaunt woman got out.    

“Serves them right, Lance and his cronies are such bullies.”  Sully whispered.  “He’s nasty to everyone at school, but especially his---“.  There was a sharp snap of a branch just behind them which made them jump.  Ambril and Sully turned around to find a boy crouching behind them, smiling.  Ambril recognized him as the boy who ran up the hill.

“Ygg, great job!  You must have been planning that one for a while.  Sully whispered excitedly.  “I want to know all the details.” 
“Sure, be glad too et was great good fun watchin them slide down into the dung heap, warn’t it?”

Ambril noticed he had the rope thing that Lance had been earlier waving around. On closer inspection Ambril saw that it wasn’t a rope at all but a huge, thick rubber band.

“I couldna let him take me bungee rope now could I?” said Ygg and looked inquiringly at Ambril.

“Oh! Sorry, this is my friend Ambril, she just moved back here from San Francisco.”

Ambril liked his wide grin which revealed a little separation between his front teeth.  He had sandy brown hair and grey eyes.  Stocky, he looked as if he was no stranger to hard work. He had a strong lilting accent that Ambril couldn’t place.

There was a loud yell which made them all crouch down and peer through the weeds at the alley behind the market.
“Riley!  RILEY!” Mr. Dogwood was flushed  from yelling. There was the sound of running feet behind them as Riley, weighed down with a large pile of books came hurrying down the hill. He stopped near them and carefully laid the books just off the path near the compost heap.
Lance and his buddies were in the process of hosing themselves off talking with Mr. Dogwood.

When he saw Riley Mr. Dogwood went a lovely shade of lavender. “There you are! Didn’t I tell you last week to turn the compost heap?  That thing is rancid!” Mr. Dogwood was livid.  “Look at your brother!  This is your fault!”

Ambril could see Riley wilt under his father’s criticism. The woman who must have been his mother also cringed at her husband’s fury.  
Mr. Dogwood turned and practically threw a pitch fork at Riley.  “Now get to work! I want it completely turned by tonight!” He turned back to his oldest son.  “Lance, you’re not coming in until you’re completely clean.  Come on boys, into the vegetable scrubber for you.”

Lance looked stunned.  “Dad, you can’t make me get in there, it’s dark and too small and those brushes are harsh.  I can’t even get my hand in there without feeling all queasy.” 

“Today, you are going to get your whole body in there, cuz you aren’t going inside until you get every bit of that horsey doo doo off you!”  Mr Dogwood advanced on his oldest son.  “Now that’s an order! Move!”  

“But, but, Larch dear, I hardly think it’s right for Lance to get in the vegetable cleaner, it’s not fit for a human, why don’t-”

Mr. Dogwood turned on her and wordlessly advanced his fists beginning to clench menacingly.  “Go inside dear, I’ll handle this,” He said in a tight, unnaturally quiet voice. 

The woman blanched.  “I was only suggesting we try-” But when her husband continued to walk toward her she crumpled a bit more and silently turned toward the market’s door.
A powerful odor distracted Ambril.  She looked around at the compost heap which appeared to be giving off puffs of black smoke. Ambril crept nearer as the garbage pile began to boil and swirl.  

“Look at that, it’s alive!” One of the boys had let the hose drop as he pointed shivering at the plume of black smoke.  Ambril looked up and started.  The smoke was beginning to take on an all too familiar  shape, a large head with deep cavernous eyes.  It began to pop and fizz just as before. 

“It’s another Dullaith!  No, not again!” she said as she backed up hurriedly she ran right into Ygg and Sully.  The three of them crashed to the ground.

“Ya know ‘bout them do ya? Ygg whispered curiously eyeing her.

Shhh!”  Sully hissed as Mr. Dogwood charged up the hill with a flare in his hand.  He ignited it and tossed it expertly in the air.  It flipped end over end until it landed squarely in the middle of the compost heap exploding it into flames.  

The creature writhed as if in agony as the flames engulfed it; quickly overwhelming it.  It fizzled in size, the boiling subsided and all that was left was a mass of smoking charred grass and twigs. 

“No, No! it was Riley struggling against his father’s grasp he eventually broke free and racing to the smoldering heap he carefully gathered up the books he had dropped just off the path.  Tears welled up in his eyes.  “These are library books, Dad, I don’t know if they can be replaced.”
Ambril did not think it possible but Mr. Dogwood’s face grew even more furious.  

“Your brother nearly drowns in filth, a nasty monster the likes of which hasn’t been seen around for a good long while suddenly erupts in our backyard and all you are concerned about is your fancy books of learning?”  He advanced on Riley again and ripped the books from his grasp.  His expression changed as he read the titles.  “Just what are you playing at?  What are you doing?” he said mystified.  Then resolutely he threw the books into the compost heap.  They smoked and then burst into flames.  Riley gasped as he watched them flame.  “But Dad, I- those are one of a kind!”

“Yeah?  Good riddance, no son of mine is gonna read that filth!  You’ll pay the fine yourself as well, out ‘a yer own allowance.”  He took his son by the shoulder and dragged him to the edge of the flaming mound.  “I want you to watch this heap until every ember has died down!  Then I want you to water it thoroughly and turn it just like you were supposed to last week.  Then, and only then will you be allowed inside.”  Mr. Dogwood turned on his heel and marched down the hill.  Grabbing Lance by the hair of his neck, he half dragged the older boy still whimpering about small dark places into the loading dock.  Riley stood there alone holding the pitch fork, he shuddered as tears streaked down his cheeks, his shoulders bowed.  

“Come on, we need ta go, I donna think he’d like us to know we saw any ‘a this,” whispered Ygg

The three sneaked quietly along a weedy trail behind the main street stores, Ambril and Sully wheeling their bikes until they had found a road.  Ygg had stashed his bike nearby.

No one said anything as they biked away.  They were trying to absorb what they had just witnessed.  “Come on, I know a place we can go,”  said Ygg and he led the way. 
The afternoon was at it’s warmest.  The flowers stretched themselves toward the sun as the three breezed by.  Ygg lead them down several streets, a couple of fields and over a bridge before he skidded to a halt.  A creek burbled nearby.  “This way,” signaled Ygg as he took a path near the stream.  They walked for a few minutes until rounding a bend they came to a halt next to the great stone wall.  It must have been 20’ high there, it was at this point the creek broke through from the forest.  There was a big iron grate stretched across an opening at the bottom of the wall where the water poured through and made its way to the town.  
The three sat down near the stream, the sound of the water calming them.
 “Yooo have anything ta et in there?”  Ygg was eyeing Ambril’s backpack.

“Yeah,” she pulled out some leftovers from lunch while doing so spilling the Ashera out onto the rock. “Well I’ll be jiggered, it isna only me that knows magic,”  his eyes were on the carved tube.  “That be an Ashera,”  he looked at it closely.  “From the look of it, it be not just a simple puzzle box copy, but a real spanking thousand year old kind.” Ygg had picked it up and started examining it while he munched on her leftover half a sandwich.
Ambril scooped it up possessively.  “It belonged to my Great Grandmother,”  Ambril said hesitantly, she wasn’t really sure if she should say anything more.  After all, though she really liked Ygg, she had just met him. Ygg’s eyes were still on the tube as Ambril stowed it carefully back in her backpack.  “That one thar is a right beauty, the carving on it is old ogam.”  He pointed to the odd lines along the side with marks on them.   He looked again at Ambril again and then seemed to collect himself.  “I only know they’re thought to be magic.”
Ambril tensed at the word and busied herself securing and locking all of her pack’s zippers.  

“Oh! I almost forgot, I was on my way to deliver this to you earlier when—well never mind that, anyway,  Sully was rummaging through her back pack and extracted a rather mashed looking box tied up with a red ribbon.  She held it out to Ygg. “Thanks again for saving my kitty last night.”  said Sully.

Ygg looked touched as he took the box and undid the ribbon.

Ygg shrugged, “T’warn’t nothing, I’ve been in nastier places.  Me Da used to take me down the mines with him some days, now the mines, them er not nice places.”  He said shaking his head remembering. “Though there warn’t any smoke and fire down there it was mighty  hot and hard to breathe and ya had to stay down ftil dr hours and hours.”  

Ambril suddenly flashed to the fire scene the night before. “So it was you who crawled out of that burning building?” asked Ambril incredulously.

He had the top off the box and a big smile spread across his face as he nodded absently “Yep, were you there too?  Seems like half the town was.”  He pulled out a fat very brown cookie.  “Are these your Ma’s cookies?”

“Well no, they’re mine,” Sully looked at them doubtfully.  “But my Mom helped me.”  Sully said encouragingly but then sighed. “Let’s face it, no one is ever going to cook better than my mother, but at least I tried.”

Sully smiled ruefully as Ygg bit down on a cookie with a crack. 

“They’re very crunchy, in a good way a’ course”  he said unconvincingly as he tried to swallow. He offered them to Sully and Ambril who each took one.  Ambril bit down on what felt like granite.  They had a slight burnt flavor to them.  

When she could talk Ambril said “Yeah, these are really interesting, what do you call them?”

Sully smiled apologetically, “Um chocolate chip,” she shrugged.

Ambril looked around for a way to change the subject.  Her eyes fell on the long ropey thing Ygg had thrown down by his side. 

“So what do ya use the bungee thing for?” questioned Ambril fingering  the big rubber band curiously. 

Ygg twinkled at her, “Would ja like to see?”

Ygg carefully put down the rest of the cookie box and walked over to two tall redwood trees growing close to one another near the stream and fiddled with some of the branches.  When he stepped back Ambril saw that he had attached the big rubber band to the some of the branches of one tree and stretched it across to the other.  It formed a sort of sling shot.  He reached up and attached the rubber bands to his belt and jumped.

Ambril’s mouth fell open.  Ygg must have jumped 20’ in the air, did a somersault and bounced down then around the other way before landing on his feet.  “Wow! That looks like soo much fun!” she shouted.  

Ygg grinned bent his knees and took off again this time doing a triple somersault with a swan dive at the end the bungee cord pulling him up just before he hit the ground.

“Can I try?” asked Sully. 

“Sure ‘nough,” said Ygg and he agreeably helped Sully into the apparatus.  Sully jumped around for a few minutes before allowing Ambril to take over for her.  Ambril loved the feeling of soaring and weightlessness it gave her also that slightly scary sensation she had just before the bungee cord pulled her back to safety.  The three of them took turns until Sully and Ambril had had enough and were content to watch the antics of Ygg who could jump twice as high as either of them.  While they were jumping Ygg told them about how Lance hand stolen his bungee rope from him and How Ygg had planned his revenge, the entire event, even down to watering the compost heap to make it extra mucky.

“I polished up some small round pebbles which acted like ball bearings to roll them off the hill into the compost.  But you know I never would have been able to do it if you hadn’t distracted them at the right moment like you did.”  He took another huge jump and caught a scrub jay in the act of bullying a sparrow.  The scrub jay flew off in dismay, the sparrow chortled with glee. “I guess I owe you now.”  

“We play this way in my home town all the time,” said Ygg as he wound up for a superman flyover.

“Where’s your hometown?” asked Ambril sitting down next to Sully and taking her shoes off.
“It’s up farther in the mountains,” he said as he swooped low over the creek, “much farther, not many from my village ever come out.”

“So what made you come out of the mountains?” asked Sully as she lazily dipped her feet into the cool creek water.

Ygg didn’t answer as he did another triple back flip and then another finally he said, “I wanted to finish school.”

“What do you mean finish school? Surely they have schools that go higher than 6th grade in your town?” asked Ambril

“Well, yes and no, the schools there ‘re naut like yourn here.”  Ygg had his head down, it was hard to understand him.  He began jumping high into the air, each time pushing harder and harder.

Each jump allowed him only a couple of words,“They teach ----only special things--------after 6th grade.-------you have to pass--------a test.”  The last jump was so high he cleared the 150 year old redwood tree easily and came sailing back down hard.  The bungee rope couldn’t take the pressure and snapped.  Ygg came crashing down to the ground.

“Holy cow pies! Ygg!  Are you alright?” Sully said as they raced over to his side.

Ygg was staring curiously down at his feet.  As the dust cleared, Ambril gasped.  Ygg’s lower body was not to be seen.  Ygg had drilled himself straight into the ground.

“Ygg! What the? Ygg!”  Ambril started to scratch at the dirt surrounding him.

Ygg laid a hand on her shoulder and when she looked up she saw he had a wide smile on his face.

He placed both hands on the ground and pushed, his legs slowly appeared until with a soft sucking sound, he was free.  He rolled over on his back still smiling and flexing his legs.

“Okay, that was weird,” said Sully.   

“Yeah, so what happened there, when you turned yourself into a human screw,” asked Ambril carefully.

“That,” he said gleefully, “was magic!”  

Ambril suddenly felt dizzy.  Magic again, this whole town was full of it.  For a moment she wished she was back in nice normal, San Francisco where though the people might be weird, they didn’t drill themselves into the ground or live in houses with chicken legs.

“So you can do magic?”  She asked cautiously.

Ygg laughed softly and then took a deep breath.  “That be me first time.”  He sat up suddenly and started to brush off his pants.  “Ya see in my village there are but two choices.  Either you work magic or ya go down the mines.”  He took off his shoes and emptied a flood of dirt. “When a  body turns 11, you are tested for magic.”  He looked sadly at the remains of the broken bungee rope. The rest had catapulted itself over the wall into the forest.   “They tested me and I ….failed.” He bent his head, so that Ambril could not see his face.  “Me Da and brothers all had gone down the mines.  I’ve seen me brothers turn into old men over night.”  He kept his head low as he carefully brushed some dirt from his sleeves.  His head snapped up resolutely.  “I decided that I wouldna go,” he shrugged but looked resolute.  “That I wouldna listen to them.”  He flexed his hands into a fist.  “I didna believe that that was all I was good fer.  So,” he paused here and looked directly at Ambril.  “I took me pack and a letter to Mrs. Twid from me Ma and I left.”

Ambril was impressed. To leave his home and go out into the forest all alone without knowing what was in store for him took a lot of courage.

“Mrs. Twid let’s me stay in her extra room out in her garage.  In exchange, I do odd jobs for her.  Me plan was to finish school here and then go out into the bigger wide world to make my fortune. But I kept thinkin that, if I practiced, maybe I could git a bit a magic working, enough so that I could go back to me Ma and brothers.”  He shifted his weight onto his legs experimentally and then carefully stood up.  “In our town, earth magic is practiced mostly, magic that ‘ud help in the mines like floatin or ‘castin for precious metals and stones.”  He went over and kicked some dirt into the hole he had just wriggled free of.   “I guess I can float now.”  He experimentally flexed his fist and rammed it into the ground up to his elbow and then pulled it free with a chuckle.  

Sully and Ambril looked at each other incredulous. 

“So that must come in handy when something goes wrong and there’s a tunnel collapse or something, right?” said Sully.

Ygg’s face went hard and cold. “No not really, Me Da died down thar, they never did find his body.” He stared blankly into the trees.  “Actually, they didna’ try to find him.  Too busy findin more treasures I guess to retrieve just a bunch of men and boys. They let ‘em die in there.”   

There was a stunned silence.  

“So you aren’t goin’ back to that are you?” asked Ambril. “They’d make you do the same thing to someone else?” 

Ygg sighed and shook his head slowly.  “I have to figure out what I’m doin’.  Ya see, miner’s sons like me aren’t thought to be fit for magic, only the true talented ones are allowed inta school.  And talented means what benefits the mines.”   Ygg screwed up his face and scratched his head.  “Still it is me home, I do miss it terrible, ‘specially me Mam. I think I’ll practice a bit more and git stronger before deciding what ta do next.”

He looked at Ambril appraisingly,  “There be plenty to larn right here I see.”  
Sully also turned to look at Ambril.  “Okay, spill, how come you know what that thing was, what did you call it? A Dullaith?”

Ambril looked at her new friends and hesitated.  She remembered what Traz had said and was afraid.  Afraid that they would draw away from her, would judge her. Also Dr Afallen had told her to be careful. 

After a long pause Ygg said “so, you don’t want to tell us?  You’re thinking we might run away scared or laugh at ya?”  Ygg smiled all the way up through his eyes.  “You’ve gotta be kiddin’! I was jus up to me belly button in hard pack soil, admitted to magic usin’ and tol’ ya ‘bout me family and village.  I’m not one ta judge ya.”

“And I’m  a member of the newbie class, the one just above dung beetles and river rats on the social ladder?  Who’s gonna listen to me?”  Sully grinned.  “Come on!  Tell us!”

Ambril still felt a little uncomfortable, after all she hadn’t spent much time with either of them but she was so confused by what had occurred the past few days she knew she’d have to trust someone, perhaps she should take a chance on them.  
She smiled nervously and slowly pulled out the Ashera again and hesitantly handed it to Ygg.   Then she began, quietly at first, then with more confidence as their eyes grew round until she had thrown caution to the wind and began to tell them her feelings about her stepfather and concerns for her mother and brother.  
Sully and Ygg listened entranced as Ambril told them about the Dullaith and the fairy circle, Hendoeth and her funny limping house, the stone that glowed, what Traz had told her and the intruder of the night before. Then Sully pitched in to help explain to Ygg what Dr. Afallen had told them. After Ambril had finished the three of them sat in silence for a while.
Ambril stole a glance at them and though the two of them looked pretty shell shocked neither of them showed any sign of high tailing it out of there.  Ygg was examining the Ashera closely pushing and pressing it.

 “Betcha thinking you’d like to move back to the big city for some peace and quiet about now,” said Ygg wryly. 

Ambril laughed and thought that though this magic stuff was going to take a little getting used to, she thought it was going to be a lot easier to do with friends around her. 
“You know Asheras hold secrets they say,  Me GranPa had one,” 

“You know how they work, do you?”
 A loud sneeze was heard and boots scrabbling on rocks. Someone was coming down the path.
“-nother fire.” An unfamiliar voice said
“Na really?  That’s two in a row, unbelievable!” A lower voice replied
“Yeah this time it was the library.”

“Wha?  Do they know what caused either of them?”

“They’re not sayin’ much which means it looks suspicious.”  Two men in hard hats and screaming orange vests walked into view.  When they spotted them one of them shouted.
“Hey kids, you’d better skidaddle!  We’re here to clean out the wall grate just here. It can get real messy ”  He pointed to a place in the wall where the water flowed out from under the wall.  There was a large metal grate that stretched across the river underneath.  One of the men was already in the water fiddling with an old lock in the middle of it.

“Okay, we’re going!”  Sully called.  Sully grabbed her shoes and stepped into the stream, “Come on, let’s work our way down the creek a bit.”  They waded farther off down the creek and found a rock large enough for all three.  They could just see the workers beginning to pull their tools out of their bags.  

“May I have a look see at that ol’ Ashera of yourn?” asked Ygg as he sat down next to Sully.

Ambril sat down too and gently pulled out the carved tube and handed it again to Ygg.

 “I know they’re devilishly hard to unlock.  Me GranPa’s,  ya had to press  a couple places at the one’ to git some secrets to release.”  Ygg was pressing on the side and the top at once.  His flat fingers gentle and unhurried.  Suddenly he gave a shout as a large drawer swished open soundlessly.  “Thought I’d have to stand on my head next, this is right complex, this one.”  He smiled with satisfaction.

Inside there was an object wrapped up in something familiar.

Ambril gasped, “Hey, that’s my sock!”

She pulled the sock out of the drawer.  “How the heck did this get in there?  I didn’t even know how to open the thing!” Stunned she warily felt the object inside the sock.  It was rock hard but at her touch gently began to vibrate.

 “What’s inside that thing?”  Sully asked as the stone vibrated in its fuzzy pouch.
Ambril reached in and pulled out the stone. It instantly began to pulse, it’s light blindingly bright

“Whoa!  So that’s the stone you were talking about.”  She said squinting at it,  “I don’t think you should be carting it around in your back pack,”  she raised a hand to block the light.
“Best put it away quick now,”  said Ygg peering over his shoulder at the workers in the river.  They hadn’t noticed the stone.  Ambril plopped it unceremoniously back into the sock.
“I didn’t, or at least I didn’t mean to bring it today, I didn’t know I had it.”  She said  bewildered.  
“Ya mean the stone opened the compartment, jumped in and locked itself in all by itself?” said Ygg with a smirk.
“Well, why not?  You said yourself that this Ashera thingy is magical,” said Ambril defiantly.
“You’ve a lot to learn about magic I see.  It never thinks for itself, ya know, you do the thinkin’ for it, it’s a tool really, like a saw or a hammer,”  he paused and looked at Ambril quizzically. “Perhaps ya donna remember putting it there.”

Ambril was starting to get angry, “I don’t even know how to open this thing! What, do you think I did this in my sleep?” she said sarcastically. Picking up the Ashera she casually threw it back into her backpack.  It clanged gently as it hit the robot’s shiny head.  There was a gentle click. 
“Hey wait a minute, look!”  Sully was staring into the pack.  She carefully pulled out the Ashera
For a moment Ambril thought something was wrong.  It was no longer round. The Ashera looked oddly misshapen, Ambril bite her lip thinking she probably had broken it and cursed her lousy temper.  She picked it up apprehensively.  The Ashera did look weird, no longer was it cylindrical it appeared to have corners.  She held it up and gasped.  The entire box had opened up in the center was a narrow plaque heavily ornamented.  There were three verses of some sort of poem surrounded with a very ornate border and what appeared to be instructions at the bottom.  

For Power Weave them

To repel unpicp. 

To complete Braid them


To Ungrow bottom to top.
Ambril had no idea what that referred to. There were strips of Ogam between each verse. 

“‘Ungrow’  what an odd word,” mused Sully.   Ambril wondered what it meant too.  How does something ungrow?  She puzzled about the poems, some of the letters looked funny but still it appeared to be in some sort of old english.  She began to read:

As above Also below,
May tree which withered will again grow,
Bleak darkness gathers,Ring together as one,
Ill fated freed of fetters,
Liberated, the chosen has come.
As she finished the last sentence two new words seemed to swim to the surface, fiery bold.  Without thinking Ambril read: 

Nyni Dyfod
The last two words resonated in Ambril’s head like a tuning fork her body sang with it, then it was gone.

“Where does it say that last part, Ninny whatever?”  asked Sully still looking over her shoulder.

Ambril looked for the two words but they had vanished.  “They just seemed to appear at the end but they’re not there any more.” Said Ambril.  “You didn’t see them?” She turned toward Sully.  

Sully just shrugged, “I wasn’t looking that closely, I could have missed ‘em.”   

Wham! Wham! Wham! A rhythmic iron to iron sound resonated through the quiet woods. In the distance they could hear a hound baying. The sounds suddenly gave Ambril goosebumps and she shivered.

“It’s just those guys working on the grate,” said Ygg  pointing a thumb at the two men in orange vests knee deep in the river.  One was swinging a sledge hammer and rhythmically hitting the old rusted lock.  A few more resounding wallops and the lock broke in two.  The men hunched over and with difficulty pried the old grate open letting a whoosh of old leaves and branches through the large opening in the wall.  It looked to be about three feet tall and five feet wide.

“Did you hear those dog’s howl?” said Ambril apprehensively looking beyond the wall in the direction of the mournful howl.  The others looked quizzically at her and shrugged.

“What did you say right at the end? Ninny something?  Asked Sully still staring at the Ashera’s open plaque.

Above the wall the mountain loomed, the afternoon sun glanced off the dense foliage. Near the top Ambril could see the trees strangely sway as if in a high wind and then stop only to have another tree lower down sway in like fashion.  It looked as if something large perhaps more than one something were barreling through the trees coming their way.  The baying of hounds sounded much closer now.

“It just appeared for a minute, right there in the middle and then the words were gone.” Said Ambril not taking her eyes from the forest and what seemed to be coming toward them.

There was a loud ripping snap as part of an oak tree went down.  Now Sully and Ygg were watching the trees swaying in a line, coming directly toward the wall in front of them.  The hounds bayed again, this time Ambril could make out three at least snorting and growling as they came. one.  The beasts were now very near, almost to the wall. 
 “Um, those must be very very big doggies, don’t you think?”  said Sully hesitantly as they saw an entire Madrone tree disappear from sight.
 As they watched a large Bay tree suddenly topple over; part of it fell over the wall and landed very near where the men were working.

“Whaa!  What was that!” one of them shouted. The two of them sloshed out of the river and onto the other bank.  The animals were so near they could now hear their labored breathing, sounding more like freight trains than dogs.

“I think, we should be goin’.”  Ygg hastily jamming his shoes on and scrambling to his feet.  
Just as Ambril turned to go the beasts flung themselves at the wall growling and howling.

 “Crickey’s!  It sounds like the sound effects of a really bad horror movie,” said Sully shakily.
There was a loud booming crash and the wall shuddered, raining dust and small rocks onto the workers below.  Then suddenly a loud splash sounded as a huge black foot became visible behind the opened grate. Ambril  froze stunned by the sight.  She thought it must have been at least five feet in width and looked much like a huge dog’s paw with toe nails the size of her bicycle’s handlebar.  A long low mournful howl startled her into action.

“Come on! Move!”  Ambril hastily stuffed the Ashera back into her pack and launched herself off the rock clutching it to her chest as she ran to her bike.

“Here, I’ll take that!  You get your shoes on.”  Sully grabbed the Aztarte book and shoved it into her bicycle basket.  Ambril stuffed her feet into her shoes and jumped on her bike.  The sounds from the other side of the wall had stopped, however.  Sully and Ygg were already picking up speed and hadn’t noticed.  Ambril stopped to listen.  She could hear some large animals, more than one breathing hard on the other side of the wall.  They seemed to be listening too.  
Ambril had the strangest feeling they were listening for her.  She screwed up her courage and whispered “Go, go home!”  She looked again at the riverbed but could no longer see the large paw through the hole in the wall.  All was quiet.  She turned and pushed off hard, peddling fast after her friends she soon caught up to them.

“Who, what were those beastly dogs?” Sully asked he voice quivering
“Dunno, an’ I sure don’t want ta git ta know them any better!”  said Ygg shaking more dust out of his hair. 

Ambril said nothing.  She was thinking about the poem she had just recited and how uncomfortably soon after she had finished those last words, what were they?  Oh yeah ‘Nyni Dyfod’, they had heard the hounds.  Could the Ashera have the power to call up such monsters?  If so what did that make her?  She felt nauseous at the thought of what might have happened had the wall not been there.  Whatever the beasts were they hadn’t seemed friendly. 
She told Sully and Ygg her suspicions and about the size of the beast’s paw she had seen through the grate as they bumped down the country lane.  Neither Ygg or Sully had seen the foot in the river.  
 “Curiouser and curiouser, said Sully.
 Ygg was far more skeptical, “Your seein’ dark magic every which way ya turn”  he stated flatly.  “It probably has a simple explanation, Maybe they waren’t dogs at all but horses or some such thing.  Or maybe ya saw a tree stump fall into the water what looked like a dog’s paw.”
Ambril conceded that she might be imagining some of it but she couldn’t help but be miffed at his lack of support.  “I did see the words come up on the Ashera and I’m pretty sure it was an  animal’s foot I saw in the river,”  she said slowly then conceded,  “though I guess I could have been wrong about the size of it.”  
The road was getting bumpier.  Ahead they could see something blocking the road.  As they rode closer Ambril realized that it was an old gate, one half leaned drunkenly on the other.  There were stone pillars at either side.

“Ah no, we turned wrong back there, we best turn ‘round, said Ygg.

“Wait! Hey look at that old place!”  Sully had stopped her bike and was staring through the gates at an old house.

It was a rambling old stone place.  Half the windows were broken and the wrap around porch sagged and rippled like an old woman’s chin.  There was a huge oak tree towering above it and vines choking the expansive gardens.

“Hey! Look at this here, it could be yours, ” Ygg was pulling the vines away from one of the stone pillars.  

Ambril could see something metal underneath.  They all joined in pulling and tugging until they had cleared enough to reveal a plaque underneath, it read:

GREAT TREE LODGE 

derwen
Ambril straightened and smiled grimly through the rusting gates, great she thought, a haunted house too, what a family heritage she had.  The gate screeched wildly.  
“Sully what are you doing! That’s private property!” said Ygg as Sully slipped through the gate. 

Sully regarded them smirking “Something tells me no one’s home,” she said sarcastically then turned back toward the house and took another couple of steps.  “I don’t think anyone would mind if we looked around.  It’s not as if we’re gonna do any harm,” she looked over her shoulder at them impatiently, “Come on!”

Ygg and Ambril looked at each other and shrugged then squeezed through the gates after her.

The flagstone pavers had buckled and rolled with time mimicking the raging surf of a tempest. As Ambril negotiated a particularly deep valley she noticed just off the path a pink rose in full bloom battling through the heavy undergrowth.  The porch steps groaned mightily as Ambril put her weight on them and just ahead of her Ygg suddenly yelped and shot through the floor.

“Not again!” said Sully hurrying to lend him a hand.

“This time I just put me foot wrong, It wasna magic,” said Ygg as he pulled himself up with Sully’s help.  “Mind that part,” he said wryly pointing to the hole and smirking at Ambril.
Ambril went over to a window and after wiping away some of the dirt and cobwebs she peered inside.  The place was a mess.  It appeared to have been a living room.  There was an ornate fireplace and heavily carved columns leading into the entry hall.  There were also piles of garbage scattered around the floor and what looked like the remains of a campfire in the middle of the room.  The paint peeled and curled from the walls in sheets exposing the plaster underneath.  

Another loud snap made Ambril turn as she saw Sully this time being pulled to safety by Ygg from another hole.

“Maybe we ought to try to the garden,” Said Sully ruefully as she dusted herself off.

They left the porch at the side of the house and wandered through the web of vines around to the back. Where they stopped awed by what they saw.  The creek chortled merrily beyond a wide grassy area.  A hump backed bridge spanned the creek leading to a gazebo just to the other side.  Beyond the gazebo, stone steps and terraces kept apace with the mountain ending abruptly with a steeply gabled cottage next to the wall. 
“Kowabunga,” said Ygg softly.  

“Come on I’ll race you to the gazebo!” called Sully who was already half way to the bridge.  Ambril and Ygg caught up with her at the top of the bridge and they tumbled into the gazebo together laughing.  Ambril stared straight up at the layered wood roof as she tried to catch her breathe.  

“This is some place,” said Sully.  “I wonder who lived here and-”

“Why anyone would want to move?” finished Ygg

The gazebo had all kinds of curlique’s and carved ornaments.  A vine climbed decorously up one support and draped itself over the roof.  Ambril looked back at the old stone house with its wide windows nestled under the huge shady tree.  “If I lived here, I’d never want to leave.” She said slowly.

“Okay, let’s get down to business, where’s that Ashera?  I think we should finish reading that poem.  It seems to be important,” said Sully sitting down and crossing her legs in the middle of the floor.  
Ambril slowly pulled out the Ashera still open to the poem and took a look at the second verse of the poem.     

Vines and roots forever entwined,

Awaken and lengthen with sinew to bind,

Craft screen and shelter, Fell foes overcome,

Shadows weaken, wither, Woven healing has begun.

Just as with the first verse, letters swam through the verse this time forming a single word: Ambril read it aloud before she could stop herself.

Atyfu
A slithering sound was heard instantly.  Instinctively the three friends backed together in the center of the gazebo away from the outer posts for something was swiftly crawling up them, hundreds of somethings.  They resembled snakes, very sinuous and supple, they twined around the posts and disappeared over the top.  More and more came and seemed toknit themselves together until in less than a minute the three were sealed off from the sunshine encased in a web of  green ropey twine.

“Blimey, what are they snakes?” whispered Ygg.

“No, no,” said Sully who appeared more fascinated than scared.  “They’re vines,” she pointed toward on rapidly growing green shoot which was just unfurling it’s first leaves. “I think you must have called them or something, Ambril.”  She looked at Ambril quizzically.  “What was it you said there at the end? It wasn’t in the poem, I looked this time.”
“I don’t know, I think it was something like Atifoo?  Ah-ti-foo, yeah I think that was it.” Said Ambril.  The words just kinda appeared, like m-m-magic.” 
“Well, we have ta find a way to coax them away right soon, as this roof is like ta fail any minute.”   

Ambril looked up and saw what Ygg meant; the roof had begun to groan and slowly bow in the center as the roof began to buckle under the weight of the vines. She grabbed the Ashera and held it up to the failing light.

“Hey there is something here about stopping the things,” she said excitedly.   Right under the second verse of the poem it said:

Run away, baglan
Just as quickly as they had come the vines began to recede.  In a twinkling they were gone.
“Hey look!” Sully was pointing toward the garden which moments ago had been overgrown with vines and weeds.  It had miraculously been cleared leaving small yellow green shoots and scraggly bushes which looked just as surprised as the kids were to see them. 

“Yowza,” said Ambril as she gazed at the terraced gardens around them.  The remaining plants, though weak and small had a definite place in what Ambril was sure had been a spectacular garden.  Some of the bushier plants needed pruning but the release of the vines made it all seem so much more hopeful, she smiled.

“Wow, some of these things I swear I’ve never seen before, look at this one.” Sully was bending over a plant which appeared to have a bad case of measles.  It was covered with lavender colored pustules.  As Sully leaned in closer, a small bud rose from the foliage and waved invitingly at her.  “Oh look it’s gonna bloom!” She put her nose right up close to it.  The flower bud gently and gracefully opened and Sully peered inside.

Splat!  With a shriek Sully fell backwards and scrambled  away her hands over her face. 
Ambril raced over to her.  “What is it Sully, What happened?” she asked as she tried to pull her friend’s hands away from her face.

Sully’s face was covered with purple slime that smelled like moldy cheese and her eyes were screwed shut.  

“I-I think it was…it was alive,”  said Sully.  “It had a face that sort of leered at me... before it ..you know spit up this stuff.”  She vigorously began wiping it off her face.

“Ouch, my bruise really hurts,” she said as she switched from her hands to her shirt to clean off the nasty smelling goop.

“Here let me see,” said Ambril fearing Sully’s forehead might have gotten worse she peered at her face and gasped.  “The bruise is gone!”

“What?” said Sully feeling it with her hand sure enough her forehead was smooth and without any painful bump, “you’re right! That nasty stuff made it better!” She looked with new respect at the mottled plant.  “I wonder what else it can do.”

Ambril stood lost in thought.  “Ya know, my Great Grandmother was known for her curatives, at least that’s what Dr, Afallen told us right?”  Sully nodded. “And this old house belonged to the Derwens, I wonder if this isn’t her old garden?”

“I think you might be on the right track, take a gander at this,” Ygg had wandered up the path and had stopped in front of a large square stone with what appeared to be rose bushes growing all around. He was pointing at the stone.
Ambril and Sully ran over.  There appeared to be some writing on the stone.  Ambril knelt down and brushed the dirt off the stone.  Written in a curly feminine way were the words.  

Here lies Rosa Derwen,

 keeper of gardens, beloved wife, 
sister to two, mother to one and friend to many.

The stone was dated the year that Ambril and her family had left Flint. Instinctively Ambril took a step back wondering exactly where her great grandmother lay and not wanting to tread on her.

“It’s Okay, she’s lyin this away, no worries ‘bout bothering her,” said Ygg guessing her thoughts and gesturing to how the stone lay parallel to the pathway .  “It sure is a lovely stone,”  he said admiringly.

Ambril saw the familiar tracery, the same as the tracery on the Ashera and around her medallion and nodded. This was definitely her family’s place. 
“I vote we ought to come back here, what do you say?” said Sully, she was trying to scrape some of the purple slime from her shirt into an empty potato chip bag.

“Sure, we still have the third verse of that poem to-.” Ambril stopped at the look Sully and Ygg were giving her.  “Well, maybe we could save that for a bit later.” 

“Yeah, an I’d say it be time to head home,” said Ygg squinting at the setting sun.  
They walked back to the front gates and squeezed back through.  The vines still covered the front of the house Ambril saw with relief, leaving it well camouflaged.  She didn’t want anyone roaming around that garden until they had had a chance to thoroughly explore it.  As she kicked away and began to roll after her friends a large shadow passed overhead; Ambril thought she heard the muffled crackle of leather.   Looking up Ambril started, she could have sworn she had seen a long tail and two huge wings disappear over the house.  She stopped and looked again.  All was quiet, she must have imagined it, whatever it was.  

“Come one!” Ygg yelled back at her, they were already half way down the road.  She decided she really had imagined it and with a crackle of gravel rode off after her friends.     

They pedaled along the tree lined street for a while in silence.  Ambril sniffed the air and remembered something. 

 “Hey, did you hear what those guys in orange were talking about when they first arrived?”
“Nope, I was too busy tryin’ to kep from losin me balance.”  Ygg grinned.

“They were talking about the Library.”  Ambril told them what she had overheard.

“But we were just there and it was fine!” said Sully bewildered.

 “Do you smell that?  It’s smoke and I’m pretty sure I heard Library.  Let’s ride over there on the way home.”   

The smell of smoke became stronger.  As they turned the corner into the road where the Library was they saw three fire trucks pulled up haphazardly to the curb; their bright flashing lights whirling silently.  An ambulance was just pulling away. 
“I’ll be jiggered!”  said Sully.  It was the library alright.  It didn’t look too bad, just one corner of the building still smoked, near where a fire door had been ripped from it’s hinges.  Ambril recognized it as the door that she and Sully had  left the library just a few hours before.  Had Dr. Afallen been hurt? Ygg skidded to a halt in front of them and waved frantically at them to stop.  Ambril wobbled to a halt nearly falling off next to him and followed his line of sight.  Deputy Skarn was talking to the librarian nearby.  Ygg looked mischievously at Ambril.

“Wouldn’t ya like to hear whuts bein’ said there?” he pointed with his chin at the two deep in conversation.  Without waiting for an answer he glided behind a large hedge separating the parking lot from a small park and motioned to them to follow.  Sully and Ambril did the same, before long they were directly opposite the deputy sheriff and the librarian.  There were still jets of water aimed at the building behind the two figures and small rivulets of black sooty water appeared to be making their way toward the small creek just under their feet.

Ambril peering through the brush could see the Librarian somewhat disheveled holding a blanket rather tightly around her shoulders.  
“-As I told you Deputy Skarn, One of the two girls I would recognize again, she is a frequent visitor to the library but the other-“ 

“The one who’s a newbie you’d recognize?”

“Do stop interrupting!  It is most impolite.  I’ll remember to mention it to your aunt Twid at the next tea.”  The librarian drew herself up to her full height, an inch or two taller than the deputy sheriff.  “Yes, though I dislike the term ‘newbie’, I believe she and her parents moved here within the last five years.” 
Ambril realized with a start that they must be talking about Sully and herself.  So the fire must have been started soon after they had left.  A memory of the dark figure in the hallway flashed in her mind.  Could that person have been involved?  Ambril strained to remember what it had looked like.  The figure had either been hunched over or not very tall.  It had had a hood over it’s head which made it difficult to tell whether it was a male or female.  What had been in it’s palm that had glowed?  Ambril felt sure she had seen something like it before and with a start realized it was the ring that she had found.  She turned to Ygg and Sully eager to tell them about what she had seen but hesitated. They already thought she was seeing things, would they understand?  She hesitated and then shook her head ridding it of the figure.  Maybe later.
Skarn had mumbled an apology to the Librarian. Somewhat mollified she continued, “As I was saying the other was new to me.”  She paused to wipe her eyes with a rather sooty handkerchief.  “No I didn’t see them leave.”  She blew her nose loudly. “Drat this smoke, the library will never be the same.”  She sighed heavily sadly observing the firefighters aiming jets of water at the building.  

“Then what happened, Mabel?”

“Miss Bean to you!”  She sniffed at him, then continued.  “And then as I have already told you I saw Riley slink inside.”  She shook her head wearily, “that boy is never up to any good if you ask me.” 

“You’re confusing Riley with Lance, Riley’s never been in trouble in his life whereas Lance…”  The sheriff uneasily hitched up his pants which jingled.

“I know them both as Dogwoods.  That family I wouldn’t trust as far as I could spit, which I never do!” she said resolutely.

“Umm, well Mab-  ‘er  Miss Bean I’m prepared to swear I saw him down by the courthouse round about that time.”

Miss Bean looked shocked and then confused.  “Well, I supposed anyone could make a mistake, Deputy Sheriff Skarn, but I really was quite sure it was Riley.”  Her voice trailed off to a whisper as she relived the moment.

Deputy Sheriff Skarn popped a breath mint into his mouth and noisily sucked on it

“And it was right after this unknown boy arrived that you began to smell smoke and the fire alarm went off, right?”
The librarian nodded mutely and seemed to make up her mind. “It was definitely Riley that I saw, Deputy Skarn, I am quite sure.”  She nodded emphatically at him. “You must have made a mistake.”
The deputy didn’t say anything for a long moment just rocked back and forth on his heels and sucked on his candy.

“Well, that’s interesting, Miss Bean, we’ll just have to see about that now won’t we?”

A very bedraggled firefighter walked up to the two coughing into his red handkerchief. He didn’t look much older than Traz.  “Deputy Sheriff Skarn sir, they found out where the fire started sir.”

“Well where?” Skarn was brusque you could clearly see there was a pecking order in New Market, at least according to Deputy Sheriff Skarn.

“It was in a file cabinet in the hallway just outside of the Town history department, sir.”

“Arson then?

The formidable figure of the librarian shuddered. “Well I’m certainly glad Dr. Afallen had the wherewithal to wriggle through the basement window.  You know he’s not a young man.” 
“Yep, that’s for sure and probably why they carted him off to the hospital in such a hurry.”  The paunchy deputy sheriff scratched his neck thoughtfully.  “He sure didn’t seem anxious to go now did he?  Perhaps he wanted to see how his handiwork progressed.-”

Miss Bean sniffed and threw her shoulders back.  “He’s a dedicated historian.  Of course he wanted to stay with his books and material.  He wanted to make sure they were safe and well cared for.”   The librarian sounded as if the books were family members.  “Are you insinuating that Dr. Afallen had anything to do with this?  That’s utterly ridiculous!  I’d sooner accuse your Auntie Twid!” Huffily the Librarian walked off.  A moment later Skarn followed. 
“Come on!”  Ygg hissed he and Sully began to stealthily follow the two still bickering figures.

It was then that Ambril noticed something odd. One of the little rivulets of black water was not really water at all.  It seemed to be a steady flow of blackened books and smoldering rolls of paper making its way unaided across the parking lot and then turning upstream following the creek bed out of sight. Fascinated Ambril silently clambered down into the creek bed to get a closer look.  The books and paper seem to move of their own accord. Rustling slightly as they brushed against the underbrush.  Balanced on two river stones, Ambril bent down quickly and picked up a very old newspaper as it emerged from the bush.  

There was an intake of breath.  “Herb, oh bother !  Look what’s happened-  Herb, stop that and look up.  She can see you dear.”  There was a fat squirrel and a black rat underneath the book.  The rat appeared to be frozen in the classic way that wild animals do to escape discovery.  The other Ambril recognized as the squirrel she had met in the forest.  It was again talking in a most unsquirrel like way.  Impatiently she said,  “really Herb do you really expect that to work?”  The rat whose name apparently was Herb cautiously swiveled his head toward Ambril.  After a moment he relaxed.  “Oh it’s her is it? AmbrilA? Are you Okay then?  We were that worried about you.” The rat came right over to her and stood on his hind legs rubbing his paws and almost smiling. “Hen patched you up did she?  What a nasty critter that was, I ‘magine you don’t fancy another walk in the forest any time soon do ya!”
Ambril managed a nod, “I-It was you in the forest last night? Well then Th- thanks, by the way   for-” She stuttered.

“We were happy to help,” said the squirrel displaying her large front teeth in a broad smile.  “Happy to help you dearie.”  Echoed the rat still looking up at her adoringly.  

A loud thump and groan made the squirrel whirl around.  A gaunt looking fox had dropped a huge leatherbound book into the mud.  He stood there splay legged panting. 
“Just what to you think you’re doing taking a break?”  Sputtered the squirrel,  “we don’t take breaks! Now march!”  and with a broad smack of the squirrel’s paw on its furry rump the fox wriggled under the book and wobbled off.

“Just what are you doing with this stuff?” asked Ambril.

“Well, we’re er borrowing them, for safe keeping you see until Tobias, ‘er Dr. Afallen is back on his feet, you see.”  She gave a shove to a long roll of parchment which was heading off in the wrong direction.  “We’ll repair what we can and keep them until, well until things are… safe again.”  She smoothed her rumpled fur and looked at the sun.  “Goodness, look at the time!  Well we really must be getting back to work, love.  So nice to see you.”
“Wait! Wait, I-I don’t get any of this--” pleaded Ambril as they prepared to scurry off.

The rat turned back and nodded briefly at the newspaper bundle she still held in her hand.

“That should help you, child,” the squirrel looked at him in horror.  “Now now, Aster, I know what I’m doing.”  His eyes were still on Ambril.  “Take a look see at ‘em, ‘specially the pictures,” he said as his mouth curled in as close to a grin as a rat can get then he turned.  “Come now Aster, let’s tackle that large map that Heather and Woody were having so much trouble with.”  He took Aster’s paw and pulled her back through the hedge.  Ambril could see them racing across the parking lot the squirrel chattering loudly to the rat as they went. 

Ambril glanced at the old brittle papers in her hand.  Carefully she unbundled them. The sun had spent itself and in the failing light Ambril could hardly make out the topmost headlines  ‘HORROR! ATTACK ON THE TOWN’ and the ‘Flint Gazette’ moniker in heavy scroll script across the top.  She folded the old papers carefully resolving to read them later. 
“Hey!, it’s that kid again!  Get him!”  Ambril turned just in time to see Ygg pedaling furiously down the street with several boys in hot pursuit.  He wobbled dangerously as he made the curve and then was gone.

Sully was close behind him but was turning the opposite direction when she shouted back “See you at school tomorrow!”  And then she was gone.

“What do we have here?”  The boy with the bruise above his eye had pulled her bike from the hedge.

“Guess there’s another one around here eh?”  Ambril recognized a freshly scrubbed Lance. He was talking to a familiar figure sitting his bike comfortably in the middle of the gang.  It was Traz.

Ambril stood up and walked toward them.  “I’ll take that bike!” 

Lance smirked.  “Hey it’s the new kid!  We’ve heard about you, what is it, Ambie? Or is it Anvil?”  The rest of the gang snorted.  “Hey Anvil, is this your brother?”  He said motioning to Traz.

Ambril nodded and walking over to the boy holding her bike she pushed him aside and jumped on.  A hand reached out and grasped the handlebar.

“Whoa! Not so fast Anvil, you need permission.”  Lance stood there smirking.

“Say please to your big brother, show the proper respect.”

Ambril could feel her blood rise.  She looked directly at her brother.  “Respect for what being as big a jerk as you are?”  Ambril knocked Lance’s hand away from her bike and shoved off.

“Let her go, this time!  But you’d better stay out of our way, we own this town, don’t you know.  It’s our turf!”  She heard laughter and looking around could see the face of her brother twisted in a nasty smile.

She rode home as fast as she could, trying to make sense of all that had happened to her in the past twenty four hours.  The sun dipped below the mountains plunging the valley in shadows.  She They were snaking up the mountain ridges as she pulled into their driveway.
“Well, well, I see you’ve made it home in one piece.”  Feldez stood in the doorway his arms folded, his lips thin.  
“You’ve given your mother a nasty shock.”  Feldez continued.  “When she heard about the Library fire she went into hysterics.   I had to sedate her again this afternoon.”  He looked at her accusingly as if she had started the fire herself.  “Dinner, this evening will be in your room.  I want you to stay there the rest of the evening.”

That suited Ambril just fine.  She didn’t like the idea of eating with Feldez.  Thinking back she realized that she never really had like him, but now he seemed to be in her face more it hit her.  

“Fine.” 
“I have business to attend to, you may collect your dinner and go straight to your room.” 

Feldez said looking at his watch.

Ambril heaved a sigh of relief, a Feldez free house.  
“But, before you go upstairs, I want to take a look at your backpack, please.”  

It was then that Ambril realized that her backpack along with the box and book were in Sully’s bike basket.

“Oops, I left it with a friend.”  

Feldez shifted his weight in an annoyed fashion.  “A friend?  You are overly trusting aren’t you? You haven’t been here a day and you are carelessly leaving your things with ‘friends’.”  Feldez withdrew his keys from his jacket pocket and with a click opened the door to his jaguar.  “Come, we will find this friend of yours and retrieve your belongings.”

Ambril didn’t move.  “I- I don’t know where she lives.”  Ambril said sheepishly shrugging her shoulders.  “But I am going to meet her tomorrow morning.  I’ll get my stuff then.”

For a moment, Ambril thought Feldez was going to hit her but he regained his composure and pointed to the old newspapers in her hand.  “What is that?”

Ambril shrugged, “Just the newspaper.” Rolled up tightly the way they were they didn’t look quite so old.  The failing sunlight hid their yellowish color.
Feldez sniffed  “See that you take better care of your things.”  He said brushing past her and climbing into his car he started the engine. 

She watched the headlights arc over the shrubbery as the car picked up speed and was gone.  She assumed he was looking for that funny blue stone.  The one that had jumped into the Ashera all by itself. It would have looked really bad if she had told him she had found it in there .  It would have made it seem she had deliberately hidden it from him. How did it get there and what should she do with it now?  And she wasn’t sure she wanted him to know anything about the Ashera at all. Ambril slowly mounted the steps and slipped inside the front door, still musing about the stone as the door closed behind her. 
Chapter 10  
Ambril trudged up the stairs carrying her dinner, Flit perched on the tray and the newspapers tucked under her arm.  Her dinner consisted of a chicken and dumplings and a large slice of apple pie with ice cream.  She took a swig of milk as she sat down at her desk propping the robot up facing her for company. Pulling out the newspapers she unbundled it to the top page and began to read.  It was dated July 23, five years earlier.  The pictures underneath the grisly heading of Horror, town attacked, one dead was one of a partially burned building in front of which was a grassy field with a circle of stone in the center of it.  Ambril thought it looked familiar.  Of course! She had ridden by it just that morning the caption identified it as the town hall.  Ambril remembered its distinctive clock facing Circle Park.  She began to read the article.                                                                                                                       Terror struck the hearts of Flint villagers on midsummer’s night eve when a Dullaith was unleashed at Circle Park.  It apparently occurred when Bren Silva who according to his friend and associate, Feldez Petri, was dabbling in the darker forms of magic lost control of the demon.  In the struggle that followed flammables were spilled and ignited.  Mr. Petri was able to bring the demon under control but barely escaped from the flames.  “We owe a great deal to the quick thinking of Dr. Petri,” said the deputy sheriff Buckthorn.  There’s no telling what might of happened had the creature gotten into the town meeting.”  The Dullaith apparently had been summoned near Dr. Silva’s laboratory in the basement of the school house--                           .Ambril felt as if she couldn’t breathe.  Her Dad had lost his life to a Dullaith that he had conjured,  He had jeopardized the whole town, no wonder Traz didn’t want anyone to connect them with a Dullaith.  And Feldez had apparently saved the day and taken care of it somehow.  She stared at the frozen metal face of the robot.  Perhaps it had recognized her Dad in her somehow and had wanted another taste.  She shuddered then turned the page to continue the article and found a picture of Feldez extending his hand with the blue stone in it to an elderly lady in a wheel chair.  There were several people standing behind her, all in black.  Ambril immediately recognized her mother, her face pale, her eyes looking down and away from the camera.  Whether she was overcome with grief or embarrassment that her husband had done this, Ambril couldn’t tell.  The caption read:  Dr. Feldez Petri returning the Derwen Rosetta to the matriarch of the Derwen family, Rosa Derwen. Ambril looked even more closely at the woman in the wheelchair.  She looked regal and handsome and not at all ashamed.  She was in the act of grasping the stone and looking up at Feldez with an imperious almost angry look.   Tucked in beside her in the chair Ambril recognized the Ashera.   Feldez on the other hand was staring at the stone with an almost hungry expression.  One could tell immediately that he did not want to give it up. Ambril read on:
                                                                                Dr. Petri graciously returned the Derwen Rosetta to its rightful owner, Ms. Rosa Derwen-Rowan today at the Derwen home.  Dr. Petri had been collaborating with Dr. Silva investigating the Dullaith phenomena which has plagued the village for centuries.  Dr. Silva evidently had become enamored of the dark magic and had rashly brought a demon to life in the middle of town tragically ending his life.  When asked shy Dr. Silva could have acted so rashly he stated, “the dark powers do have a tremendous attraction, particularly over weaker minds,” Dr. Petri has vowed to continue his studies privately to try to get to the bottom of the Dullaith and how to control them.                                                                                                                       Ambril raised her head from the newspaper and gazed out the window.  Something wasn’t right.  Here Dr. Afallen, whom Ambril instinctively trusted had praising her father to the sky and yet on the other hand, here was an article claiming he had been dabbling in black magic endangering the entire town.  So Feldez was researching the Dullaith and trying to learn how to control them.  That’s why he had the stone.  Ambril realized with a start that this would be the perfect time to try and return it.  But first she had to get at the stone.  She picked up the Ashera and tried to remember how Ygg had opened it.  She pushed and pulled and prodded for 15 minutes. She looked up at the robot smiling vacuously at her.  “Okay! You try!”  she threw the Ashera  directly at the robot’s head.  With a gently thud the head came off and rolled off the desk.  The Ashera clattered to the desk and sprang open.  Her old soccer sock thumped out.     “Hallelujah!” breathed Ambril picking it up.  She knew she needed to go downstairs and try to get into Feldez’s study while he was still gone but before she went she scribbled the verses down and made a quick pencil rubbing of the symbols.  She had an idea the might have some clue hidden in them.  She picked up the lumpy sock and shoved it in her pocket as she headed for the door. As quietly s she could she slipped out the door and padded down the stairs in her stocking feet.  There were no lights on in her mother’s room as she slipped past it and continued downstairs.  The moon had risen striping the shiny floor with cold brilliance as Ambril tip toed down the hallway.  The refrigerator hummed efficiently as she crept down the corridor.  She held her breathe as she tried the handle of Feldez’s study.  It moved under her hand.  In a flash she was inside carefully closing the door behind her.  Not daring to turn on the light she moved around the desk looking for an out of the way place to put the stone.  The room hadn’t changed much, perhaps it was a bit messier the papers from the desk had spilled onto the floor.  A computer screen blinked on the low bookshelf behind the desk, a screensaver ball careened on and off the screen.  Ambril shook her head as she thought about how strange it was that Feldez could appear to be so organized and in control on the outside yet here in his private study he was ten times more disorganized and messier than Traz.  She carefully removed the stone from her sock and squinted as it flashed and sparkled in her hand.  It was a lovely thing,  Ambril’s eyes were drawn to it.  It began to pulse gently in her hand matching her heartbeat and in the intake of her breathe.  As her eyes became accustomed to the inner depths she began to see moving shapes within, some of which she thought she recognized.  There was a swirl of blue around her and she suddenly found herself someplace different.  She was standing on a small hill there was blue mist swirling around. It began to thin in places and solidify in others to form mountains and a valley.  The outline of a giant man lumbered toward her sweeping the mist from his path.  He took no notice of her but knelt down and rammed his arm into the ground.  Hie pulled it out with a small sucking pop and patted the ground he had disturbed.  Immediately a plant began to grow.  Larger and larger it became until it was a magnificent tree, it moved and rustled it’s iridescent leaves though there was no wind.  There was no sound as Ambril felt it regard her,  take in everything about her and accept it.  She felt more alive than she had ever known.  Suddenly a dark shadow passed over them.  A dragon circled then majestically settled in the uppermost branches.  It’s steely green eyes glinted as it roared a plume of fire and smoke down at her.  Ambril shivered and drew closer to the tree, shielding herself with i’s  lower branches.  At the base of the tree sat a young woman laughing into a swirl of brilliant light.  As she approached the woman turned and laughing ran to her.  Her face looked familiar, where had she seen her before?  With a flash Ambril realized the woman before her was a younger version of Rosa Derwen, the woman in the newspaper article accepting the stone from Feldez.  As she drew close the swirl of light surrounded them both and Ambril realized that the light came from a cluster of glowing beings, small flying ones.  They were fairies.  Rosa smiled warmly at her and held up her hand palm side out.  Ambril struggled to raise her hand but she could not.  Her great grandmother looked disappointed but smiled just the same.  Two small winged figures approached her slowly, a man and a woman.  Each of them had a single circle of gold around their heads, royalty Ambril guessed.  Hovering inches from her face,they regarded her closely, suspiciously.  Ambril could barely breathe, they were both beautiful of course, fairies always are with a glow to their skins.  Their wings sparked and whirred behind them.  The male held up his hand and blew something at her face.  It shimmered and made her sneeze and giggle.  Fairy dust? Come on that was just in Peter Pan wasn’t it?  She looked around her at the giant, dragon and the airies and realized that she was in a fairy tale.  The fairies hadn’t moved, they were still staring at her in amazement.  Rosa began to laugh throwing her head back and whirling around she danced her warm brown eyes alive with jubilation.
Out of the corner of her eye Ambril saw a black vine snake up the trunk of the tree.  Looking down Ambril saw black scaly roots shot through the grass.  The vines multiplied quickly overpowering all living plants within reach.  There were already hundreds of them snaking up the trunk and binding the branches.  As she watched the vines bulged and flexed choking the tree.  She could feel it shudder.  
The wild celebration went on under it, the black vines unnoticed.  Rosa danced with the fairies, the giant smiled.  Ambril tried to warn them but they didn’t notice.  The black vines had crawled up her legs and were pulling her down into the ground.  The fairies whirled around the dancing woman as she struggled to free herself, but she couldn’t and with a gasp she plunged underground.  For a moment it was utterly dark.  Ambril sensed a presence, a hostile presence all around.  It seemed to be in the black vines that bound her and in the dirt and air surrounding her.  Suddenly an image appeared before her eyes.  An image of two snakes devouring each other as a scaly black talon crushed and squeezed them.  Ambril recognized it as the image on the lost ring, the one she had found during the fire.  A low guttural laugh sounded all around her, she felt cold eyes on her; she was being scrutinized and evaluated. Two red fiery gashes  began to flow behind the image.  It took a moment before Ambril realized they were eyes.  They slowly came into focus as the image faded behind.  It was a misshapen face mangled and scarred which was not entirely human or at least hadn’t been for some time.  So jagged and gashed were its contours Ambril had to work to see that what it used as a mouth had wrinkled into a leer. 
“So it is time then,”   it said. Its laugh sent spikes of cold chills through Ambril’s body.  Ambril struggled against the unseen bonds, wriggling and wrenching her body from side to side.  In another swirl of blue she found herself  back in Feldez’s study still clutching the stone.  Her body was bathed in sweat, she shook from head to toe she looked at the brilliant pulsing stone in her hand and made a sudden decision. and shoved the stone as far under the piles of paper on the desk as she could   Still shaken, she reached out for the bookshelf for support and jiggled the computer screen.  Instantly, the computer sprang to life.  Ambril turned and glanced at an email Feldez had carelessly left up on the screen.  He must have been in the act of reading it just before he left.  It said:

Received package for services rendered.  Don’t worry It will be carefully administered; only the deserving will receive it. Our source apologizes for the thing’s ill timed appearance.  He said they don’t always come on cue.  He is willing to try to conjure another at your convenience but it will cost you more.  

Underneath blazed the familiar symbol of the endless snakes crushed by a talon.

Ambril jumped away stunned.  That awful thing in her own house.  In Feldez’s study! Panicing she raced out of the room and slammed the door behind her.  She lunged up the stairs not caring how much noise she made, not stopping until she was safe in her room with the door locked.  Panting and shaking she stood in the middle of her room.  

Feldez was part of it.  He was the reason the Dullaith had appeared and attacked them. Was that his intention?  Did he really want them dead?  Ambril thought about it for a while and slowly shook her head.  No, why would he want that?  She didn’t think he thought much about them at all.  But neither did she think that he was involved with all of this for the good of the town.  There was something more, but what?

She thought again about the jagged misshapen face, the cold stark fear that she had felt in it’s presence.  Who or what was that?  What had it meant by ‘it is time then,’ time for what? She shivered once again, she wasn’t at all sure she wanted to be involved.
She had recovered enough to realize how filthy she was and how tired.  A bath was just the thing.  She turned the taps on high and loaded it with bubbles.  She threw off her clothes and slid beneath the mounds of frothy white suds which quickly took the shape of dragons, giants and impish fairies.  The thought of them all dancing under the tree made her smile. What sort of image was that?  Was that a connection to some other magical dimension?  She knew Rosa was dead, perhaps the afterlife? Weird.  And the black vine, it grew without them even noticing.  Was it some wort of warning?  Ambril  slid under the water holding her breath but the images followed her there.  Who could she ask about it all?  She held her breath for as long as she could and then raised herself again.  The bubbles were receding.  Not for the first time she wished they were still back in San Francisco in their snug old house.  Mr. Ching was there, she could ask him about the dragon; he knew all about dragons.  She thought about Mr. Ching and the way his green eyes twinkled when he laughed.  There had been something familiar about the dragon in her vision and she remembered suddenly what it was.  The dragon looked much like the dragon tattoo on Mr. Ching’s arm.  Perhaps she had incorporated that image of a dragon into the vision, that made sense. She smiled to herself as she reached for the shampoo.  So she wasn’t crazy, there was some logic to it, maybe not a lot; just enough to make her feel comfortable about telling Ygg and Sully about what she had seen.  Suddenly she felt much  better.  The shampoo slopped off her nose as she scrubbed behind her ears.  
As above also below, 

Vines and roots forever entwined,

Present, future and past combine, 

Braid tightly friend and foe.

May tree which withered will again grow, 

Awaken and lengthen with sinew to bind,

Freeze frenzied tines of time, Allow fate’s path to slow.

Bleak darkness gathers, Ring together as one,

Craft screen and shelter, Fell foes overcome,

Awaken Irmensul braid all as one.

Ill fated freed of fetters, Liberated, the chosen has come,

Shadows weaken and wither, Woven healing has begun,

Awaken Yggdrasil braid all as one.

As above also below,

May tree which withered will again grow,

Bleak darkness gathers, Ring together as one,

Ill fated freed of fettered, Liberated, the chosen has come.

Vines and roots forever entwined,

Awaken and lengthen with sinew to bind,

Craft screen and shelter, Fell foes overcome,

Shadows weaken and wither, Woven healing has begun.

Present, future and past combine, Braid tightly friend and foe,

Freeze frenzied tines of time, Allow fate’s path to slow,

Awaken Irmensul, braid all as one,

Awaken Yggdrasil, braid all as one.
CHAPTER 11

The purring metal box awakened Ambril blinking the ungodly hour of 7:00 AM  She groaned, her first day at her new school.  She rolled out of bed into her clothes and slumped down the stairs.   On the table was a bowl of cereal and orange juice.  She wasn’t juice into Traz and Dirne’s glasses and emtied half of her cereal into Traz’s bowl.

“I saw that,” Traz slid down the banister landing with a leer and sauntered over to the table.  “But I’ll accept the offering.”

“What are you doing hanging out with Lance and his gang?” asked Ambril.
“Saving your derriere,” said Traz as he sloshed milk into his bowl and took a big bite of cereal.  “If I hadn’t ‘ave bin ‘ere, you’d ‘ave bin toast,” he rolled the cereal around in his mouth and crunched.

Ambril rolled her eyes.

“You need to watch ou’ for tho’ guys, they’re ou’ to get you,” said Traz taking another gargantuan bite of cereal.

“Well you’re sure not gonna be much help are you, if you’re gonna be his best friend, ” said Ambril scowling as she  grabbed her bowl and took it into the kitchen.  There was a paper bag on the counter with her name on it.  “Where’s Mom?” she called over her shoulder as she stuffed the bag lunch into her pack.

“Still asleep I guess,  Feldez gave her some more stuff last night,” came the reply.  “He thinks-“

“What do I think?” a cold voice asked from the stairwell. Ambril snapped up and turned around.  Coming down the stairs was the slim well dressed master of the Dullaith, the man who had almost killed her, accidentally sure, but still…Ambril’s body stiffened instinctively. “An, nothing just that you thought Mom needed to rest,” said Traz. 
Feldez nodded and gave a tug to his cuffs.  “this has been a surprisingly difficult transition for her,” he stared hard at Traz.  “And you have not helped the situation,  from now on I want more cooperation.  No more scaring your mother half to death.”       and whistled cheerily as he headed for the door.  He turned and leveled his gaze at Ambril, “this applies to you as well, Ambril.”

It was all Ambril could do to keep herself from throwing her cereal bowl at him she was so angry, but she resisted and lowering her eyes she nodded.

Feldez did not appear to notice her feelings.  Giving a curt not he walked quickly out the door.  Ambril could hear him whistling cheerily as he slipped into his car.  The engine purred, the crackle of gravel signaled he was away.

Ambril let out a sigh of relief and looked at Traz.  “Ya know he had something to do with the Dullaith that we saw.”

Traz looked at her disbelieving.  Ambril told him what she had seen on his computer carefully avoiding the episode with the stone.  She knew he wouldn’t believe that.  His eyes widened when she told him what she had read on his computer screen.  He made her repeat it just to be sure and then without a word, he got up and moved toward the door.

“Well? Aren’t you gonna say something?  Shouldn’t we try to tell Mom or something?”  Ambril asked exasperated.

Traz turned slowly toward her it wasn’t until she noticed his clenched fist that she realized how upset he was.  “I told you, you idiot, we can’t tell a soul about what we saw, and just how are we gonna tell her?  She’s drugged half the time and the rest of the time it’s like she’s in a fog,” he paused groping for something and then sighed. “I have to think,” he picked up his backpack and made for the door.  “We’ll talk tonight,”  with a bang the front door slammed behind him.

Ambril’s heart was leaden as she climbed on her bike but the cool morning breeze and bright spring sunlight lifted her spirits in spite of everything.  She pulled up to the bike rack in front of the noisy crowded schoolyard a few minutes later feeling much better.

“Hey! Ya made it! Any trouble last night?”  Sully ran up smiling.  She had a large flowery bag in her hand.  “Here this has your book inside, get it into that backpack of yours.”  Sully held out the bag, Ambril grabbed it and quickly zipped it safely into her back pack.

“You mean from Lance?  No, I got away alright, my brother was there though he didn’t lift a finger to help me, I think they held back because of him.”  Ambril smiled ruefully at Sully as she took off her bike helmet and strapped it on her seat.  “Traz thinks they’re out to get us.”

“Yeah, well that’s nothing new for me, and what would they do with us when they had us huh? They’re all bluster, nothin’ to back it up.” 
“Oh, ya must be jawin’ bout Lance yeah?”  Ygg walked up to them with a smile. “Her didna look very tough facin a Dullaith now ded he?  Ygg chuckled remembering how Lance shrieked and ran for cover.  “If he ever tries anything all we have ta do is blow a bit of smoke his way and he’ll turn tail in a blink!”  and he laughed

Ambril and Sully laughed with him.

“Hey, I have to tell you what I saw in Feldez’s study last night.”  Ambril said excitedly and told them all about what she had seen on the computer screen. They listened attentively as they turned and walked toward the school “I had this weird sort of dream too, while I was holding the stone.” Ambril continued and gave them a shortened version of what had happened to her when she looked into the stone.”  She shivered again when she remembered the disfigured face with the fiery eyes.

“Wow, cool dream,” Sully was sufficiently awed by her story. “So what did the fairies look like again?”

Ygg had scrunched up his face thinking.  “That kinda rings a bell. Ya know thar’s an old story ‘bout an evil magic wielder, wanted the usual thing ya know, take over the world, kill all the good en it and make it a dung heap.”  He stopped to think some more.  “He was finally brought down by a posse a five of the most powerful witches and wizards in the world.”  He scratched his head, “His name was Muldoney? Muzzy?”

“Muzzy? No self respecting bad guy is gonna let anyone call him Muzzy!”

“Oh yeah, that was me old math teacher’s name.” said Ygg unhelpfully.

Just then the bell rang and the kids began to cram themselves through the front doors. The three joined the throng debating cheerfully how evil someone could be with a name like Muzzy. Ygg said that he didn’t think there could be anything more evil than a really nasty math teacher.
Ambril, with the help of her friends found the office quickly and was given her class schedule with a sniff from the school secretary.  “Your mother was supposed to come along today and sign some forms.”

“Oh, sorry she’s not feeling well,” said Ambril, “I’ll tell her though.”  The secretary nodded briefly to her and went back to her papers.

Out in the hallway, Sully was examining her schedule.  “Oh great, you have Mr. Pinwydden for English with me and Ygg you’re in Ms. Bay’s Science class 3rd period aren’t you? They went through her entire schedule and found that one or the other of them and sometimes both were in every class with her.  Ambril felt a lot less nervous.

A second bell sounded “Crickeys! We’re gonna be late.” Said Ygg and the three of them raced down the hall and skittered into the third classroom from the end just as the bell ceased to ring.

“So glad you could join us,”  said a voice dryly.  “Ah our new student, excellent!” a tall thin and graceful man mincing toward them.  He had short brown hair and a brilliant green scarf knotted at his neck. A pencil thin moustache outlined his smile.  
“You must be Ambril Petri correct?” he said as he gestured gracefully at her. Ambril started when she hears Feldez’s last name. 
“Ah no, there’s been a mistake,” she said defiantly.  She wasn’t about to use Feldez’s last name after what she had found out the night before.  “My last name is Silva, I’m Ambril Silva.”

Mr. Pinwydden blanched but then quickly recovered.  “Oh, I ‘m so sorry, I thought- well, it doesn’t matter, you certainly would know your own name now wouldn’t you, Ambril Silva, welcome to 6th grade English.”  He gestured toward an empty seat toward the back of the room.  “Please have a seat. Now children, open your books to page 357, we’re going to discuss Myths and Legends, specifically Celtic.” 
The rustle of books and paper reached a crescendo and then slowly died out.  Ygg had his hand in the air.
“Yes, Mr. Drasil,” Mr. Pinwydden clapped his thin hands together silently.”

I was just puzzling about a story I heard as a wee child bout an evil being named Muz- or Muldozey“ 

“Oh you mean Moroz?”
“Yeah, that be him!” Ygg crowed excitedly.  
He looked over at Ambril and Sully as if to say “Ya see!”
“That is really just a local legend.  I don’t believe it’s ever left these mountains.”  continued Mr. Pinwydden.
“But it’s an interesting one. Legend has it that there was once a wealthy farmer who had a son whom he named Moroz. They lived in a small village deep in the forest.  His mother died during childbirth; an incident that the superstitious villagers could not ignore.  They shunned him.  When he was still very young, his father married a hard faced woman who became jealous of Moroz’s intelligence and abilities and neglected him further while championing her own son.
A short while after their marriage, Moroz’s father was found dead, Moroz is implicated though it is never proven (he was really poisoned by his wife) Moroz was despised by the community even more now that he was viewed as responsible for both of his parents death.
After the funeral, Moroz was forced to leave school and work in the mines.His stepmother forced him to live in a shack, dressed in rags and to eat the leavings of their table. The only one who showed him any kindness was his half sister whom it’s believed he truly loved.  When the mother discovered this, she married her daughter off to a merchant who spirited her away one night.
Moroz was devastated by this and ran away to find her.  He spent a year searching for her and when he finally found her, it was in a graveyard; she had died in childbirth.  Moroz grieving and vowing revenge, turned away from all he knew and entered the forest.  No one knows where he went or how he spent his time but it is rumored that he sought out the most vile and evil creatures between heaven and hell and bartered his soul in exchange for power.  When he returned 20 years later he was unrecognizable, so twisted and misshapen was he. He showed no remorse or pity and ruthlessly flattened his home town leaving not one soul alive, he took great delight in the torture of his half brother and then went in search of the baby that had ended his half sister’s life.  He killed all who opposed him and bent others to his will.  He grew more powerful every year until the 5 ancient families combined their powers and ensnared him, imprisoning him for all eternity.  They say his hounds can still be seen running the forest in search of his prison.” Ambril’s ears perked up at the mention of hounds, she raised her hand, “hounds sir?”“Yes,” said Mr. Pinwydden fussing with his scarf,  “the Cerberus, the hounds of hell. Some say it a single dog with three heads and others that it is a group of 3 single minded dogs.  They are said to breathe fire and have red eyes.  It is part of the legend that they are loyal to only him.”  
Ambril sat stunned and looked over to Sully and Ygg.  They appeared not to have made the connection between the animals they had heard on the other side of the wall and Mr. Pinwydden’s description, could it have been the Cerberus they had seen?  After a moment’s thought Ambril shrugged, perhaps she had seen a tree stump in the water and not a huge dog’s paw. 

Riley had raised his hand.  “Sir, does anyone know where he’s imprisoned?”
“If such a prison exists, remember this is just a legend, not fact logically it should be located within a few miles of this town as the five ancient families are here.” Said Mr. Pinwydden.
Riley had his hand in the air again.  “How was he imprisoned?”
“No one knows really but probably it would involve some sort of living magic to counteract—wait! What am I doing?” Mr. Pinwydden slapped his forehead with the palm of his hand.  “Now you see class, this is what I mean by a Legend, it has just enough truth in it to make it believable but also enough fantasy to make it fantasy,”  He laughed in a high staccato, “you be the judge.”  He clapped his hands together.  “Now back to our lesson, Celtic Myths and Legends.  How many of you know the story of King Arthur?” Mr. Pinwydden turned toward the board.
Ambril had a hard time following the rest of the lecture she was so immersed in her own thoughts about the hounds of hell and a forest prison.  Those firey red eyes  haunted her thoughts.  The bell rang but it took a nudge from Sully for her to pick up her books and head to her next class.
“See what did I tell ya!”  Moroz! Now that’s a great yarn yeah?” said Ygg. They all had P.E. next and so headed outside into the bright sunlight.
“Not so very yarnish, really,” said Ambril.  “What if it’s really true? That dream I had sure felt real.”  She thought suddenly about the symbol she had seen now three times.  There had to be a connection to it somehow, but who to ask? 

The class lounged around the playground until a rather plump, perspiring man in a too tight jogging suit walked hurriedly up to them.  Ambril recognized him as Bob Berry from Bob’s Bot’s.  The kids around her smiled when they saw him, Ambril  knew that was a good sign, this would be a fun class.
“Hello, hello, again students! I hope you had an enjoyable break,” Bob patted his ample belly, “I certainly enjoyed mine,” his eyes swept the group until he found Ambril trying to look inconspicuous.  “And here is our newest student Ambril is it?” he said waving vigorously at her.  Class this is Ambril! Say Hello”

A mumbled hello rumbled through the group. “Excellent! So to start off with, I want you to run 2 laps around the grounds then we’ll do some calisthenics’to music,” there were some quickly smothered giggles as Mr. Berry made some awkward disco like stabs. “Ready? Go!”

Everyone dropped their backpacks and started off jogging around the first curve. Lance and his buddies streaked by.  Ygg, already who was already breathing heavily began to fall behind.  Sully and Ambril matched his step and let the others pass them.  Before long they were well behind and they slowed to a walk.  Ambril looked behind her the only other one behind them was Riley who appeared to be limping.
“Poor kid,” said Sully waving at him, “what a family he’s got.”  She turned and patted Ygg on his back he was beginning to wheeze.  “I guess running is not your thing, right Ygg?” 

Ygg only nodded.  It had been a clear bright day but spilling over the mountains to the north were some ugly black rain clouds. 

 “Oh those don’t look very good,” said Ambril.  “I was hoping we could go back to that old house this afternoon.”

“Why can’t we?” There’s the gazebo to keep the rain from us, if it get’s really bad we can go inside the old place.” Said Ygg with a shrug.

“No, no I don’t think we should go inside,” said Ambril hurriedly.  For some reason, she felt protective of the old place.  “But the gazebo might work, what do you think Sully?”

Before she could answer there was a high scream directly behind them.  Ambril whirled to see Lance doing what appeared to be some sort of dance, except he seemed to be in terrible pain.  Even stranger he appeared to be caught in the middle of a glowing image on the playground.  

“Help me! 

His friends had stopped in their tracks afraid to help him as he writhed in pain. Hopping on one foot and then the other as if the playground had been transformed into a hot bed of coals.  He managed to hop over to one of his friends who put a hand out to pull him out but instead was sucked in.  He immediately began writhing and screaming just as Lance was.  Ambril was bumped and shoved aside as Mr. Berry blew through the ring of students.

He took one look at the agonized pair and yelled over his shoulders “Olaf! A nullifier quick! Mix some cham’ and lots of HC!” Turning back to the students he muttered something under his breath, the two seemed immediately to be in less pain and stopped jumping around.  Mr. Berry then put his hands out toward the students and made grabbing motion.  The students appeared frozen and hovered briefly above the ground.  With a quick flick of his wrists Mr. Berry was able to fling the students out of the web of glowing lines.  Both kids landed with a grunt in some bushes but soon rolled out.

Olaf ran up carrying a pail of steaming brown murky liquid.

“Vere do yoou need---.”  Olaf stopped and stared.  “No, that cannoot be.”  He was staring at the green lines on the pavement. He raised a quivering finger and pointed.  “It is his-”

“Shhh,” you’ll scare everyone half to death.”  Said Mr. Berry quickly. 

Ambril looked to where he was pointing.  The green lines did make an image.  She could make out a snake like image with a large talon-.  She gasped, 
“Oh my gosh, it’s the sign that I saw-“ Ambril stopped when Sully jabbed her in the ribs.  She looked over and saw Mr berry watching her closely. 

With a whoosh Olaf emptied the bucketful of liquid on the image then began to brush it carefully around.  Where ever it touched the green lines they immediately faded. It had a familiar scent.

Sully whispered “What no marshmallows?”  Ambril suddenly realized that it smelled like hot chocolate.
An ambulance screamed onto the playground.  Two men in white overalls jumped out and began to efficiently load the two boys onto stretchers. Mr. Berry walked the stretchers to the back of the ambulance patting and tucking the blanket around each one.  Then he turned and looked straight at Ambril, Ygg and Sully.       

“Here you three come with me.”  Mr. Berry was looking sternly at them.  He motioned to the school.  

They walked silently into the school just as the police cruiser pulled up and Deputy 
Sheriff Skarn got out.  

M.r Berry ushered them to his office, a tiny cramped, space next to the boy’s bathroom and waved them into three chairs.  He perched onto the desk and studied them unsmiling. “Soo, tell me what you saw just now.”

“Well,” Sully began, “We saw Lance and Drew being tortured by a weird symbol that had not been there a few minutes before when we jogged by there. It just suddenly appeared.”  Sully shrugged.

“Go on,” said Mr. Berry folding his arms.

“Then,” Ygg continued, “we saw you run up and wave your hands around and then Lance and his buddy went into the bushes right quick.” Ygg smiled wide. “it looked right like magic.”

Mr. Berry glared at him, for a moment Ambril thought he would hit him but he seemed to collect himself. “Magic is NOT ALLOWED in this village, you know that Ygg,” he paused and studied the dirty linoleum floor. “Magic users are thrown out at best and jailed at worst.  They are considered,” he paused again and unconsciously pulled at the collar of his sweat shirt, “dangerous to the community.” He quickly got up and walked around his desk.  “Perhaps what you saw was me giving directions to the two boys to jump toward the bushes.”  He looked hopefully over his glasses at the three children in front of him. 

There was a loud knock on the door.  M.r Berry jumped and then looked at each of them separately he walked over to the door.  Actually he just reached over, the room being so small. Outside was the hulking form of Sheriff Skarn.

“Well now here y’all are. Good, this’ll make it easy.” He pulled a rumpled black notepad out of his pocket.  “The Amb’lance folks said they thought the boys’d be fine,”  he said pushing up the brim of his hat.   “Now, I heard from the other kids that you three were nearby when it happened.  What’d ya see, anything out of the ord’nary?”  

Ambril looked at Sully and Ygg and nodded.  “We didn’t see anyone there that shouldn’t have been, we were one of the last to ‘um jog around the playground.  I think that only Riley was behind us, he seemed to be hurt. Lance was working on his second lap and had just passed the first corner when we heard him yell. We turned around and ran back to where that weird symbol was,” said Ambril in a rush.

“Was there anyone else around when you came up to it?”

“No, we were the first there and then M.r Berry came.  The other kids came up after that,” said Sully.     
“Where was Riley?” 
The three of them looked at each other.  “We didn’t see him.” Ygg said, “maybe he set himself down, he didna look too good, limpin the way he was.”

Deputy Sheriff Skarn concentrated on his notepad, his tongue listed to one side in his open mouth, “’okay, then what happened?”

“Well then Mr. Berry-,” Ambril looked at Bob scrunched down in his chair, “-directed the kids to jump into the bushes away from the green lines and Olaf came with this bucket of-,”

“Cleaning solution,” interrupted Bob as he sat up straighter in his chair.

“-right, yeah, and flushed the thing away. Then of course, you arrived.”

Deputy Sherrif Skarn scratched laboriously in his pad for several minutes before looking up.  “Didja see what them lines were?  Were they paint or sumpin else?”

“Um no sir, we didn’t really notice what they were,  I though they looked a little more like paint than anything else,” said Sully unhelpfully. “But they were a fluorescent green color, the color you think might glow in the dark.”
Deputy Skarn nodded wisely.  “It sounds like just a prank some kid cooked up,” he leaned heavily on the door jamb. “Maybe them kids were just play actin’ at bein in pain ter git outta school.”  He nodded again frowning, “It wouldn’t be the first time for them two to try an’ git outta schoolwork.” He straightened up and stuffed his notepad backing his pocket.  “I’ll just look around a bit more before writin up my report.”  He tipped his hat at Bob and sauntered down the hallway.

Mr. Berry let out an audible sigh of relief and smiled at them.
“See ya tomorrow Mr. Berry,” The three got up to go. 

“Wait, not so fast, I want to where you have seen the-,” he was interrupted by another insistent knock on the door.  Rolling his eyes he reached over and opened it.

Deputy Sherrif Skarn stood there scratching his head. “Just one more thing Mr. Berry, I was wondrin-,”  

“Yes, Yes, just one moment,” Mr. Berry turned toward the three kids.  “Alright, we’ll continue this discussion another time.  You may go.” He pointed toward the door.

“Okay, Bye Mr. Berry,” and the three escaped to the hallway. 

“Phew, that was a bit uncomfortable wasn’t it,” whispered Sully as they walked quickly away. 
“But it’s great ta know that Bob is a real magic user, In’t it!” said Ygg.

“Shhh! He’ll lose his job and everything if anyone finds out!” said Sully elbowing him hard.
So the kids go on to Science which is being taught by none other than Betula Plaintain.  Ms. Plaintain gets them started extracting DNA from strawberries.  As she circling the room  Ambril and Sully she talks to them about fairies and about how humans and fairies used to help each other more.  There were actual friendships between them but something unfortunate happened and the fairies felt betrayed by humans and no longer help them.  In fact, some thing they go out of their way to hinder humans. (give funny examples ).

Some of the kids laugh and say you know that isn’t true, there aren’t any fairies, there’s no such thing as magic.  Ambril and Sully just smile at each other.

After school they meet up with Ygg and decide to go and see the old house again.   Sully is excited about the Aztarte book and wants to show the other two what she’s found out. They get off they’re bikes and are walking toward the old house when, with a loud bang a huge, giant of a man appears before them and claps Ygg on the back laughing.  “Congratulations boy !  Ya beat the family record a’ magicin!”  

Ygg sprawled face down in the dirt turned his head and squinted up pop eyed at the oversized stranger.  He was very wide with a long body and short stubby but powerful looking legs.  He wore no shirt but a short pants that appeared to be woven out of bristling barbed wire and no shoes.  He hadn’t much hair but what he did have he had carefully braided with beads and swept up in a top knot which jiggled every time he spoke. His features were broad and his mouth was opened in a wide smile showing all of his 3 greenish teeth. His tiny blue eyes twinkled. He laughed a deep growling sound and with two fingers picked Ygg up by his shirt and set him on his feet.

“Sorry lad! I forgot your only a half-pint.”  So you did a right good pound,  I felt it clear through to me bones.” He shook his head and Ambril realized that his beaded hair was had bones tied onto the bottom like ribbons.  She didn’t want to know who’s bones they were.  
He swung a huge fist at his chest and pounded, a bell like sound resonated.  “I be your Unc’.  I be your pa’s brother.  Me name’s  Masarn.”

Ygg looked at him stunned.  “But, how can we be related,”  he looked at himself and then back at the burly stranger,  “We aren’t even,  we don’t look anything like each other,” he jabbered. 
The large man sighed and shook his head putting in motion all of the beads and bones.  “For sure, you be right, he was the runt of the litter, that be true.” He hesitated a bit. “But truth be told, he an’ me had different Ma’s,”  he reached up and scratched his ear. “Me Ma passed just after me birth, an’ Da married another, your Gran, Gran Drasil.”

Ygg started.  “That be the name of me Gran alright.”
The big man grinned in a lobsided way and nodded.  Something about his smile reminded her of Ygg.  She suddenly wasn’t afraid of him.

“I’ve come ta take ye to a proper magic school now that it’s shown itself in you.”  He patted Ygg on his head which to Ambril looked like it hurt.  “Now where be your things?”  He looked around as if he expected Ygg’s clothes to be stacked by the side of the road.

 “I go to school here an’, I do na want to go to another, sir.  I am happy here with me friends.” Said Ygg hesitantly.
“Call me Unc, that be nout proper schoolin for one such as you. Ya needs ta learn from the best school the ways of the soil.” He scoffed, which sounded like grating steel, “I be thee one to take ye thar, yourn father, god rest his soul would a wanted it.”

Ygg looked up resolutely at his Uncle and swallowed.  “I, I want to stay here, with my friends, though, I don’t want to go,” he said simply.
 Ygg’s Uncle brought his face down to within inches of Yigg’s face and rasped,  “But I’n nout sure this is the best for ye, young Yigg, you belong in the forest, you  know you do.” He cocked his head at him and smiled his three tooth smile.  Ambril thought she heard his face crack a bit.  His breath smelled like fresh mushrooms

Yiggy looked uneasily at his uncle and then at his friends and then said quietly.  “I understand what you be sayin’ uncle and I’m thinkin’ you might be right, but I’m nout ready to leave this place yet.”

His Uncle’s face grew serious and for along minute he stared at Yiggy.  Ambril grew apprehensive,  what was to keep him from just picking him up and carting him off?  The man appeared to be built from rock and steel. She held her breath.  Finally he blinked and slowly raised himself to standing.  He nodded to Yigg.  “If you ever need my help nephew,” he said loudly staring pointedly at the high nosed Mrs. Twid and then around the crowd, “Just sound the call, and I’ll come.”          
Yiggy looked puzzled for a minute and then his Uncle winked at him.  He raised his foot and began to stomp the ground.  The sound was enormous, like crashing waves and clashing symbols rolled into a burst of thunder.  The trees and bushes quaked and quivered on either side of the road.
“Try et,” he nodded to Ygg.

Ygg raised his foot hesitantly and stomped the ground, nothing happened.

“Ya have to think ‘bout et, like you be sendin’ a message or hammerin’ a bell,” he nodded again at Ygg, “give it another go, the magic’s in the ground.”

Ygg raised his foot again and brought it down hard.  Ambril could feel a slight buzz travel up her legs.

Ygg smiled proudly.

“That’s a start.”  He looked again at Ygg. “Ya know iffen I took ye to the magic school you’d be doin’ this in your sleep, by Tuesday.”  He strode over and gave Yiggy another pat on the head and then turned and marched into the forest.  In a few moments the forest was silent. 
Sully put a hand on Ygg’s dazed shoulder.  “Come on, I think we need to break out the Oreos.” 

They skooched through the gate and down the walk. It wasn’t until they were half way across the bridge before Ambril remembered @@@. (discussion of what happened, some sort of clue that Ambril overheard or saw, perhaps Betula’s talk about fairies? Or about Lance threatening Riley after the symbol appears, Lance knows that it was Riley but the other kids think that Lance is just being a bully and knows who did it and is protecting them  IT was lance’s friends who were caught in the symbol, not lance who stands there on the sidelines doing nothing and looking afraid  he knows that Riley set it up for him, however, and confronts Riley  this is what Ambril overhears).

Sully pulls out the Aztarte book and Ambil notices several book marks.  Sully had been yawning all day and Ambril had remarked earlier at how tired she looked.  She now looked really excited.  
“This is amazing guys, I found all sorts of stuff,  stuff I’ve always wanted to do.”  She said excitedly as she opened the book to one of the bookmarks.

“Like what?”  said Ygg skeptically.

“Like this!” Said Sully as she pushed the book over toward the other two and pointed.   
Ambril and Ygg put their heads together and read:

Air Ambulation and Floating  

for 10 minute flights
below it was a list of very peculiar ingredients such as “1-2 warts of St. John’s Warts” and “a dusting of the red from redwood

“You mean like Flying?”  Ambril’s eyes widened.  That had always been her dream, to soar above the houses and trees.  She looked hard at her friend.  “Okay,  let’s go and see this place tomorrow.”

 If you want to make an exit memorable try Now you see them Now you don’t powder.  Guaranteed 30 minutes depending on the freshness of ingredients.( give recipe)

   To rid  one’s trees of dragons rib you must gently hum a lullaby and stroke the lower ribs.  When they begin to relax, gently slide the vines off the tree and put them in a sturdy box to be disposed of.  Careful control of Dragon’s rib is essential.  If the vines flourish of course, the dragons will come. 

‘Boom powder, just a little pinch for the 4th of July!” the faded handwritten label read.  “You need fresh ingredients really,  this stuff is just for beginners really.

