Ambril’s Tale
It was a soggy gray fog that pressed against Ambril’s window that first and last day.  The first day of what her mother called “the grand adventure” and the last day in their old home. The last day she would wake up in her room with the window overlooking the steep narrow street and hear the soft clang of the cable cars.  The last day she would overhear strands of gossip as Mr. Chang and Mrs. ___  picked their way down the  street to open up their shops.   Ambril sighed and burrowed deeper under her quilt.  What would she do with all those trees and grass and clean air her mother kept talking about?
Another sharp rap sounded on the front door below.  The first one had gone unnoticed but with a shriek that would wake the dead trailing behind her Ambril’s mother burst into her room, and made for the window.  She neatly avoided banging into the tower of  suitcases and boxes and peered out into the grayness.

“They can’t possibly be on time!”  She said,  Who’s ever heard of movers being on time?”   She started and took a giant step back.  “How tedious, they were looking right at me.”  She said and snorted “what manners.”  Turning she brightened.  “Good morning, you lump.” She smiled and patted the giant mash of quilt in the middle of the bed.  “Darling,  Today” here she paused dramatically and looked toward the ceiling as if expecting to see angels smiling down on them,”-is the day, we go home!”  

“Not going home.”  Came  a muffled response from the center of the pile.  “This is home.  We-eee are going to a weird little town no ones’ ever heard of, especially ME.”

Her mother pursed her lips impatiently.  “Not this deadly dull thing again.  The village you were born in is lovely.  We’re moving to a brand new house, Feldez’s house with everything already in it.  There’s forest all around,  loads of kids your own age and you’ll get to know where most all your ancestors lived.  You’ll love it.”  She patted the top of the largest bulge again which immediately scrunched away from her.

“Not Going.”

Her mother’s eyebrows drew together, annoyed.  “Now, we’re not going to do this.  I—“
A series of sonic booms resonated through the house. “Ms. Silva?” came from outside.  Ambril’s mother took a deep breathe,  “Alright, Alright, I’m coming!”  she bellowed. “Now Sweetie she said  briskly tightening her robe.  “We aren’t going to discuss this any more, are we.”  It wasn’t a question.  She marched to the door.  “You WILL be up and downstairs in five minutes or I’ll have the movers roll you up with the carpet and put you in storage with the furniture too.”  She went out    “Get UP!” and the door slammed behind her.

With a sigh, Ambril sat up in bed, her red curly hair more tousled than usual hid one of her green eyes as she looked out the window.  The top half of the moving van said:  FLIT movers!  We’re Fast, L---  I---and Timely!  She groaned and slid dejectedly out of bed.  The bare wood cold on her feet she looked around at the bare walls of her room.  Most everything had been taken down and packed away but she could still see the indent on the wall  where she had rammed it with her scooter one rainy day and the splatter of pink when she decided to redecorate and painted her bureau a shocking shade of pink.    She hadn’t been able to get the lower drawer open since.  But she had loved it just the same.   There were hundreds of little reminders of her life and now she would never see them again.  Some one else would be living there soon.  Some one who sould paoint over the pink paint and fix the hole. 

It was Feldez,  all his fault.  Everything had been going along just fine until Feldez came into their lives.  He was some one her Mom had known when she was young.  Yes, her Mother was happier than Ambril had ever remembered.  Yes,  there seemed to be more money around.  But it had happened so fast.  Something just wasn’t right.  Feldez hadn’t  smiled when he had asked them to move back to the village of Trelawnyd.  Moving into his house, becoming his family.  He had looked rather peeved and more than a little resigned to it all.  Not a man supposedly in love with her Mom.    

 “Now Ambril RIGHT NOW!” screeched her mother from downstairs.  Ambril jumped and then threw on her clothes.  She tried to get a brush through her hair but gave up after a few tries and pulled it back with a rubber band. 

She looked at her quilt and her boxes, then opening a box, she threw half the clothes on the floor and stuffing the quilt in instead.  As she turned from the boxes to pick up her backpack she noticed an old toy lying tangled with the clothes on the floor.  She picked it up.  It was her old robot.  She had a hazy memory of her Dad putting it into her 3 year old hands.  It was one of the only memories she had of him.  The sun was shining and they were laughing about something… 

“AAAMMMBBRRILLLL!!”

Ambril straightened up and stuffed the robot into her backpack.  She took one last look around and then shut the door slowly, for the last time.

Downstairs the movers had gotten busy in a hurry.  The living room was almost empty.  Her Grandmother’s ancient sofa and cupboard were all that remained.  The movers were getting ready to take the top part of the cupboard and move it onto a dolly. Two of them stood on either end of the massive old piece.

“It’s a heavy one.” Said the shorter of the two

 “Yep, on three. One, two--”   The first mover had started lifting before the other which made the hutch list to oneside.  “Hey! Watch it--!” they seemed to be a slow dancing veering one way and then the other as they tried to regain their balance.  The old piece creaked as one of the movers tripped sending the antique leaning crazily toward Ambril.

“Uh Oh---!“

Ambril ducked as the mover regained his footing.  He was able to stop it from falling in the knick of time but the doors opened suddenly and something flew out and  bonked Ambril on the head making her sit down hard on the floor. 

Kid, you Okay? Ambril sat up slowly, rubbing her head.

“Ah,  just a bump.”   The biggest of them patted her roughly on the back, knocking her to the floor.

“Good,  now scram,  ya nearly destroyed this month’s bonus.”  Turning back to the hutch, he said, “Tighter this time,  and make it quick,  We gotta be out of here by lunch.” 
The movers started sealing the hutch doors.  Ambril made a move to get up and something rolled off her lap onto the floor.  It was a tube-like carved box.  About as big as Ambril’s wrist and less than a foot long.  Ambril picked it up.  “Hey, this fell out of—“.  But the movers were already hustling the hutch out on their dolly.  The big one turned.  

“Isn’t there some place you could be?” He said as he offered a massive, sweaty hand.  “Ya know,  OUT of our way.”  He leaned toward her and half smiled.  “We could ask your Mom.” 

“It’s Okay, I’m going,” Ambril scrambled to her feet, grabbed her backpack and headed for the kitchen. 

“We’ll be in there in a couple of minutes, so make it quick.”  He jerked his thumb toward the front door. “Out means OUT.” He turned back to his work.  

Ambril skittered into the kitchen.  Traz, her big brother was already down, eating cereal and looking more morose than usual.  At nearly 15 he was already a foot taller than she and unlike Ambril, was blonde like their Mom.  She thought it best to take up as little space as possible around him.  She poured herself a bowl of cereal as quietly as possible but when she went to the frig, it was completely empty. 

“No Milk?” Traz said mockingly, shaking the empty milk carton at her.   “Poor you.”

Ambril sighed, threw her cereal away, and then after a moment’s thought threw the cereal box away as well.

“Where’d you get that?” Traz pointed his spoon at the piece of wood in Ambril’s hand.  

“It hit me on the head when the hutch nearly fell on me.”  

“Huh!” Traz smirked. “So that’s what that was.” He slid off his stool.  “Let me guess,” as he snatched the carved box from her and looked at it.  “It just missed you, like the truck last summer, that kids wagon and the crazed dog.”  He threw the piece of wood onto the counter where it rolled off onto the floor and smiled crookedly at her.  “Mom says you’re accident-prone.”  He sneered.  “But we both know you’re just a klutz.”  He snorted and sauntered out of the room.    

Ambril sighed, relieved to be alone and picked up the piece of wood.  She thought ruefully that Traz was right, bad things just seemed to happen to her.  Or almost happen to her.  Like when the delivery truck went barreling down the sidewalk last summer, she would have been smashed like a pancake if it hadn’t been for a demented crow which had attacked her and sent her reeling into Madame Griselda’s palm reading shop.  As nice as Madame Griselda was, though there was an odd scent of mushrooms about her,  a small round woman with very large front teeth, she hadn’t been too pleased.  Ambril had knocked over her table and her Crystal Ball had rolled out and down the street.  Ambril had had to clean out her grimy little reading room all summer to pay for a new one. 

Mr. Tran’s shop, next to Madame Griselda’s  shop was very old and smelled as if it had been steeped in the teas and spices Mr. Tran sold.  Ambril stepped inside and closed her eyes smelling the mysterious scent of Mr. Tran’s herbal remedies.

She raised the brown paper bag.  “Bagels!”

A very old hunched man in thick glasses straightened slightly as he looked up from his work. 

“Good!  I hungry enough to eat Mastadon.”  His smile faded to concern when he saw her face.

“I know,  I saw the big, big van.”  He paused with a small smile.  “Come, let’s have tea, we talk.”

Ambril’s shoulders sagged as she sat down on a  stool across from her friend.  She dumped her back pack onto the counter, spilling half it’s contents.  The robot tumbled out and one of its legs came off as it slid toward the edge of the counter.

“No!” cried Ambril lunging for it.  But Mr. Tran had already rescued the toy.

“I fix it, no problem”  He smiled at it thoughtfully, and looked sideways at Ambril. “Okay if I try-  something?”

Ambril brightened slightly.  

“  ’Course!” she said remembering all the other times Mr. Tran had “tried” something.  Like the pancake flipper/ shoe shiner and the towel warmer/ reading lamp.   All of his inventions were if not successful, very entertaining.  There was still pancake batter on the ceiling as well as Ambril’s shoes. Then she hesitated.  “Only, not too much.”  She started to stuff everything else back into her backpack.  “My Dad gave it to me.” 

Mr. Tran glanced sharply at her then nodded and swiveled toward his wall of drawers.  The drawers were not just filled with the herbs and teas that Mr. Tran sold but also everything that interested in Mr. Tran.  Unmarked and unordered,  he always reached with assurance for something.  Just seemed to know where everything was all the time.  Ambril loved to watch him as she did now.  Reaching for a drill, some wires and a couple of computer dhips.

“This not take long.” He said whirling back, his eyes bright under his bushy eyebrows.  “Why not you start tea.”  He gestured with his elbow toward the small teapot hear the cash register.

 Ambril jumped down from her stool and flicked the switch on the electric kettle.  The kettle whooshed into life as she got out the tea cups and put the bagels and cream cheese on a plate.  When the water was ready she poured it into the teapot.  As she finished she heard an odd sort of beep.  She turned to see her robot walking toward her.

“What?  How—“  It’s never done that before!”

It’s AI  Artificial Intelligence,  state of the Art.”  Mr. Tran said proudly as he patted the top of its head.  It stopped and turned towards him.  “Best part, he learns.”  The robot had reached the edge and stopped with his foot out.  “See!”  Mr. Tran said excitedly.  “He can SENSE the drop off, he knows to turn and—“  the robot without warning walked off the edge.  Mr. Tran caught it before it hit the floor.

“Maybe it will take him a little time to learn.”  He said sheepishly.  “But, he figure it out soon.”
He set the robot down on the counter again and watched him march down the counter.

“Come!  We eat.”  They sat down companionably and munched in silence for awhile.

“Will you come visit me?” asked Ambril.

Mr. Tran squinted slightly at her through his thick eye glasses and said thoughtfully.  “I have not been out of San Francisco for many years.”  He looked out the window and then back at Ambril.  “But yes, I think I come.”

“When? Tomorrow?”

Mr. Tran smiled.  “I come when I think you need to have tea with an old friend.”

 “Well that’ll be tomorrow, then.” said Ambril.  Another beep sounded.  They looked  and saw that the robot was entangled in Ambril’s backpack.  She reached out and removed the straps dislodging the carved wooden tube from her pack.  It rolled out along the counter and stopped by the tea pot.

Mr Tran gasped.  “Ambril, where you get this?”  He picked it up and started to examine it.

“It hit me one  the head tis morning. It flew right out of Grans--, my Grandmothers weird old hutch and came right at me.”  She rubbed the bump on her head.  

Mr. Tran wasn’t listening.  He held the wooden tube an inch from his  glasses and turned it slowly for  a minute.  Then he gave a short, delighted laugh.

“I think, yes I KNOW what this is.”  He said excitedly.  It’s a puzzle box like from my home country.”  He gently handed it back to Ambril.  “Yours, different, yes, but same idea.”  He scratched his chin.    It handed down from generations, filled with family secrets.”   His eyes twinkled and shrugged.  

“What, do you mean there’s stuff inside?” She looked at it doubtfully.  The surfaces were as far as she could see smooth except for the swirling curving lines carved into it.  She looked more closely.  The lines made some shapes of trees and leaves and there was some sort of writing too, spirally around the tube but no hinges or even cracks where a drawer or door might be. Ambril started to twist and shake the box.  

“This is high quality puzzle box.  It keeps secrets very, very well.  Hard to find.” Mr Tran nodded smiling to himself.  “My grandfather gave Mother one. She found all secrets then closed them up again and give to me.”  He laughed softly.  “I work 15 years now and still not find all.”

“You mean, you have one of these?

“I have Chinese type.  This Celtic, very very old.  

“Celtic? Where’s that from ?” Asked Ambril.

“It no longer a place, it a heritage,  part of your ancestry.”  Ambril gave up trying to open it and handed it back to Mr. Tran.

“Here, you try.”  Mr. Tran started to press the tube gently in several places at once. “Your mother ever say your ancestors from Ireland or Scotland?”

“No”

“How about Wales?”

Ambril thought it sounded familiar.  “Yyeeah,  I think so,  she could have something like that once.”

“Good, good,  fine heritage”. Now,”  he said turning his full attention to the box.  “Let’s see, I just—.“   He concentrated his attention on the bottom end and spread his fingers out along the length of the box, he pressed in several places at once.  A small whirring sound was heard and then a click.  The box’s end opened up and with a clink, something sparkled on the counter.

“Ha!—Here you’re first secret.”

Ambril held it up.  It was asparkling jewled pendant on a chanin.  At the top and bottom of the penedant was a large, very ornate bunch of curling, swirling wires ending at the top and bottomof a silved cylinder which pierced a blue stone.  The stone glowed in the sunlight coming through the window.

A crow flew past squawking. Making Mr. Tran look up from the pendant and gasp.  Then suddenly, he , with surprising grace,jumped the counter, blocking the vew from the street. He glanced over his shoulder briefly and then bent down ntil he looked Ambril right in the face.”I forgot to say.”  He took the necklace from her and put it round her nect and helped her tuck it under her shirt.

“A family secret is one must be kept.”  He looked directly in her eyes, his eyes a piercing green over his spectacles.  “This box is for you, Ambril.”  He put his hands on both her shoulders. “Just for you.  Not mother, or brother or friend, just you.”  He straightened up again and patted her shoulder once.  

“Keep this secret to honor your ancestors, your grandmother,  she coose you.”  He glanced once more at the front window as he moved, in the usual fashion around to the other side of the couhter.

Ambril was astounded. What was Mr. Tran afraid of?  She shook her head.  No, it made no sense.

“But then-“  she began.  “Wait, this thing fell on me.  It was an accident, No one gave it to me. Besides,” she said putting a hand on where the pendant lay under her shirt.  “Why would anyone do that?  I’m just a kid.”

Mr Tran smiled wisely.  “No accident,  never accidents.  Your Grandmother pass on right?”  he shrugged.  “she do what she have to do.”  His smile faded to seriousness.  “She believe in you, Ambril,  you must not disappoint.”

Ambril slowly nodded though not convinced. Mr Tran was alittle crazy when it came to ancestors and traditions.  There was the sound of relaxing brakes and they both  turned to see the moving van slowly move off down the street.

Mr Tran turned toward Ambril and smiled a sadly. “it time.”

Ambril suddenly felt the weight of the day again on her shoulders,  they sagged in response.

“I guess I have to go, huh.”  She stuffed the box into her bag and slowly walked out the door to the sidewalk.

“Don’t forget this.”  Said Mr. Tran as he handed her the robot.

Oh yeah, thanks.”  Said Ambril.  She looked up at her friend and her eyes filled with tears. “Come have tea with me soon, OKay?”

Mr. Tran looked into her face and smiled.  “I come, no worry.  Promise me, you be safe,  keep safe my friend.”   She nodded and smiled once more then turned and trudged up the street to where her mother was trying to attach another box to the top of a very large pile of stuff lashed to the roof of their old car.

Mr. Tran watched her to, his face deepening with concern.  A large crow with intelligent eyes flew to his shoulder just as Madame Grizelda came out of her shop, a small carpet bag on her arm.

“It has begun.”  Said Mr. Tran still watching Ambril.

The crow squawked and said,”Begun long ago.”

“Now,” said Mr. Tran “It go much faster, very much faster.”  He looked at the plump woman and her bag.  “Zelda,You must go with them, protect her.”

She nodded  vigorously.  “I’ll get the car.”

Mr. Tran shook his head.  “No,”  he pointed at the car, “WITH them”.

Zelda blanched.  “You mean in THAT?” she said pointing to the luggage listing dangerously to one side.

Mr. Tran nodded gravely. “I sorry, but it must be so, you know Gray lady already try-“

“Yes , yes, I know, but really.”  She ungraciously thrust her carpetbag on Mr. Tran.  “I’m getting much too old for all of this.”

“Waaauck,  we’ll figure it out.”  The crow flew over to her shoulder as she walked toward the car.  “Easy for you to say, Kaleb, you can fly.”  She muttered. 

Ambril had reached the car.  There was an overly cheerful guy nodding over a clipboard talking with her Mom  

“-brings us to $2, 324 dollars and 72 cents.”  Her mother’s face had gone white as she looked over his shoulder at the figures. 

“That’s insane, you know.  Completely insane.”  But she shrugged.  “Feldez has paid for everything?.”  

Yes Ms. Silva.  Paid in advance.”  He offered his pen to her.  “Just sign on the line.” 

She reluctantly took  the pen and signed the form.  Then she spotted Ambril standing there.

“there you are Darling,  Oh, just give the man that old toy, will you?  He’s taking a boxes for us over to the storage place.”

The man beamed at Ambril and before she could move had flipped the robot onto his clip board and slapped a moving sticker on its chest.  

“Noo problem, Ms. Silva,  it’s already taken care of.:

“Wait!” said Ambril as she reached up and grabbed her robot.  “I’m taking this.  Dad gave it to me. “  She  hastily took   couple of steps backward and ran into Traz.

“Oooof, you Moron- Watch it!”  Traz shoved her so hard she lost her balance and fell over the curb and the robot went flying.  Skidding along the pavement until it came to a stop at the front steps.  Its head began to roll down the hill.  Ambril got quickly to her feet and raced to pick up both the head and the body.

She turned on her brother angrily.  “Why do you have to ruin everything!”  She yelled with rage.

Mr. Tran just fixed this for me and now@”  she shook it at him.  “It’s broken!”  her eyes filled with tears for about the hundreth time that day.

“Ooooh!”  said Traz in mock horror.  “Did I make you sad.”  His face screwed up in a pout.  “Poor little Ambril her toy robot’s all broken.”  Then he laughed meanly and walked off.

“Traz!  You apologize right now to your sister!”  Her Mother shouted at his back as he walked to the car.  He ignored her, opened the passenger door and got in.  “Traz!”  The door slammed shut.  She marched over to the car door, and wrenched it open.  “Don’t you walk away from me like that!  Don’t look at me like you don’t know what I’m talking about,  If there’s one thing I—.”

Ambril stopped listening, she’d heard it many times before.  She looked at the mangled toy in her hands.  The moving tag wasn’t all the way on.  She took a corner and pulled, then pulled again.  The tag slowly lifted off then stopped.  Ambril pulled even harder and suddenly  ripped the tag in two.  Now the tag read FLIT in large letters.  She sighed.  I guess that’s the best I can do…Flit.”

She looked at the robot’s crooked head.  “Flit,  not a bad name.”  She stuffed the toy back into her backpack just as her Mother returned, her face flushed.  

“I’m so sorry honey.  Your brother can be such a pill at times.  It’s just teenage boy stuff.  You know he loves you deep down.”  Ambril was definitely not sure about that.  “But—“ She took Ambril by the arm and guided her over to the car, “we must get going if we’re going to be there by dark.”  She opened the door,  the backseat was completely filled with stuff.  She began to push and shove and managed to cleaer about half a foot of seat space.  “There,  all nice and comfy!”  

“For a hamster”  thought Ambril as she looked at the few inches of space.  She wedged herself in and her Mom shoved the door closed. Then opened it again almost immediately.  

“Did you leave these on the floor upstairs for ME to pick up?” She tossed a trash bag obviously filled with clothes on top of Ambril.  “Couldn’t find a place for all of these earlier?  Hummm?  Well find one now.”  Her mother said and shoved the door closed again.  

“We’re FINALLY on our way!” said her Mom as she climbed into the driver’s seat after giving a final tug to the monstrous pile on top of the car.  The engine roared into life.

Unseen a small brown squirrel leaped onto the car and scrambled into a box marked Aunt Mabel Xmas.       

She backed up, the bungee cord went taunt as the massive grey bird came at her talons first.  She took aim carefully,  “Now, wait for it,  this needs to hit just right.”  She muttered just before she let go and the ornament flashed out and exploded in the bird’s face.  Stunned, the bird somersaulted into the car and it’s luggage.  The squirrel tried to hang on but as the bird recovered itself one of it’s gargantuan wings hit her full force and knocked her into space.

For a moment she hung there until the pavement rose up to meet her and she flipper end over end into the bushes by the side of the road.  The car rolled on unaware and soon the forest road was quiet.  

Zelda winced as she tried to sit up.  “I’m definitely too old for this,”  she mumbled to herself as she rubbed her elbows and smoothed her fur.  She froze when she heard quiet footsteps along the road and some one rustling the bushes.

“Zelda?  Where are you?” whispered a familiar voice.

Zelda relaxed, “I’m here, at least I think I am.” She looked up, annoyed at the thin dark man who parted the bushes with his long thin fingers and scooped her up.  “What the heck happened to my back-up?”

“You were spectacular,  what a warrior!”  He cradled the soft furry animal in his arms.

She couldn’t help but smile.  “Yes, well--“,  she stiffened and looked around.  “But the child!  You should be watching her!”   She tried to wriggle out of his grasp but he was too quick for her.

“The gray lady won’t give up easily she’ll—.“  

“Yes, well, she can’t do much of anything just now,  they’re behind the wall now.”  He gestured toward the massive stone wall just ahead of them which stretched into the darkening forest  in either direction. 

He patted the top of his fuzzy friend’s head.  “Your timing was perfect, you launched that last bomb at her just as they arrived at the gates.”  He smiled at her.  “I’ll go on ahead to make sure everything is alright but first, I think we can risk a few minutes to  get you settled and comfortable.”  He had reached the gates himself by then.  Large ornate iron gates which stood ajar.  A sign over the opening said, “Welcome to Trelawnyd,  All who are peacable Welcome, those not, Beware.”

He walked through the gates unhindered and swiftly turned into the forest.

“She’ll not try to follow,”  said Grizelda leaning back, suddenly tired.

“She’d be a fool to try,  and she knows it.” 

Inside the speeding car Ambril had managed to shove the bag of clothes  on top of her Mom’s boots which gave her enough room to breathe and not much else.    She then had, after many trials, opened up her backpack and found the puzzle box.  It fit her hand perfectly.  She shook it hard,  it made no sound.  She banged it on the car door,  nothing happened.  She took a closer look at the engravings winding around it.  They were beautiful.  Swirls and urliques with what looked like trees and leaves forming  a bottom edge for each tier.  There was a strange form of writing mixed in with the leaves.  There were also animal heads which seemed to be eating some of thw swirls.  A dragon,  some sort of an eagle, a rooster and a three dog heads together.  Ambril looked down at the bottom and was surprised to find a human figure holding the puzzle box.  There seemed to be a face next to it.  2 large eyes and a hole for a mouth.

“How you doing Sweetie?”  her mother asked as one eye peered at her through the rear view mirror.

“Fine—How much longer?”

“Nearly there, Honey.”  Her mother cleared her throat and said in an overly cheerful tone.  “I have an idea.  There’s something simple we can do o make it easier to fit in at school in Trelawnyd.”

“What?” said Ambril

Her mother cleared her throat.  “Well—Traz honey, I want you to hear this too.” Ambril’s mother reached over and yanked her son’s arm.  Traz promptly moved closer to the door as far away from her as he could. 

“Just say it.”  He said grumpily.

“Wel, I was wondering if you might like to use Feldez’s name when you start school.”  She looked brightly at Ambril in the rear view mirror and then at Traz.

“You know Feldez and I are getting married next month. It would be so much simpler if you –“

“But it’s our family’s NAME , Mom!”  Ambril cut in, stunned and then angry.  “It’s DAD’s name!”  I’m not going to change my name, not ever!”  She folded her arms tightly as best she could.  “Who cares if everyone else is confused.  I won’t be.”

“We;;, alright,  I—I-- I just thought it might—“

“Why don’t; you tell her the real reason why.”  Said Traz still facing the window.  

“Traz, don’t be silly, I’m just as proud of the Silva family name as anyone is its--” .

Insert scene of Traz  leaving the car and going into the forest,, Ambril’s mom soon follows leaving Ambril alone.  

It had gotten dark in a rush.  Ambril peaked out across the road into the forest.  The moon was full which made it easy to see things not in shadow.  The trees were large.  There seemed to be a path running into the forest right where Ambril’s car was parked.  There was a street light just ahead.      

