It was a wooly gray fog the kind that unraveled itself into unflattering wet messes that pressed against the boxy yellow van heaving itself along a particularly narrow, sleepy street on Ambril’s first and last day.

It appeared to linger at the corner in front of a tarot card reader’s bakery, next to the Chinese medicine shop, then without warning careened up the street and lunged at an old care worn Victorian  shearing off half the Gingko tree in front.   

There was a lot of yelling from inside the truck’s cab as an awkward teenager was ejected from the drivers seat by a burly man with a crew-cut wearing a too-tight jumpsuit.
“For the love a’ yer ugly boots,  the brake is on the left,  the left!” said the crew-cut.  The boy cowered a bit then tried to repair his dignity by squaring his shoulders and jamming his hands into the pockets of his far too baggy jumpsuit.

“Yeah, yeah,  but at least I got us to this  job,  unlike last night,  huh?”  He said rolling his eyes.  “How often do we get 2 jobs at the same time, for the same bleepin’ hick town in the middle of nowhere?”  Nnnoooww,  we have to go back and git them boxes later.”  He paused to wipe his nose on his sleeve.  “I mean come on Dad,  you cut our profits in half.”
The older man took a deep breath  while turning  a marvelous shade of lavender when he was interrupted by a shower of leaves.  They were coming from the now half dead Gingko tree which was  being strenuously poked by an elderly lady wielding a shiny black cane.  She had on a long lacey gown,  the kind one would wear to meet the Queen,  if you were yourself a Duchess, covered by a large, spotless apron.

“What’s happened to you? Now I told you this wasn’t safe,  didn’t I?”  She said anxiously peering in to the tree.  “Now really,  enough of this,  I need to -know -where -you -are!”  She rapped mightily on the trunk of the poor tree with every word,  bringing down more leaves and a beautifully shaped bird’s nest which landed on crew-cut’s head.
Crew-cut turned an even more impressive shade of purple as he knocked the bird’s nest from his head which sailed like a Frisbee, right past the horrified nose of the old lady.  Who rounded on him immediately and began rapping every available body part she could reach.  The men danced around trying to avoid the rain of blows and eventually the boy was able to grab the cane and take it from her.

“Of all the idiotic,  lame brained,  stupefying dum-dum things to do!”  She screeched.

“You have no idea the kind of damage you’ve done!  Why I---“.  She was interrupted by an older man,  stooped with a very large beaked nose who came and put his hand on her shoulder.

“There now,  Hazel,  no harm done.  You see?  I’m as fit as a ukulele” .  He said in a quavering voice.  

Hazel reached up and picked a small downy feather off his shoulder and frowned.  “You’re molting again.”  She said and sucked her abnormally large teeth.  “Come along,   I’ll get you a cuppa tea.”  She took his scrawny arm and they tottered down the street.  But not before she was able to give the yellow van a  resounding thump.

“Hey,  was that necessary?”  crew-cut called angrily.  “That’s left a mark”,  he muttered as he looked ruefully at the surprisingly big dent she had left behind.  The two elderly people paid no attention to him and disappeared into the tarot reader’s bakery.

“Relax Dad,  It ain’t the first and not the last of it’s dents.”  Said Junior,  patting the old truck.  “Let’s get this thing going.”  He pulled  a clipboard out of the van’s cab and together the two marched up the old wooden steps of number 117.

She turned,  her lacey dress swishing under her apron and threw her arms around him.  “Oh Baub,  I was afraid.  I -I thought that, --“. Her voice broke into a sob as the man patted he gently on the shoulder and turned her away.

Ambril’s window that first and last day.  Another sharp rap sounded on the front door below.  An answering shriek trailed behind her Mother as she burst into Ambril’s room, neatly avoided banging into her suitcases and a tower  of boxes and peered out into the grayness.
“They can’t possibly be on time!”  She said,  Who’s ever heard of that?”   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.  There’s forest all around,  loads of kids your own age and plenty of fresh air.  You’ll love it.”  She patted the top of the largest bulge again which immediately scrumched away from her.
“Not Going.”

Her mother drew her eyebrows together  annoyed.  “Now, we’re really not going into this thing again.  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 too.”  She went out muttering.”    “Get UP!” and the door slammed behind her.

