Ambril’s Tale   PLOT/  CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT
A 12 year old leading the life of a vagrant with Mother and Brother struggles with finding a place where she belongs in the small town her mother grew up in and she was born.

Mina SCharacters:

Ambril 

(12 yrs old, feisty, defiant, prickly)

Ambril’s mother Tilia          (40 yrs old, defeated, downtrodden, door mat, desperate) 

Traz
(scarred by transient lifestyle, incapable of opening up, puts on a brusque, surly front)

Sully
(12 also, becomes Ambril’s best friend, father is a latino farmer with bigger dreams than the town will allow.  Family of outsiders due to abnormally pointed earsand father from the outside.  Sully is a natural born leader and very gifted in magic who teaches herself a lot which helps to solve problems for the trio)

Ygg
( He is 12 years old, an orphan from a forest village who has a strong accent.  He left the village when his mother and father died and becomes an indentured servant to Mrs. Twid who has taken him in.  He believes he has not inherited his ancestral heritage of tremendous strength which makes him ashamed.   

Betula,

Feldez

Reilley

Lance

Mrs. Drystal Twid

Olaf Onnan

Gnomes

Fairies

Swamp creature

Hendoeth

Fowlclun

Alabaster doll

Hell Hounds

Gray Lady of death
The Ahera and Amulet

The stone circles  there are three

Bren Silva  Ambril’s dead father  caught in the in between
If you squinted at the moon just so, she thought, the moon might just be a hole in the sky, one big enough to fall through if you jumped just right.   If she just gathered her thoughts all together like a giant ball of yarn and really believed, she could make it, she really could and then her Mom would have one less to worry about and lord knows she’d be happier in that new hopeful place.  She began to tie all her thoughts together, rather a tangle of things really but still she was able to mash them into a ball then  she thought with just the right kind of jump she’d—
“Hey, you can’t stand up in a convertible on a highway you idiot!”  A large hand swatted her down, her plan dissolved.  “Where’s your friggin’ seatbelt?”  Ambil was shoved down into the lumpy seat. “Don’t you realize we’re doin’ 70? ”  

“Here’s it is.”  She held up the end of a worn seatbelt which attached to nothing.  The flash of headlights from a car going the other way made his face flash for a second.  He was annoyed with her again.

“You are hopeless, you know that?”  He snatched it from her and roughly tied the good end to a shoulder strap.
“Hey that’s too tight” 

