Ambril’s tale

Chapter 1
It would seem unusual to see two squirrels arguing in perfectly good english but nothing ever really seems usual when you look at it carefully. And everyone was much too busy running around shouting to pay attention to them anyway.  It had been an unusual day all the way around,  disturbingly unusual.  The squirrels  sniffed and barked at each other as squirrels and some people do, one occasionally paused to  blow her nose on a clover leaf.
“ OH the smoke,  I can barely see.”  She sniffed and coughed sitting up on her ample haunches.  “Terrible fire”, she stopped tugging on the book to look at the still smoldering building. “My what we’ve lost.” She smoothed her woefully sooty  breast fur.  “The library, she exclaimed in disbelief.  “ I have always thought of libraries as safe places.”

It’s just like any other building made of wood, Ester”. came a muffled reply.  The other squirrel  which was slightly taller than the first had wriggled under the slightly charred book and was heaving it along in a wobbly fashion.  “I need some help with this”, he said as he rammed into a post..  

“Yes, yes alright” she half heartedly put one hand on the book and walked behind as she  looked around distractedly.  “What a mess, with librarians watching the children like hawks and swooping down on anyone with sticky fingers,  It gives one the idea that everything is well…, well watched. She sighed as the book lurched over a loose brick paving stone..  “Where’s Tobias, she craned her neck to look ahead.” I do hope he’s alright,  he was soo heroic the way he dived back into the building to rescue …--watch out Henry! “ And she darted behind a nearby bush.  Henry flattened himself under the book just as a large black boot landed within inches of him.  The slick swish of a rubber jacket wafted the smell of wet, charred wood. 
“Pescadero’s here finally, took their time”. Was mumbled  then at a yell.  “Use the other one,  no the other hydrant !  bring it in this way!“

Oh gracious they’re coming in this way!  Quick, let’s get… under.. here!”  and she began to tug at the book pulling it farther into the bushes with surprising speed.  The one called Henry wriggled out from under and groaned as he felt along his back.  A long tuft of white hair matted with dirt and soot plastered one side of his head.  He stretched and groaned until a paw reached out and dragged him out of sight.  Another firefighter raced by dragging a hose.
“Whoo that was close,  you need to be more observant, Henry.  “Nw”,she said as she clambered atop the book and began to peer around, “Where is he?”Where did they take him.  There was now a stream of firefighters rushing back an forth along the path. by their sheltering bush.  They were in a planted area between the path and the sidewalk, just a few feet from the cluster of police cars and ambulances which had been pulled haphazardly to the sidewalk.
“Ahh,  there he is!” and she pointed to the nearby thicket of flashing lights. “We’d better hurry or they’ll take him away”. she said, tugging the bedraggled tail of Henry.  “Come now,  heave… ho!”,  together they scurried the last few feet and with one huge effort, threw the book very nearly across the sidewalk.  It landed near the foot of  a very old man breathing laboriously into an oxygen mask while sitting on a stretcher..  There were 2 medics working around him,  tearing off his jacket and hurriedly hooking  him up to various machines.  His head turned toward the book just as a young girl came walking by concentrating on the fire cleanup she was looking where she was going and slipped and fell flat on the sidewalk.,  her books flying everywhere.
“Ouch,  eewww , her hand felt around the back of coat which was now covered with wet muddy soot.”.  I’m Okay,  I’m okay to the medic who held out a hand to her.  She turned to collect her books and stuff them back in her backpack.

“OH no,  not !”  Ester whispered.

The girl had picked up the partly burned book and was looking at it.

”Ambril” it was the old man on the stretcher.  He  began to reach for her but one of the medics held him back   “no way, sir,  no more saving the day for you” you’re mine now and I say lie down”  he gently pushed him down on the stretcher.            
The girl turned  “Dr. Barnblower,  are you okay? I was just coming to return the books you lent me and I saw the smoke.  She turned frm the old man to survey the building. .  Wow,  Oh my gosh,  was there anyone in there?  did Miss Sergeant make it out in time.?  How about the books?  . “what happened?,  where are you hurt?”.   Is everything going to be alright? The old man smiled through the oxygen mask.  “Maybe yes  maybe no” but it will come sooner now!  He whispered and his eyes blinked closed.   
DR. Barnblower, Here, this is yours isn’t it?,  I think I remember seeing it in your office. “ Ambril handed  him the partly burned book               

“Yes,  good girl,  it’s going to be fine isn’t it!”  said the squirrel named Ester.

Dr Barnblower drew from his coat an identical book.  “Keep that one Ambril,  Miss Sergeant will never let it back into the building it’s so muddy and damaged.   You might  find it as interesting as Glordona the bold,  your current favorite book yes?  His smile was hard to see through the plastic mask.  He raised his hand to her and then looked directly to the bush where the two squirrels were hiding and winked..
The bush gasped and suddenly moved violently as if in ahigh wind.  “No,  No, doctor! There is something you don’t know some-in--!” the rest was muddled as if a paw had been clamped down over a mouth. One of the medics looked around curiously and the bush became still.

“Okay  thanks….. I guess,  she looked dubiously at the mud covered partly burned book.  

The stretcher’s wheels squeaked as the doctor was wheeled away to the ambulance.  
“Get better soon!  She could see him looking sadly toward the building.  “Don’t worry they’ll get this placed cleaned up in no time and you’ll be back to work before, before the next blue moon!”.  Which she happened to know was the following month.  She kept up on blue moons having been born in the month of one herself.  The metal rails squealed in complaint as it was collapsed and lifted into the van.  Ambril waved as the doors swung shut.  She stooped to get her backpack but looked up at the sound hurried footsteps.  “Ambril what hap-!”  A smaller  figure slipped on the same muddy sidewalk and fell flat on her back.  Her backpack opened and papers flew around and landed in the bushes.

“pened…” the girl sat up and rubbed the back of her head.  Then looked in horror at her hand which was covered with mud.  “Gross,  Oh my gosh,  look at that.”  She was staring at the remains of codtor ***’s office  Ambril had picked up some of her papers and came to help her up.  “He’s going to be okay, Sully,  he said hi to me as they took him away.

And it  looks like Miss *** got out too.  She handed the muddy, torn  papers to her friend and pointed to an elderly lady in a red twinset who was making sad little attempts to straighten her touseled hair as she talked with a policeman. Gesturing frantically.

I’m fine,  just fine she was saying  as she waved off another medic.  Who would do this  the main collection appears to be okay but Dr tobias ***’s personal collection is ruined.  Her shoulders bent at the thought.  And we had just completed cataloging it all.  He was donating them to the library you know after he , you know, passed on.  He was lucky to make it out alive, and then he swooped back in and came out with Puc under his arm.  She gestured toward another stretcher with a boy sitting on it having his blood pressure taken.  I don’t know where his brother is,  you know they are never far apart.  PUc needs looking after you know.  And she pointed to her temple and gave the policeman a knowing look. The policeman mumbled something unintelligible  “No he couldn’t have done it,.  He wouldn’t hurt a fly,  nice gentle soul,  but there are others…  Gangs of young toughs wandering around.  Late at night.  Nothing to do but cause trouble.  Like the Avery boy and his friends,  you just ask him where he was early this morning.!”  

Ambril groaned 

Ambril,  I think we ought to go Sully said she reached for the last if her papers just as a big muddy boot came down on it.

“No,  it’s my math homework! “  Ugh  she picked up the paper and tried to wipe it clean on her pants.

They picked up their things and started walking.  “I think you’re going to have to do it over” Ambril said  squinting at the  unreadable sheet.

“It does look pretty bad,  but”  she paused,”  I know!”  Sully brightened,  I’ll use it as a current event and tell everyone what we saw and heard.”  “Accept”, she added hastily,  “about your brother being the main suspect.” 

“do you think he might have, you know…  no he couldn’t have done that, not even him.” Said sully shaking her head.

Ambril smiled ruefully as they walked  off down the street and turned the corner into the main street and circle park which marked the center of town.  There stood the oldest and grandest of Redwood trees in the center  As was their habit, the two stopped to rub the rough red bark and made a wish.

“I wish for lemon drops!”  said Sully, she opened her hands and there was bag full of them.

“Yeah well, I wish for chocolate covered everything just like yesterday and the day before and every day since the beginning of school”.  Ambril said in a bored sort of voice.  She opened the bag of chocolates she had just bought at the candy shop across the street from the park and put one in her mouth.  The clock on the old town meeting hall began to chime.. 

Sully groaned,  I’d better get home.  I have the radishes to weed before I help Grandma with her sponge bath..  she rolled her eyes skyward.  Sully’s Grandmother  had been an avid gardener in her day.  One who knew how to prune and cut back.  

Ambril opened her backpack to put the chocolates in and out tumbled the muddy book from the library.  

What’s that?”  said Sully.  She picked  up a piece of paper that had been fallen out of the book.  Dr Barnblower gave this to me, he said it wsa too badly damaged to go back to the Library.  

Wow!  This is really cool.  It’s a really old map”  Sully had unfolded the paper and was staring at it. Above them the tree began to sway.     
Ambril peered overher shoulder.  It did look like a map, with the tree in a circle  and the streets of New Market all laid out.  The paper looked brittle and old.  The tree began tosway more violently  “What’s this I wonder?”  she mused.  And pointed to some charts ahd graphs below which was part of ap poem,  the end of which had been burned off.



(poem)

And the poem ended.  Ambril wouldhave stopped earlier because the tree was now rocking violently and had begun to rain fir cones and dead needles and twigs down on them.. They ran out from under the tree and looked up at it. The tree immediately stopped. 

“how strange,  we get some really weird winds in this valley “.  Sully mused as she pulled a twig out of her hair.
Ambril just looked up at the tree.  She had felt something standing there,  A great anger.

She still had Dr. Barnblower’s book in her hand and now looked at it more closely.

The title was in an old fashioned scroll “ The Aztarte Guide to Flora and Fauna”, and a smaller title underneath in gold said “magical and otherwise”.  “Dr Barnblower must be joking with me” she thought. Everyone knew that Ne Market was the least magical place on earth.  No one even believed in the Easter Bunny.

Inside appeared to be recipes bordering on the ridiculous for such things as making your feet smell better and how to turn your teacher into a chicken.  Ambril smirked at that one,  She could easily imagine Mr. Featherton as a chicken and equally clearly imagine whatwould happen to herafter if she succeeded.In the back were instructions for finding purple spotted mushrooms.  “You must search for them in the darkest cave, without light.  For light makes them shrivel up like a prune.  You must feel for them on the ceiling. Gently pull don’t cut.” Dr Barnblower and She had been having some lively discussions about magical dratures and about whether or not they existed.  She had borrowed some books from him that discounted all such beings.  One of which he had written.  But during their discussions she thought she say a twinkle in his eyes as if he was having some fun with her.  She snapped the book shut and went back to put it in her backpack.

“Hey,  there is something here that looks kind of like your necklace.”

“Ambril turned and took the map from her.  “Hold this” She gave the book to Sully.  There was a symbol on the bottom corner that looked familiar.  She pulled out a chain with a pendant from underneath  her shirt and brought it up to the map.  “I wonder what that means?”

“Why don’t you go ask your Dad?” Said Sully as she swooped up her backpack and popped three lemon drops in her mouth.  “He miii   no somting”  she added rearranging the candy in her mouth. “Can I borrow this book?”  My Grandmother mas something like this at home she might like to see it.”   

“Sure”  said Ambril distantly,  she was still staring at the map and the symbol.”  I’ll see you tomorrow at school.”    
“Cheers!” and Sully walked away with her head in the book.

Ambril stopped by the day care center as always after school to pick up her younger brother.  It was a large comfy pink house just off the circle.  She was still thinking hard about the map and the symbol and not paying attention to where she was going when she collided with a boy running the other way.  “Hey, watch where you are going!”  she said grumpily rubbing her head.  .  

“I’m sorry,  I’m sorry,!”  A boy about her age offered her a hand.  It was Jagger, Puc’s brother Puc being the boy Dr. Barnblower saved from the fire. His hand felt sweaty and   had an odd chemical smell about him.  He fidgeted as Ambril collected her stuff.. “Have you seen Puc?  I’ve been looking for him everywhere.”.  Jagger’s face was tense and his eyes wide.

Yes,  I did see him Jagger,  I’m sorry I think he’s in the hospital. He was involved in the Library fire.

All the color drained from Jaggers face  “My Mom will never  forgive me for this” he muttered.

 “He looked alright when I saw him afterward ,  I’m sure they just took him up there to be sure everything was alright.”

Yeah,  Yeah , Okay,  I’d better go and see how he’s doing,  Bye.” and he was off like a shot running toward the blocky gray building at the other end of town.  

Ambril sighed and turned back toward the building.  The sign “Mrs. Twid’s Sunshine Center”,  A place  for your little dears” always made Ambril smirk as it was always clear to her that Mrs. Twid thought of her little charges as dollar signs,  the bigger the dollars, the more she loved them.  There wasn’t anything Mrs.  Twid  would do for money.  The building was painting a cheery rose color with white trim.  Tehre were flower boxes under the windows with plastic flowers and green plastic grass matted the front porch.  The front door opened onto a small entry way with a tastefully furnished parlor off to the side.  The door leading to the play area was usually locked  but was left slightly ajar.  Ambril pushed it open and found Mrs. Twid holding  a wailing cherubic five year old upside down and shaking him.  “Where is it you little rat, Your breeding is certainly showing today you ungrateful little twit. After the third shake a cookie dropped out of  his pocket and smashed on the floor. “ .  She let him down in a rush.  “Now get back to your chores,  you get the cookie after you finish scrubbing the toilet! MOVE!” she swatted his bottom hard and the boy ran, rubbing his head and snuffling like a wild animal.  Ambril quckly withdrew the the entry hall and rang the buzzer next to the door.
Mrs. Twid came out immiediately , smoothing her hair and clearing her throat. Miss “Ambril,  such a delight to see you.  Her smile was so wide you could see every molar. r. Is it that time already?  My how time flies,  Azta is always Twig ignored him “ I’ll go and get your darling brother myself,  It may take a moment as I’m not sure if he’s up from his Nappy.  In the meantime would you like some hot chocolate or tea? “ 
“Ah, No thank you,  Mrs. Twid I’m fine” said Ambril.

Well then Yigg, please tidy up out here won’t you?”  She waved her hand vaguely in the direction of the parlor and with an efficient swish of her well tailored skirt she disappeared behind the door.
The boy, Yigg was built like a square with short stubby legs and arms.  He nodded and blushed and got down on his hands and knees and began to clean the grout lines between the marble tiles with a toothbrush.

Your new here aren’t you? Asked Ambril, the boy looked up shyly and nodded. “Yes we’re in  Mr. ***’s class together.”  Another shy nod. “Your names Yiggy right?  My names Ambril.”  The boy looked up and smiled.

“I know who you are you’re a (druid’s family name).”  He studied her a moment and then went back to work.

Where did you live before you came here? “ 
“Just a small town in the mountains,  He leaned closer to inspect his work. “My families still there,  I’m boarding with Mrs. Twig while I finishe my schooling.”

Don’t they have schools in your town? Asked Ambril.

“Well, not past the 5th grade,  most everyone goes onto the FGMT school then.  I couldn’t because I didn’t pass the MA test.”

“Oh”  Ambril was confused but didn’t want to let on. “So you came here.”

Yigg moved over to the next tile.  “Yeah,  it was either go down the mines or come here,  and I chose here.  Mrs. Twid is our landlord at home and she offered to board me while I  study.  I work everyday after school until 8:00 and she lets me sleep in the shed.”

You sleep in the shed?  Doesn’t it get cold?’

“Sometimes on the really cold nights I’ll curl up on the compost heap,  that’ keeps me warm, unless it rains”.

Ambril was dumbfounded  “Why that tightwad!  You can’t live like this!”  I’ll have my Dad talk to her-“

NO,  no no! Yiggy got up from the floor and came toward her. “You can’t do that,  if you do, She’ll just send me home and I’ll have to go to the mines.”  It’s really dark and sometimes there are cave ins and people get trapped.”  His eyes widened.  I can’t stand the thought of that.- he shuddered and his eyes grew distant.  Then he hunched over and turned back to his work But as he hunkered down to his chore his sleeve caught a delicate statue of a child dancing and sent it crashing to the floor.

Both Ambril and Yiggy froze as the door opened and Mrs. Twid entered the room.

“What?;  Yiggy,  you clumsy brainless-,  that’s the lst straw you are going back-“
“Oh no”  said Ambril as she bent to help Yiggy pick up the pieces.  It was me.,  I’m so very clumsy.  I’m so sorry.  Would you let me replace it?  You can just put it on our bill.”  Oh Ambril, said Mrs. Twid, her tone softening immediately, “thank you for the offer,  Normallyl I wouldn’t accept  but, It is one of my very favorite Hummels and I don’t know if I could afford to replace it myself.”  

Ambril couldn’t help noticing that the bottom piece had a Walmart tag for $5.99 sticker on it. “I’ll go ahead and buy it myself and bill your family, alright?  There then, no trouble,  and don’t feel bad,  these things do happen”. Then her tone sharpening, “ Yiggy please clean that up and the finish your chores outside.”

“Yiggy nodded a silent thank you , swept the pieces into his bin and disappeared behind the door. In a moment Ambril’s brother Azta bounced out. He had short spiky red hair and very bright green eyes.  A dirty surgical glove was on one hand.  He smiled  broadly at Ambril but made a wide detour around Mrs. Twid.

“Ah, here’s my favorite little one!”,  she made a grab for him but her claw like red enameled fingers missed,  Azta had nimbly side stepped and ran to Ambril with open arms.
“Thank you Mrs. Twid.” Ambril awkwardly backed out of the door with Azta wrapped around her thigh.  When they had made it to the sidewalk, Azta released her but reached for her hand and together they started climbing the hill toward home. “What’s with the glove?” said Ambril 

Dad gave it to me this morning, I wore it all day.” He said proudly giving it a tug.  He turned to look back at the house.  “I hate that place, She is so mean.”

“Not to you?  She’s still nice to you?” said Ambril swiftly.

 “She’s nice to me but she’s so mean to the other kids.” He kicked a rock in the sidewalk.

“Who’s the kid with the blonde hair and the red shirt?”  They were walking by the fenced in yard and they could see the kids racking the sand box.  Ambril pointed to the boy whom she saw Mrs. Twid shaking down.

“Oh that’s Ceril, he’s always in detention.  Azta squnted into the lowering sun.  “I try and save my cookies at snacktime and sneak them through the bars.  He says he doesn’t mean to be bad he’s just hungry”. 
“I don’t think you should go back there Azta,  I’m going to talk to Mom tonight!”

No no, don’t do that!  I have to go back I need to protect Zelda.”  He pointed to a very slight girl with long brown hair who was trying to manage a wheelbarrow twice her size.

“mrs. Twid doesn’t like her because she doesn’t have a Dad and her Mom cleans houses. Mrs. Twid calls her a lousy charity case. I sit with her and give her some of my food and sometimes I sneak out to help her with her chores.”  Beyond the diligent workings in the sandbox Ambril noticed a bunch of kids playing tag in dress up clothes on the grass beyond.  One of them stoped and called to Zelda who immediately dropped what she was doing , ran into the house and quickly returned with a glass of water for him.

“They are treated like servants!,  this is really wrong Azta.”

“She’s talked to her mother about it but her Mom says  she has to stay, she can’t afford the other places..Mrs. Twid is her Aunt.”

Azta waved to the group and said “See you tomorrow!”

“Who’s that running this way?  He’s waving at us” Ambril put a hand up to shield her eyes and saw that it  was the young boy she met in the parlor

“Oh that’s Yiggy, he’s my friend, we wrestle’.  Azta nodded and patted his extremely dirty shirt.  Yiggy reached the fence near them and Ambril noticed he was carrying a robot.  

“Hi  Azta and  Hi--  um again.” He paused to breathe as he was out of breath. “Thank you for covering for me back there,  I don’t know what I would have done.”  He paused again for breath  “so… thanks, -thanks very much.” Oh and here  he  held out the robot to Azta I fixed it. “  he looked around for an opening in the fence and not seeing any knelt down and with 3 swips of his hand created a large enough hole to pass the robot through.  “Be careful with it,  the head’s still wobbly and will come off again if you throw it around too much.

“Wow!  Thanks Yiggy,  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yeah,  Cheers1”  with a single swoop of his hand he moved all the dirt back in place gave one last wave and then turned back to his chores.

The afternoon was awash with life.  The sun soft and gentle with flowers and weeds alike.  The two walked companionably up the hill towards  their home.  

They liked to pause  and catch their breath at the top of the hill.  From there they looked out over the entire town.  The town was nestled into a small valley surrounded by wild forested hills.  It  looked fresh from a nap with it’s hedges trimmed and the trees just coming out.  A smell of Lilacs was on the breeze.  From where they stood they could clearly see the roads radiating out from the town circle and the redwood tree like a huge wheel. The roads stopped abruptly at the large old stone wall built when the town was new which encircled the town and separated its order and neatness from the wild raging forest on all sides.  Ambril could trace the wall as it wiggled  and jogged  up the hill and behind their house the forest seemed eager to reclaim the land the townspeople so carefully maintained and gave every appearance of being poised and waiting for the signal to attack, pressing into the wall and reaching toward the cool stone walls and freshly painted trim of the house. Ambril could see the school on one side of the town,  and the big gray bulk of the hospital.  You could still see wisps of smoke curling up from the remains of the library. When Ambril saw the smoke she hastily placed herself so her little brother wouldn’t see the smoke. She knew it would upset him as he loved the library and often visited Dr. Barnblower’s office and his oversized candy bowl while he was there.  She was in luck, he had become preoccupied with a friendly ladybug.and was hunched over the sidewalk.  
“Come on,  I’ll make you some chocolate milk.” She smiled  at hei eagerness as he jumped up and ran across the street and through their front gate.  Their house was narrower than most and four stories tall.  The walls went straight up to the 3rd floor where it took a breath on the balcony before finishing the 4th floor.  Azta and Ambril shared the top floor, looking up Ambril could see the plants she had started from seeds reaching toward the sun.  Instead of grass, their front yard was a tasteful arrangement of rocks of all shapes and sizes.  Visitors generally paused for a moment before commenting on “how- interesting  it was”.  They had placed a large planter on the porch with a round lump of a bush  which never changed, winter, sporing, summer or fall or grew that Ambril could see.

Ambril unlocked the door which Azta immediately tumbled through, wriggled out of his back pack and raced into the kitchen. Ambril followed more sedately.  She knew her older brother was home because of the loud thump of bass coming from above and her older sister was home because she could her her shrieking at him to torun it down.  The bass soon was lowered.  Ambril made them both a snack and settled down to do her homework while Azta took out his robot to play. “Oh NO,”  Ambril looked up to see that Azta had snagged his rubber glove on the robot and had torn two fingers off.”

Dad buys those by the thousands,  I’m sure you can get another.” 

“Yeah but not one that has spent the whole day with me,  this glove has me in it.”  He looked mournfully into the remaining fingers.”

“I’m sorry for your loss”  Ambril said sarcastically, she had a lot of homework to do and was annoyed with him.  “See if you can fix it – or use it in a different way, you know recycle.”

“Oh right!  Recycle!  We saw that on TV at Mrs. Twid’s house. They made a garden hose  into a planter.”(think of something funnier).  His eyes squinted  and he grew quiet then he jumped up and ran out of the room.  Ambril turned back to her homework.

Several minutes later,  “Ta Da! We are the mighty Flying Leopard in Tights”  Azta appeared in the doorway dressed in his favorite pajama shirt, red with a leopard face on it and some tights.  He had on a red baseball cap with a card sign taped on with the letters F.L.I.T. written on it.    He had used the two fingers of his glove as tights for the robot and had written F.L.I.T.in black ink across its chest.                      

Roaring like a leopard he ran around the room jumping on the sofas and chairs and even jumping on the kitdhen table and kumping up and down.

“Stop it you’ll break something and Mom will be really mad! Azta, knock it off!.”.  
His F.L.I.T. cap fell on the floor near Ambril and the card came lose.  She noticed a familiar emblem.
“Azta!  You took this from Dad’s study.  You know you aren’t supposed to be in there!” She licked up the cap and strode form the room.  Azta followed.  “I didn’t go in there,  I would never, well It was on the floor, almost on the floor near the door on a chair.
Ambril opened the door to her father’s study and looked around.  The study was filled with all sorts of interesting things,  old armor stood in one corner,  a flock of sailing ships with real working sails were on a table and a large bookcase stuffed with odd and very old books were behind his very messy desk. It was no wonder Azta couldn’t help but sneak in.

“O.K. Azta where did you find it?  If we put it back exactly as we found it he may not  figure out you were in here again  Was it this chair?”  She said pointing to a chair next to the door. 

“Wow, Shiny!”  Azta had gone to the desk and picked up an odd shaped object. “Look you can see into it” he held it up towrd the light and looked through it.

“Azta, give me that!”  Ambril was really annoyed, she walked over and grabbed the thing from his hand.  The moment Ambril touched the stone, it began to glow and vibrate.  It  turned a bright blue.  Ambril stared at it in disbelief.  

“How did you do that?” said Azta reaching up for the stone but his hand froze midway when they heard  a door slam and footsteps on the stone floor.  It was their father returning home.  
“Oh my gosh, let’s  get out of here.”  She grabbed the hat and through it on the chair near the door 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 no, what am I going to do with this?” She grabbed the robot, opened it’s chest, took out the batteries and shoved the glowing object in.  She had just closed it when her father came around the corner.  He was a tall thin man with long dark hair  a thin sallow face and small grey eyes.  His thin lips curled only slightly at the corners when he smiled which he did rarely and only when he was angry or annoyed.  He did so now. 

“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 to test the knob.  It was locked. 
Ambril let out a sigh of relief. “Hi Dad!  Oh no we would never go in there!”  Her voice even to her sounded high pitched and nervous.  “After all you’ve told us a million times not to right?”  She handed the robot back to Azta and they both moved slowly away from the door and toward the kitchen.  

“We were just playing Dad, with my robot, see?” He started roaring and moving it through the air as if it was flying.  He didn’t watch where he was going and drashed into the wall.  The robot fell on the floor and the head came off and rolled down the hallway.  A bright blue light flashed out as all the lights came on.  It picked itself up and walked down the hallway to its head which it picked up and put back on its shoulders, twisting it until it clicked.  Then it continued on down the hall and turned inn toward the kitchen.

Ambril and Azta were dumbstruck but quickly recovered they follwed the toy into the kitchen.

Ambril shakily found the Off switch on the robot.  No response,  she started shaking it,  no luck,  the robot winked one of it’s red eyes at her 

“Ambril!’ Her Dad called from the hallway

She opened the chest cavity took out the stone and shoved it in her pocket.  The robot’s head immediately popped off and the robot became silent. Just as her father rounded the corner.

“Why do you walk away from me when I am speaking to you? “ Ambril thought he looked peeved but not angry, a good sign.” Now, your mother said she’ll be late getting back from shopping, would you mind getting dinner for all of you?  I’ve had mine.”  Without waiting for a reply he slipped into the hallway, they could hear the groan of the hinges as the study door opened.  “No interruptions please, thank you!.” And the door clicked shut.

“O.K. Dad!  I will.” She collapsed on the nearest chair “That was close! Azta had taken his robot from her and was looking at it mournfully.

“I liked it better when it was alive. It’s broken  again.  Ambril held out her hand.  I can take it to school with me and give it to Yiggy, he’s in my class. Azta gave it back to her.  “It’ll just break again but O.K.” 
Ambril went to the frig and sighed, “it will have to be hot dogs again”

Oh Geez!, we had those last night.”

“Well I can make peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, fudge and hot dogs. That’s it, we’re out of eggs tonight it has to be hot dogs again.”

 “How about fudge?  Let’s have fudge!” Azta said hopefully.

Ambril gave him a look and began filling a pot with boiling water. As the water boiled and hissed, Ambril said “Well we either have hot dogs or die of starvation. So, who wants hotdogs?” Azta sadly nodded his head. 
It was hours before the firefighters, police and ambulances left and still longer before the neighbors and townspeople had finished shaking their heads and gone along home.  Night had fallen and the moon had nearly reached it’s zenith before the bush swayed again.
And two little squirrels  crept  out into the night.  

“I still can’t believe it,  it’s gone to that horrid house.  You know that family was the one who- 

“Yes I know,  but Tobias seemed to approve of it and we’ll just have to have faith that everything will work it’s way through.”

“Work its way through!  Work its way-!,  I think we ought to take it back as soon as possible,  it’s much too dangerous to have it there.!”

Well,  we certainly can’t do anything about it tonight,  We’ll have to go back and tell the others.” 

As they had been talking they had been scurrying along past the library to the stone wall beyond .  The dark and silent mountains of forest appeared as a deeper darkness.    The squirrels headed straight for a smallhole in the wall and wiggled through.  It took a bit more wiggling for Ester, the plumper of the two.  There was a flash of light beyond the wall and an elderly couple was seen walking arm and arm down a path into the forest.  One had a large collar, once white on and the old gentleman had a long mane of white hair which was plastered with mud and soot.  They disappeared into the forest.     

