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Cat, you magnificent cliffhangerer you. Not going to outright bar you from it, but every amazing fic from you
and otherwise likes to do horrible things to the poor baby. Teetering on the edge of my seat! All because of
this fic. Also I hope no one dies, please let know one die. Cat Bountry He stepped off the teleporter, and
tightened his grip on his gun. Show yourself, you son of a bitch! Another thud, and the door shook as it was
pounded on from the inside. Engineer took a deep breath and crept towards the door, casting glances down the
hall at the opposite end of the apartment as he did. The Russian was sitting on the floor, his arms and legs tied,
attempting to wriggle out of his bonds. Their eyes met, and Engineer lowered his gun. With one hand still
holding his gun, he reached up to pull the bat against his neck away, only to be pulled backwards and upwards
by his captor. He gasped for air like a fish on land, and though his legs kicked back to strike at his attacker, he
missed. As he felt himself becoming dizzy from the lack of oxygen, his fingers loosened their grip on the
shotgun, sending it clattering to the floor. With almost inhuman speed Johnny picked up the gun and kicked
Engineer in the rear, sending him face first into the closet. Engineer grasped at a coat to keep himself from
falling on his face, and turned around to see Johnny standing over him, holding his gun. Heavy just looked
between Engineer and Johnny, helpless to do anything and only barely containing his rage. Did you send him?
You had him try to blackmail me! Engineer gasped as he felt the wind get knocked out of him, and fell onto
the floor, wheezing harder now. Think you can plot some kind of conspiracy against me? Heavy continued to
stare at Johnny the way a caged bear might stare down an abusive trainer. You bastards think you can go and
ruin my life? Engineer coughed and sputtered until a dribble of vomit erupted from his mouth. Engineer lifted
his head up, and gave a pained grin. Through his terror, Engineer laughed too, and coughed. Heavy just
glanced between the two of them with concern. Three hundred and seven seconds, in fact, had gone by and
there was no sign of Engineer. Pyro stood up and ran to the house, stopping in front of the phone. He picked
up the phone, and dialed the number. As the phone rang, he remembered just how much he hated using
telephones. Usually his speech would be muffled by whatever would be covering his mouth, and with the
added distortion of the telephone, it made him even more difficult to understand. The only reason his
teammates were so adept at deciphering his mumbling was due to a combination of experience and guessing
from context. He wondered if Medic would be able to understand himâ€¦ The ringing stopped. Is Heavy still
over there still? He shook his head. He reached into his back pocket, and pulled out Shovel Jr. Need to finnaly
settle score with my brother. Satisfied, Soldier left the study and went back to the kitchen past the anxious dog
and to the refrigerator. Fortunately the fridge had a few magnets on it, almost all of them shaped like doves
and pigeons, and Soldier picked one at random, to use to pin his note up. It was a dove in mid-flight carrying
an olive branch. Soldier gave a disapproving snort and left for the teleporter. He stepped on top of it, and
turned to face the dog, which was now standing and barking at the device. The teleporter spun and whisked
Soldier away in a flash of light, and Nikita was still howling. He opted instead for lying. Engineer simply
bowed his head. Heavy glanced at Engineer as he curled into a ball as though he were an armadillo. He then
looked back up to Johnny with a scrutinizing glare. Just remembering, is all. I hated this boy. He vas cruel and
vicious, older den I vasâ€¦ he vould beat me up and call me fat. I found him snapping necks of our hens. I
chase him avay before he killed them all. Vhen I confront him about it later, he said he did it for no other
reason than he vanted to kill something dat could not fight back. He says this, and his eyes are cold. He beat
me again, and ran off. He watch dem be taken away, smiling. Vhen my family vas sent to gulag, I knew he vas
vone dat reported us. And years after that, I hear he is agent for KGB, spying on citizens and making arrests
and murdering people. He vas ruthless and evil, and he liked to use and hurt people. And youâ€¦ you remind
me of him. Make me feel guilty? I treat him a hell of a lot better than he even deserves. He reeled back, as
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though distancing himself from an angry snake, and Heavy could see a flicker of fear in his eyes. Engineer
twisted his body into being half-upright, and looked between the two, not entirely sure what was happening.
He may be crazy, he is insecure, yes, but not a liar. It is you who is the liar! He says he fought the Nazis in
Germany! And I am not a stupid man. He vanted to lie to pretend vhat you did never happened. He vas
ashamed of telling anyone, so he said nothing. Heavy teetered slightly, and righted himself, sitting upright and
shaking his head, focusing his eyes on an increasingly hysteric Johnny. I was a kidâ€¦ kidsâ€¦ they do stupid
things! I did a lot of stupid things! He just looked at Johnny, with that same dour expression, his eyes boring
through him like hot steel though wood. More than anything Engineer wanted to crawl over to the kitchen to
get it, but Johnny stood between him and it. He squirmed, trying to loosen his bonds. All eyes turned to the
telephone, regarding it as though it were a time bomb. Johnny, being the only one capable of reaching it,
tucked the gun under his arm and approached the phone with the air of a man on a leisurely Sunday stroll. He
picked the ringing phone up from its cradle, and put it to his ear. Some man speaking a New England
accentâ€¦ Boston? You leave him be. They had a fairly good idea why Scout would be calling with news about
his wife, and between them, though they were silent, they knew they could not say, lest Johnny become
encouraged. To this Scout maybe? Engineer had screwed his eyes shut, and when he opened them tentatively
and his eyes adjusted, he saw Soldier stepping off the teleporter with a kitchen knife in his hand; Engineer
recognized it as one from his own home. You come to your senses yet, or am I gonna have to knock some into
you? His voice was quiet, and very unlike Soldier. For his outburst, he received yet another kick from Johnny.
Soldier glowered, and tossed aside his knife. Soldier took this opportunity to pounce upon Johnny, letting out
a hoarse scream. Johnny was prepared for him, however, and let Soldier charge into a punch in the stomach.
Soldier doubled over, and received another blow as Johnny delivered an uppercut into his chin, and Soldier
stumbled back a few steps. Seeing as how the two brothers were otherwise occupied, Engineer scooted across
the floor, approaching the knife that Soldier had tossed away. Once close, he turned around, and with his
fingers he felt around for the handle. He got a grip on it, and carefully positioned it so the blade leaned against
the cloth. Soldier was gasping, his eyes bulging from their sockets as he was losing air, and in a moment of
weakness was overtaken by his brother, who rolled to be on top of him, now pinning Soldier back against the
counter. Engineer pulled his hands apart and brought them in front of him, still holding the knife. Thank God,
he thought, that Soldier thought to bring it.
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I took the title from the first of the seven stanzas: We are the music makers, And we are the dreamers of
dreams, Wandering by lone sea-breakers, And sitting by desolate streams; - World-losers and world-forsakers,
On whom the pale moon gleams: Yet we are the movers and shakers Of the world for ever, it seems. Now for
the things you need to know before reading this story: There will be some het elements as well but there are at
least two slash couples and mpreg things going on. Changes to the HP storyline as well as the Walking Dead
storyline will be addressed as they happen. Both The Walking Dead and Harry Potter and their characters are
the property of their respective owners. This is a piece of fan-authored fiction created without material gain or
for the purpose of infringement of ownership rights. Sif Shadowheart pseudonym retains ownership of only
original plot and characters. No profit was made or intended through the creation of this piece of fiction,
merely entertainment. But whatever caused it, Harry knew instinctively that when an individual of the female
gender got that tone in her voice, he damn well better stop, shut up, and pay attention. And that was exactly
what he did as he froze on the way to gathering the Thestrals from the Forbidden Forest and faced his
occasionally-out-of-it friend Luna Lovegood. Hermione and Ron had disappeared to do Merlin-knew-what
before joining him, Luna, and Neville at the edge of the Forest to leave for the Ministry and to rescue Sirius.
Likely send a message to Dumbledore. Harry had figured out a long time ago that they were his friends out of
a desire to keep payments from the old bastard rolling in than any sense of shared adventure or actual
friendship. Neville, growing up with his Gran, froze as well, being equally as well-trained as Harry regarding
female tones. Harry and Neville hit it off after the former apologized to the latter after he got out of the
hospital wing in First Year. Not even a barmy house elf was going to mess about with a creature large enough
to snatch it up in its talons and have it for dinner. Second Year had brought Luna into their secret fold, Harry
having found her wandering around in search of her shoes during one of his nightly wanderings under his
Cloak. With both Neville and Harry having been bullied most of their lives in one way or another, they swiftly
set to trying to help the blonde who seemed to be focused on otherworldly things more often than not. That
first year of their hidden trio neither boy had known quite what to make of her until the flyers for electives
came out when Harry wondered aloud if maybe Luna was some sort of Seer after reading up on Divination.
Time and testing her coded warnings made them certain she had some sort of knowing if nothing else, both
boys deciding to study Divination to see if there might be some way they can help her focus a little more on
the world around herâ€¦if only to protect her better from those who might prey on her. They ended up
probably being the only thirteen-year-old boys with links to two verifiable Seersâ€¦even if one used a complex
code and the other had only made two true prophecies in her lifetime. Which was interesting in itself.
Professor Trelawney was a Delphic-Oracle type Seer, highly reliable with visions she herself never
remembered. But she was limited in the extreme from what the three of them discovered. Voldemort and how
he could rise or fall. Luna on the other hand was a Delphic-Oracle lineage Seerâ€¦which was as different from
Sybil Trelawney as chalk and cheese. When Luna Saw it could be something from two centuries in the future
or two decades in the past that happened or would happen next door or in sub-Saharan Africa. She rarely
shared the things she saw with Neville and Harry, taking after her mother who had trained her before her death
and chronicling her visions using a special parchment and quill that would only reveal what was needed when
it was needed and to the right person. Fortunately, Delphic-lineage Seers were always female and would only
ever gain active power when they became the oldest-living female of their lineage. Unfortunately for Luna,
her mother was the last of their line. And her mother died in a spell-accident when she was nine. Their best
friend had been Seeing the best and worst of humanity when all she should have been worried about was
learning to fly or ride a bike. Her mother Pandora knew that something was going to happen that would take
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her from her daughter at a young age â€” but never when or what the cause would be â€” so she had done
what she could to prepare her only child for the future Fate had written for her. And though Harry never knew
it, Pandora had prepared Luna for something else she Saw. This was the subject that Luna needed to talk to
Harry about before they left for London, though Harry had no idea just how epically his future was about to
diverge from its original path. If he had, who knows whether he would have done as he was doing at this very
moment: Or at least, he thought that was what was going on, sometimes with Luna it was very hard to tell,
even for him and Neville. In it was several enchanted items and a letter with instructions on who to give them
to and when. Harry had no idea how it had all come to this but he knew exactly where to lay the blame:
Dumbledore and Voldemort with their endless games. Both were equally as bad as the other as far as Harry
was concerned, both using others as little more than expendable game pieces in their never-ending game for
control of Magical Britain. So long as Dumbledore had the safety of Sirius to hold over him, Harry would
never be able to take a step without someone guiding him and making all his decisions. Those were the
conditions that bound him: Padfoot and Moony had set up shop, figuratively speaking, just outside of the
ward-zone Albus had set up around Number 4 Privet Drive. Sirius had already proved that his Grim form
could come and go from the wards as he pleased, the Headmaster having no real way to prevent animals from
the vicinity of the Dursley residence. Like he had been doing all the summer before, going off once his
truncated Sirius made one hell of a deterrent list of chores was complete. Harry knew what a family was now.
He had one of his own. A real one not the whatever-the-fuckery was going on with the dysfunctional Dursleys.
His godfathers loved him, fed him, taught him, trained him, and did everything they could to fill the massive
gaps in both his magical and mundane educations. Especially once they found out that the Headmaster had
hidden the Potter Lordship from him. That more than anything enraged the two of them. Dumbledore could
have passed off the abuse as Harry not telling or the Headmaster otherwise not knowing. Or that he was just
too young to learn certain necessary skills. But it was anathema, an utter taboo, to hide the heritage of a
magical child. Especially when that heritage was that of a long, long and proud magical history and came with
wealth and stature along with it. Where originally they were going to let him have the school-year off from
their extra studies and have him focus on his school work, Sirius and Remus kept in touch with him through
both their linked-mirrors and a set of linked-journals that they had made for him. Once Harry had survived his
Fourth Year and returned to Privet Drive, it was much harder to teach him, Harry having to use his personal
Cloak to slip out to the cottage or Sirius having to wait until one of the more unobservant watchers was on
post to teach him. Still, they made it work and the training and teaching continued. One result of which was
Harry being a lot less scrawny than he used to be though he was still smaller and shorter than others his age.
Something which infuriated his godfathers to no end but that they knew had to wait until he was sixteen to fix.
Correcting his eyesight would have to wait until then as well, except with eyes it was more to let them
stabilize, else they risked additional deterioration afterwards and Harry having to go through a painful potion
and spell regimen two or more times to continually fix and refix his sight. He loved his mother, he knew he
loved both his parents. They had loved him and died for him. Before that all his parents were, were another
thing for the Dursleys to beat him down with. But Sirius and Remusâ€¦ They were real. Sirius Black was
almost lost without ever realizing it. Unfortunately, Sirius Black was also a large, well-muscled man after
spending two years recovering from the ravages of Azkaban, and his weight was too much for a
five-foot-nothing Seeker-build wizard of fifteen to handle, Harry being dragged ever forward into the Veil
without anything to anchor him to the world behind him. Neville Longbottom stepped over the bleeding-out
remains of the Death Eater, breaking her wand and wand-hand with a vicious crack, and came to stand beside
and offer support to the ethereal figure of a bruised but unbloodied Luna. The Order and Death Eaters quickly
recovered, the Order recovering first thanks to the Aurors in their ranks setting off a series of Stunners and
Binding Hexes except for Moody who used Avadas while the others turned a blind eye. The grizzled old
Auror paused a moment by the pair who were studying the shattered stone and dust that was all that remained
of the Veil in silence, one callused paw of a hand coming up to clap the lad on the shoulder and giving him a
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gruff: Well Done, in regards to his finishing of the Black Witch. This one was made of the right stuff to
survive this war and come out â€” mostly â€” intact on the other side. Moody was certain of it. Or that it
would cost her one of her only two friends in the process. Whether for better or worse, only time will tell.
Evanesco, vanishing the shards and dust. And so do we. He only had one more thing to ask before he let his
first friend rest in whatever peace there might be found on the other side of the Veil. Getting him to accept
anything good without a struggle is like trying to take gold from a Niffler. Our next installment will start in the
Walking Dead universe but pre-Series. Gotta give the guys some time to adjustâ€¦and see just what is going on
with the necklace Luna gave Harryâ€¦the Walking Dead characters will be introduced starting in chapter 2â€¦I
thinkâ€¦ Also, chapters for this story will be between 5,, words for the most part, not the giant updates TotFM
gets that are nearly novel length in size. Strangers in a Strange Land Summary: I was going to hold this
chapter back until next week but I have another seven written already for the weekly updates and decided to
spoil you lovelies and get the pre-Outbreak plot setup finished. Strangers in a Strange Land Harry groaned as
he came awake in a tumble of bodies, head thumping and body sore and aching. As his eyes focused on their
new surroundings he blinked staring at the tall green trees and the squirrel up on of them at was chattering
angrily down at the trio. The two of them hunkered down on a nearby log while Remus kept watch and paid
attention to their conversation, his advanced senses being best suited for standing guard in a strange place.
Their godson took a deep breath and began, explaining everything that led to the Department of Mysteries: He
knows better than anyone just how good Voldemort is at playing with the Mind Arts. Flooing, warning Snape,
but forgot about the journal or the mirrors. He was still going to get the shit pranked out of them once they had
whatever-the-fuck-was-going-on figured out. But a dozen years of ground-in survival instincts and reactions
from abuse was hard to overcome. That had felt damned good. It was a lot harder to disappear for an entire
night when someone was watching you around the clock. For not letting us go. He already knew that; Luna
had told him. And from knowing Luna he knew the significance.
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Xvital had already claimed her bunk that was built into the side that was close to the floor, with the ahuizotless
making a barrier of blankets and pillows and muttering how much this sucked. Wind Breaker was on the bunk
on the other side, with his own mini nest built up but he did have his crossbow within reach and fully loaded.
There is a reason he fights unicorns in sword tournaments and wins. Rex turned his head to see Wind Breaker
flinch and no doubt feel a stab of guilt. Xvital was smirking from her own bunk only to let out a surprised
grunt when Vix-Lei looked up at her. Rex then noticed Wind Breaker was quite able to support Night with
both of them clearly surprised at their close proximity with each other. She actually began to swipe at Vix-Lei
who tried to get close to the bed, even arching her back and switching her tail. Vix-Lei seemed to be getting
into it, with her snorting and grunting like a bull. It tasted awful and I need something to wash out the taste so
gimme. They truly needed to work on getting Wind Breaker on a proper plan to wean him of his addiction.
Rex was doing his best to look away as to avoid from observing their language and by extension learning how
they communicated in public. He did not trust himself to keep the knowledge secret and was rather averse to
dealing with their wrath. They made a series of gestures at Xvital who was holding her head up with all three
of her hands before letting out an annoyed groan. The cloaked being then turned on the spot before storming
out of the room and slamming the door shut behind them. The Order knows something of the Elements and
how important they must have been to not kill Page. Before anything else was said, there was a loud knock on
the door followed by an Order member walking in, before making signs at Xvital. The Order member seemed
to glare at her before repeating their signs with Xvital watching intently. She was his pride and joy Point in
their favor, at least by my reckoning. She took a few steps forwards before halting. Three of us walk on all
fours and three of us walk on just two legs. Hey, three of us are guys and three of us are chicks. Yet only two
of our group are ponies, and Night Blade and Page Turner are of different tribes. And the rest of us are
different species entirely. And coincidences are one of the two things my dad and I have never believed in.
These little goblin-thingies that are supposed to lurk underground. To see what they wanted of he and Vix-Lei
with the minotaur almost skipping ahead, the delight obvious in her mannerisms. Good things come to those
who wait, he reminded himself as he followed her. If this was what sobriety was, it was highly overrated crap.
He was twitchy, he had headaches all the time and he found himself barely holding back from snapping at the
others and these annoying Order jerks. How the hell was he suppose to tell what they wanted when they
refused to talk to him and got angry when he tried to learn what they were saying? At least the rest of the
group was doing okay; the Order ponies had not been too keen on eating what Page made at first but were
eventually won over after they saw none of them suddenly dying after eating it themselves later on.
Apparently, their dinner time was one of the few times that they went without their masks and none of them
were allowed to see what the Order members looked or sounded like. Rex had taken to his new job as almost
as happily as Vix-Lei. She was having a fucking blast doing everything and anything the Order told her to do.
She even got them to laugh, in a way. Turned out their masks blocked all sounds they made; it had been really
freaky to see them throw their heads back in silent laughter. Night Blade, however, had been surprisingly
even-tempered; the batpony had spent most of his time merely craning his head around, trying to get a good
look at the areas they were flying over while he was resting on the upper decks and recovering from his
injuries. Wind Breaker thought to himself. It might just be his upbringing that kept him really all quiet and
still. If he was willing to gamble, not that those damn asshole would let him bet, Night was doing his best not
to go crazy. What did you say that stuff you gave me was called again? I guess it was their preferred drink
where this stuff was made. He shifted through them, using his right hoof as it was almost done healing up, and
gave Wind Breaker one of them. His face paled further as he read about everything they did to fight back,
even listing the fact that he had ripped out an eye and ate it before puking it up. No matter what happens
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afterwards, her life is ruined. Wind Breaker let out a groan, rolling his eyes as he rubbed the back of his neck.
I mean, I get you have issues with your parents but at least you know who they are. And you had a home with
your own room. I mean, I lived with about a dozen or so other griffons growing up and from the ground
running I had to be working to pay back the Hatchery. Wind Breaker smiled as he bumped hooves with the
other stallion, smiling back at him. Wind Breaker could tell Night was barely holding his laughter back and it
suddenly became a game to see who could hold the longest. Some hours later, the six were gathered in their
cabin once more. But apparently, they decided we should be able to see out when we arrive. So they set this up
to give us a good view. What they saw was a massive city of crystal buildings, including an enormous palace
at the very center.
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Twilight had never been happier in her life. She and her friends had defeated Tirek and she had finally found
her purpose as a princess. The Princess of Friendship. Heh, it might take me a bit to get used to the title. She,
her friends, the Princesses and most of Ponyville were currently celebrating outside her new castle. Pinkie had
gone more over the top than she usually did for this blowout. With little else to do Twilight headed for the
crowded dance floor. Pinkie had also managed to set up an entire dance floor outside. Complete with a stage
for the performers. Twilight made her way over to her friends. Pinkie was being her usual self, i. Rarity and
Applejack were by the punch bowl and Rainbow Dash was hovering beside it, talking to a part of the table
cloth that moved. As Twilight came closer she began to make out their conversations. Rainbow Dash rolled
her eyes and flew beneath the table then pushed a stammering Fluttershy out. She gulped the drink down while
Rarity glared at her. Before Twilight could answer there was a bright flash of light in the center of the dance
floor. The surrounding ponies yelped in surprise and backed away quickly. Twilight rushed closer for a better
look and saw a unicorn Royal Guard gasping for breath had teleported there. Did he teleport from Canterlot?!
He said the prisoner was a pegasus with a dark red coat with a mid-length black mane and tail, along with a
goatee. You did all you could," said Celestia, she turned to Twilight, "Twilight I need you to gather your
friends and transform into your harmonious forms. Is this prisoner really that dangerous? Twilight gulped,
nodded, then ran back over to her friends. Twilight shook her head. We need to turn into our harmonious
forms and go get him," said Twilight. We just finished with Tirek and now we gotta deal with another evil
threat to Equestria? When we beat the new meanie pants can I throw a party for that too? If we beat him in
time we might be able to combine that party with this one! How super awesome frajalistic would that be?
They went in after their friends, Twilight walking and Pinkie bouncing. Brawler poked his head over the side
of the cloud he was hiding on; he saw the six mares from earlier walk into the palace. He took cover behind
the cloud again. The most Brawler could do against Tirek was scratch his ear. Those mares had defeated Tirek
in one shot. And now Sunshine has set them on me He peaked over the side of the cloud again, made sure
nopony was looking up, then flew away as quietly as he could. As soon as he was out of eye and ear shot of
the party he sped up. Where to I hide? Where do I hide? He spotted a creepy looking forest in the distance. He
flew lower and hovered at the entrance. Then he examined it more closely. Dark, creepy, He heard a growl.
Most likely full of dangerous creatures. Yep, most ponies would probably avoid this place at any cost. Brawler
landed and trotted inside. Making it a pretty damn good spot to lay low. The forest got darker and darker as he
walked inside. The only reason to be afraid of the dark was because of the things hiding in it. After about
fifteen minutes of walking he came across an old castle. It looked like it was a few hundred years old, but
somepony had recently started restoring it. He noticed some statues of alicorns in its courtyard. He started
walking toward it. He opened the door and trotted in. The palace was clearly old as some parts of the stone
were crumbling, but some restoration work had been done in here as well. Applejack rubbed the back of her
head. The transformation into a being of harmony made her a bit embarrassed, not to mention a little silly. Ah
mean, a bigger ponytail with red highlights? Since the Tree of Harmony still had the old Elements of Harmony
the transformation was the only way they had to deal with evil doers. Celestia was acting very on edge and
wanted them ready for action at a moments notice. That meant walking around fully transformed. And without
the ball of energy swirling around them, ready to defeat any foe, Applejack felt full on ridiculous. She and her
friends were now in their harmony forms standing in front of Celestia and Luna. Applejack rolled her eyes.
What is it about this prisoner that you fear? The only difference is the goatee, but I suppose he grew that while
he was imprisoned. They could barely believe it. Celestia shook her head. Tia, you know what spending too
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long in a cell does to a pony! If they spend too long unable to do their talent they slowly go insane! Only
murders and other scum deserve such punishment. What did this pony do? Brawler was born in Cloudsdale,
though at the time his name was Burning Coal, anyway when he was about ten years old he went to a dojo for
a self-defense lesson. Apparently despite having no prior experience he knocked out his sparring partner with
one shot. Something about using a counter-uppercut to give his opponent a concussion, I never really read that
part of his file thoroughly. Anyway when his opponent hit the ground he earned his Cutie Mark, it represented
fighting. From what we can tell he was generally safe over the next few years. Although there were instances
of bullying where he would retaliate rather harshly. What the hell happened to love and tolerate?!? While he
was there he assaulted twenty guards, putting sixteen in the hospital, one of which needed to be brought to the
E. That is why I put him in a cell, he was dangerous to the ponies around him. Applejack glanced at her own
Cutie Mark. However, there is a way to resist being held by such a spell. If a pony focuses on their own inner
magic and pushes it out into the air it can be used to counter a telekinetic grip. What I suspect happened is a
weak telekinesis spell was placed on him, then in a burst of rage he accidentally called his magic forth and
broke the spell. Worse is that the tracker spells placed on him vanished along with the enchantments on his
cell. Several search parties have been sent out and are looking for him as we speak. Celestia pursed her lips
and nodded. Return to Canterlot and join the search parties. I want Brawler found as soon as possible. Can I
help look for him? If you did locate him and he overpowered you we would be short one element of harmony.
The mane six just stood there for a moment, wondering what to do next. As Applejack trotted back to Sweet
Apple Acres she would feel twinges in her stomach every few steps. Come on AJ, get it together, ya beat Tirek
with this power! Her stomach gave another twinge. She glanced at her Cutie Mark again. But why the hay
would ah think that? She thought back to a time when she had to go two weeks without her family or
applebucking for some land tax thing.
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"Emphasizing an appreciation for street lit as a way to promote reading and library use, Morris's book helps library staff
establish their "street cred" by giving them the information they need to provide knowledgeable guidance."--Provided by
publisher.

Waterloo Campaign The strategic situation in Western Europe in Napoleon was forced to leave 20, men in
Western France to reduce a royalist insurrection. On 13 March , six days before Napoleon reached Paris, the
powers at the Congress of Vienna declared him an outlaw. Crucially, this would have bought him time to
recruit and train more men before turning his armies against the Austrians and Russians. An additional
consideration for Napoleon was that a French victory might cause French-speaking sympathisers in Belgium
to launch a friendly revolution. Also, coalition troops in Belgium were largely second-line, as many units were
of dubious quality and loyalty, and most of the British veterans of the Peninsular War had been sent to North
America to fight in the War of The force at his disposal at Waterloo was less than one third that size, but the
rank and file were nearly all loyal and experienced soldiers. Only very late on the night of 15 June was
Wellington certain that the Charleroi attack was the main French thrust. First reinforcements, and then
Wellington arrived. He took command and drove Ney back, securing the crossroads by early evening, too late
to send help to the Prussians, who had already been defeated. The Prussian centre gave way under heavy
French assaults, but the flanks held their ground. The Prussian retreat from Ligny went uninterrupted and
seemingly unnoticed by the French. The bulk of their rearguard units held their positions until about midnight,
and some elements did not move out until the following morning, ignored by the French. The next day he
withdrew northwards, to a defensive position he had reconnoitred the previous yearâ€”the low ridge of
Mont-Saint-Jean, south of the village of Waterloo and the Sonian Forest. Before leaving Ligny, Napoleon had
ordered Grouchy, who commanded the right wing, to follow up the retreating Prussians with 33, men. A late
start, uncertainty about the direction the Prussians had taken, and the vagueness of the orders given to him,
meant that Grouchy was too late to prevent the Prussian army reaching Wavre, from where it could march to
support Wellington. More importantly, the heavily outnumbered Prussian rear-guard was able to use the River
Dyle to enable a savage and prolonged action to delay Grouchy. He decided to hold his ground and give battle.
Order of Battle of the Waterloo Campaign Three armies were involved in the battle: Top, Marshal Michel Ney
, who exercised tactical control of the greater part of the French forces for most of the battle. The French army
of around 69, consisted of 48, infantry, 14, cavalry, and 7, artillery with guns. His troops were mainly veterans
with considerable experience and a fierce devotion to their Emperor. Crucially, some of these officers had
little experience in working together as a unified force, so that support for other units was often not given. The
French army was forced to march through rain and black coal-dust mud to reach Waterloo, and then to
contend with mud and rain as it slept in the open. Little food was available for the soldiers, but nevertheless
the veteran French soldiers were fiercely loyal to Napoleon. Wellington later said that he had "an infamous
army, very weak and ill-equipped, and a very inexperienced Staff". All of the British Army troops were
regular soldiers, but only 7, of them were Peninsular War veterans. With the exception of the British and some
from Hanover and Brunswick who had fought with the British army in Spain, many of the professional
soldiers in the Coalition armies had spent some of their time in the French army or in armies allied to the
Napoleonic regime. The historian Barbero states that in this heterogeneous army the difference between
British and foreign troops did not prove significant under fire. The Duke of York imposed many of his staff
officers on Wellington, including his second-in-command the Earl of Uxbridge. Uxbridge commanded the
cavalry and had carte blanche from Wellington to commit these forces at his discretion. They were placed as a
guard against any possible wide flanking movement by the French forces, and also to act as a rearguard if
Wellington was forced to retreat towards Antwerp and the coast. In , the former Reserve regiments, Legions,
and Freikorps volunteer formations from the wars of â€” were in the process of being absorbed into the line,
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along with many Landwehr militia regiments. The Landwehr were mostly untrained and unequipped when
they arrived in Belgium. The Prussian cavalry were in a similar state. These officers came from four schools
developed for this purpose and thus worked to a common standard of training. This system was in marked
contrast to the conflicting, vague orders issued by the French army. This staff system ensured that before
Ligny, three-quarters of the Prussian army concentrated for battle with 24 hours notice. On the top right are
the buildings of La Haye Sainte. The Waterloo position was a strong one. It consisted of a long ridge running
east-west, perpendicular to, and bisected by, the main road to Brussels. Along the crest of the ridge ran the
Ohain road, a deep sunken lane. Wellington deployed his infantry in a line just behind the crest of the ridge
following the Ohain road. This was a large and well-built country house, initially hidden in trees. The house
faced north along a sunken, covered lane usually described by the British as "the hollow-way" along which it
could be supplied. On the extreme left was the hamlet of Papelotte. Any attack on his right centre would mean
the attackers would have to march between enfilading fire from Hougoumont and La Haye Sainte. On the left,
any attack would also be enfiladed by fire from La Haye Sainte and its adjoining sandpit, and any attempt at
turning the left flank would entail fighting through the lanes and hedgerows surrounding Papelotte and the
other garrisoned buildings on that flank, and some very wet ground in the Smohain defile. On the left was II
Corps under Reille with 13, infantry, and 1, cavalry, and a cavalry reserve of 4, Napoleon initially commanded
the battle from Rossomme farm, where he could see the entire battlefield, but moved to a position near La
Belle Alliance early in the afternoon. Command on the battlefield which was largely hidden from his view was
delegated to Ney. Although they had not taken casualties, IV Corps had been marching for two days, covering
the retreat of the three other corps of the Prussian army from the battlefield of Ligny. They had been posted
farthest away from the battlefield, and progress was very slow. As a result, the last part of the corps left at I
tell you Wellington is a bad general, the English are bad troops, and this affair is nothing more than eating
breakfast". He had acted similarly in the past, and on the morning of the battle of Waterloo may have been
responding to the pessimism and objections of his chief of staff and senior generals. In addition, many of his
forces had bivouacked well to the south of La Belle Alliance. Sous-Lieutenant Legros, a French officer, broke
the gate open with an axe, and some French troops managed to enter the courtyard. There was a fierce melee,
and the British managed to close the gate on the French troops streaming in. The Frenchmen trapped in the
courtyard were all killed. Only a young drummer boy was spared. Fighting continued around Hougoumont all
afternoon. Its surroundings were heavily invested by French light infantry, and coordinated attacks were made
against the troops behind Hougoumont. In the afternoon, Napoleon personally ordered the house to be shelled
to set it on fire, [f] resulting in the destruction of all but the chapel. Eventually they were relieved by the 71st
Highlanders , a British infantry regiment. Hougoumont held out until the end of the battle. Hougoumont and
its wood sent up a broad flame through the dark masses of smoke that overhung the field; beneath this cloud
the French were indistinctly visible. Bodies of infantry and cavalry were pouring down on us, and it was time
to leave contemplation, so I moved towards our columns, which were standing up in square. He moved several
artillery batteries from his hard-pressed centre to support Hougoumont, [57] and later stated that "the success
of the battle turned upon closing the gates at Hougoumont". These opened fire at Although some projectiles
buried themselves in the soft soil, most found their marks on the reverse slope of the ridge. The bombardment
forced the cavalry of the Union Brigade in third line to move to its left, as did the Scots Greys, to reduce their
casualty rate. They were led by Ney to the assault, each column having a front of about a hundred and sixty to
two hundred files. While one French battalion engaged the defenders from the front, the following battalions
fanned out to either side and, with the support of several squadrons of cuirassiers , succeeded in isolating the
farmhouse. Each time the French tried to scale the walls the outnumbered Germans somehow held them off.
The second line consisted of British and Hanoverian troops under Sir Thomas Picton , who were lying down
in dead ground behind the ridge. All had suffered badly at Quatre Bras. In addition, the Bijlandt brigade had
been ordered to deploy its skirmishers in the hollow road and on the forward slope. The rest of the brigade was
lying down just behind the road. On the left of the brigade, where the 7th Dutch Militia stood, a "few files
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were shot down and an opening in the line thus occurred". There they regrouped under the command of
Colonel Van Zuylen van Nijevelt. Bylandt was wounded and retired off the field, passing command of the
brigade to Lt. A very even fight between British and French infantry was about to occur. However, a firefight
had been anticipated and the French infantry had accordingly advanced in more linear formation. Picton was
killed shortly after ordering the counter-attack and the British and Hanoverian troops also began to give way
under the pressure of numbers. The 42nd Black Watch halted at the hedge and the resulting fire-fight drove
back the British 92nd Foot while the leading French 45e Ligne.
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Chapter 6 : Trial by Fire (by pkmoonshine) â€“ Page 2 â€“ Bonanza Brand â€“ Fanfiction Library
collection strategies for street lit ÂÂ Characters outside the cover: how librarians, authors, and readers read street lit
ÂÂ Hustlin' street lit: pushin' books and programs ÂÂ Epilogue.

Desperate to be free, she is prepared to fight â€” unknowing that there are more dangerous people than her
captors in this dead and dusty Texas town. In a moment of blind luck, Amarie manages to impress Luda Mae
Hewitt, who wants her to join the family, if only she can convince the others not to kill and eat her. Feedback
and constructive critiques are welcome, too. Just email or tweet me. Character Death lots of people die.
Eventually, it became a challenge to see how gross I could get. One thing is certain: I used to think I was the
only one in the world who developed crushes on cinematic monsters, but then I discovered that there are a lot
of us. This tale is for those folks, the ones who will eagerly hope that Leatherface gets the girl in a whole new
way. This tale takes place after TCM: To be honest, having seen all of the movies, confusion is still possible;
it has become obvious to me that the concept of canon is elusive in this series. Beyond purporting a few new
theories, I will attempt to remain faithful to the remake films wherever possible and I plan to borrow an
element or two from movie 3. The family has a habit of indiscriminately killing and eating people in order to
survive in an abandoned town and they care only for those considered to be in the family, whether by blood or
friendship. Anyone else is on the menu. Leatherface is a childlike person, in spite of his violent habits. His
mental capacity is up for debate but he seems capable of love, loyalty, and obedience, at least to family
members. He has never been portrayed speaking words, but will nod or shake his head to answer others. I have
a character loosely guessing that Leatherface may suffer from borderline personality disorder, as that fits my
story. No real diagnosis is obtained, so this is mere conjecture. Luda Mae found Thomas in the dumpster of
the slaughterhouse on August 7, and raised him as her son. Their ages are two similar. Charlie is portrayed by
R. Lee Ermey in the remake films, and in my opinion, he is so dangerous and frightening that he makes
Leatherface seem like a sympathetic character in comparison. The characters, locations, situations,
terminology and history involved here, I am borrowing from Tobe Hooper, Kim Henkel, and the creators of
the Texas Chainsaw Massacre movies, with the exception of a handful of original characters. No money has or
will be made with this, unless one of these esteemed persons wants to pay me to make it a screenplay.
Eventually, my stories will all be posted on my blog www. The Hunters Chapter Text "Man is not merely the
sum of his masks. Behind the shifting face of personality is a hard nugget of self, a genetic gift. Ambrel
looked out the window of the diner, staring at the junction of highways and To the southeast, his new home
waited, deep in the bustle of the capital city of Austin, star of Travis County. In his old home, the dusty
dead-end town of Fuller, Texas, a man had gone missing. The manager of a meat packing business closed
down for health code violations, he was supposed to lock up the filthy structure and leave town with the rest of
the population. Now that his mother was sick and soon to die of cancer, the mystery, and the obligation,
beckoned. Still, on the cusp of finding answers, he hesitated. Ambrel was only the second person in his family
to break out of the blue-collar world. Spotting him as he came through the door, the younger man smiled and
headed for his table. Ambrel rose to shake his hand when Hadley joined him, and then both men sat and began
an earnest conversation â€” one that made their waitress come by less often to refill their coffee. Funny, that
â€” me and mine would call them sleaze. The land was to be sold, of course, but there are no records that it
was. I believe a man named Blair was interested, however. I did see old Mrs. Now if you remember local tales,
hers was an odd family even by Fuller standards. He identified the patrol car as a Plymouth Belvedere, just
like mine. Rumor said he might move to Michigan, too, he had family up there. Without it, God only knows
what sorta tomfoolery they mighta got up to by now. Some of the most disturbed subjects can appear entirely
sane. Craziest motherfucker I ever saw, I know that. However, I was referring to the fact that your quarry
might not be the same young woman she once was, even if she appears to be. Six months of ill-treatment can
create an immense change. She ran around the side of the building and started to search for anything that could
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be used as a weapon. Is anyone in there? She came to a window and started to peer in, but gasped when a face
scowled back at her through the ancient, dirty glass, less than five inches from her nose. Her eyes darted
around wildly before settling on a long, narrow object to her left, leaning against the building. Listening
closely, she could hear her inside yelling at someone, her words commanding. Then a sharp smacking noise
was followed by silence. Moving hurriedly to the object, she grinned fiercely as she picked it up. The crowbar
was rusty, but it would work just fine. She carried it with her across the low bump of a hill and lay down in the
dry ditch beyond it. Nestling into the long grass, she watched the sliver of road she could see between the store
and its outbuildings and waited. Still, the woman called someone. They cruised up and stopped out of sight in
front of the store. Moments later, she heard them enter the building. Her eyes widened as the metal nose of a
heavy. Somebody would pick up a pretty little blonde like that in a minute. Glass broke behind them, followed
by a gentle tinkling sound and a solid thud. Too quiet for Tommy â€” did the fool get his girl? Falling sharply
to her knees in her flower-print dress, she managed to duck the blow that struck Jim, laying him out flat on his
back beside his friend. Hissing with pain, Luda Mae looked up and saw the blonde, her fists gripping an old
rusty crowbar. The savage expression on her face melted into fear a moment later and she dropped the heavy
tool to come to her aid. Now who the hell are you and who are they? A pool of blood was growing under his
caved-in skull. She punched it straight through the brain. The corpse twitched and convulsed, and then lay
still. Their eyes met over the gun Luda Mae held casually in her fingers, the barrel pointing down. With a
wave of her free hand, she signaled for him to hide, and the shape disappeared behind a grove of trees. Is that
who you called? You can meet the family later. The only one she sometimes had words with was her brother
Charlie, or Sheriff Hoyt, as he insisted they call him, and she knew she could handle him on this matter. The
others would do what she said once she convinced her brother. The girl had saved her life, helped her up, and
looked at her like a lost chick looks at her mother. Henrietta had gotten the last new pet, so Momma Hewitt
would claim this one. Watching as the poor thing smoothed the new dress down over the slender curves of a
body far tougher than it appeared to be, a budding admiration began to grow in her sharp old heart. Family
oughta be good to you. There should be no one you can trust or turn to, or count on, than your family. I never
had me a little girl before. You gotta last name, child? Now your new Uncle Charlie can be bad-tempered
unless you call him Sheriff Hoyt. One was draped over his shoulder, held steady by the hand that still clutched
the chainsaw. The other, with the leather jacket bunched in his fist, was hauled along roughly, the legs
dragging behind him. Would she do it herself? The walk home was hard and hot under the blistering sun.
Sweat ran into the fresh cuts on his face, chest, and arms, but the stinging pain was welcome. It was proof that
he was alive. Charlie Hewitt was his name. Uncle Charlie â€” Sheriff Hoyt â€” and Tommy provided for the
family. The family had a garden for vegetables and herbs, and she intended to do her best to help with the care
of that. The sheriff paced now and then, his boots loud on the wooden floorboards. He made her nervous,
where the crippled Monty did not. He had done nothing, and said nothing, to upset her, but it was in his eyes:
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Chapter 7 : On Whom the Pale Moon Gleams - sifshadowheart - Harry Potter - J. K. Rowling [Archive of Ou
Introduction. The first of the notable humorists of Irish life was William Maginn, one of the most versatile, as well as
brilliant of Irish men of letters.. He was born in Cork in , and was a classical schoolmaster there in early manhood,
having secured the degree of LL.D. at Trinity College, Dublin, when only 23 years of age.

Summary Analysis Saroo lands in Melbourne on the night of September 25, The volunteers lead the children
to a VIP area to meet their new families. Though Saroo feels very shy, he immediately recognizes the
Brierleys. He still has his chocolate. He hugs Mum and Dad, and Mum cleans the chocolate off of his hand.
Saroo is withdrawn, but he immediately feels safe with his parents. Eventually, Saroo and the Brierleys head
to a hotel before their flight to Tasmania. This continues to develop the idea that families are created when
people care for each other, not necessarily just by being blood relations. Active Themes Mum scrubs Saroo in
the bathtub. Later, they find that he has a heart murmur and an intestinal tapeworm. He sleeps soundly that
night and wakes up in the morning to see Mum and Dad watching him from their bed. He peers out at them,
and feels as though none of them could believe that they were going to be a family. After breakfast, they take a
short flight to Hobart. Saroo is shocked that the streets of Hobart are clean, and nobody there is as dark as him.
The house is very impressive, and Saroo loves the cold fridge especially. It takes him time to understand that
all the books and toys are for him to play with at will. The other difficult thing to get used to is the abundance
of food. Saroo and Mum name food items for each other in Hindi and English. The difficulties Saroo has in
adjusting to life in Tasmania are illustrative of the effects of povertyâ€”per his narration, the only thing he
ever truly owned was his sleeping blanket, which makes it far easier to understand his struggle to realize all
the things in his room are his. Active Themes Related Quotes with Explanations Mum teaches Saroo to swim
very quickly, and Saroo loves being able to enjoy the outdoors. Mum and Dad are active and take Saroo to
play golf, hike, and sail. The year after his adoption, Saroo starts school in a suburb called Howrah. The
prejudice of people at the Cultural Society suggests that there are people in Hobart who have distinct views of
what adoption should look like, and they think less of the Brierleys as a family for violating their ideas of what
makes a traditional Australian family. A year after their adoptions, their families meet up to go to the zoo in
Melbourne with Abdul and Musa, and everyone seems happy to be in their new homes. Later that year, Saroo
even gets to see Mrs. Sood again when she accompanies another adoptee to Hobart. Active Themes Saroo
loves all his teachers at school and applies himself to academics. He explains that Mum was a wonderful
mother to him, so the only person missing in his life was a sibling. This is heightened by the fact that he was
so close to Shekila, and he occasionally tells Mum that he feels guilty for not looking after her better. Active
Themes Related Quotes with Explanations Just as they did the first time, Mum and Dad ask for any child of
any age or gender, and they get a little boy named Mantosh. Mantosh proves loud and disobedient. Like Saroo,
he grew up poor in India and arrives at nine years old in Australia with no records. He grew up speaking
Bengali around Calcutta, his birth home was violent, and eventually, a grandmother handed him over to the
state. Because he did have known parents, Mrs. Sood struggled to make Mantosh available for adoption. He
went to Liluah, where he was physically and sexually abused. The entire process took two years, and Saroo
understands now that what happened to Mantosh exposed the harm that can come as a result of the
bureaucratic adoption system. For Mantosh, he was caught between two families far more than Saroo was,
given that ISSA spent so much time fighting with his parents. He can become suddenly explosive, and even as
an emaciated child he is as strong as an adult. Mantosh also struggles in school and seems to attract more
racist comments. Saroo struggles with this too, but Mum quickly puts Saroo in his place. Remember that
Saroo was three years younger than Mantosh was when he arrived; essentially, this means that Mantosh had
three more years to learn Indian customs and belief systems before being uprooted. Active Themes Though
Mum feels guilty for not being able to give Saroo as much attention now, Saroo is used to being independent.
Eventually, Mum and Dad begin planning a family trip to India. Both Saroo and Mantosh are initially excited,
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but soon begin to feel anxious. Finally, Mum and Dad cancel the trip. Retrieved November 9,
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Chapter 8 : A Long Way Home A New Life Summary & Analysis from LitCharts | The creators of SparkNote
She waited in an alcove off the dimly lit hallway for an hour and a half; she waited while a red faced Robert Kennedy
angrily stormed into the senate leader's quarters and she waited while raised voices told her the tall Texan with the
craggy features wasn't one for turning.

My Holiday Picks Greetings! As you are enjoying the end-of-year holidays, here are some of my top recently
published picks for Street Lit that will go great with a log fire, a blanket, and some coffee or hot cocoa on a
snowy day. This is a debut release from Indie author and poet, Christian Loriel. I greatly enjoyed this book: I
read the poems and was transported to the hood of FunkY; I felt like I had a seat on one of the stoops, for sure.
If you can add this creative verse novel to your library collection, adults and teens will grab it, for sure. FunkY
is a look at the South Memphis I know, love, and yet question. It all begins with a missing black teen. This is a
good debut effort by author, Trevis Moore. I really liked how he kept the authenticity of inner-city language
and lifestyle, taking his time to develop the characters before introducing the science fiction element of the
story. A while ago I said that there is everything in the hood: Moore proves the point well. All in all, Hood
Titans is a very good and welcomed read for street lit! Every Hood needs heroes. Someone to protect the
people from the forces who profit from crime, poverty and degradation in Urban neighborhoods. Find out
what happens when a black geneticist decides enough is enough. As he sets out to change the neighborhood he
has fought he way up and out of only to return a doctor. If his efforts to give back he launches his ultimate
plan of protection for the brothers and sisters in the city. The Black Brotherhood Brigade is born. But how do
you create these protectors? What happens if the secret gets out? To order Hood Titans: Tears of a Hustler, 1,
2, and 3. Author and publisher Silk White has gathered a significant following of readers who enjoy his
trilogy, Tears of a Hustler. Part 3 was just released September, All 3 novels are available in print and eBook
format. With a 5-star Amazon. I read it in 1 day. It kept my attention all the way through. I recommend that
everybody read this book. You will not be disappointed. Tears of a Hustler 3 picks up right where part two left
off. With her back against the wall, Pauleena defends her territory by any means necessary; even if it means
killing everything moving. With her main soldier gone Pauleena has to step up to the plate and get her hands
dirty. Who will be the last hustler standing? To order Tears of a Hustler 1, 2, 3: Author Synposis - The Robbin
Hoods: What started out as a petty crime with teenagers who would cut school and break and enter into
houses, on foot, turned into a multi-million dollar empire when the crew took their craft to a higher level. They
graduated from boys to men, who made millions of dollars when they began venturing into exclusive upper
class neighborhoods. The Robbin Hoods is about what happens when you take from others, instead of building
your own. To order The Robbin Hoods: She gets lost in the fantasy of books and poetry. With her sons turning
to drug dealing-and worse-Nicola wants better things for her daughter. Yet the more pressure she puts on
Tinka to do everything right, the more she drives her away. Now Nicola must make unimaginable choices that
will put Tinka at a dangerous crossroads. Will standing up for her seemingly impossible dreams be her way
out-or will they trap her on D.
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Chapter 9 : Street Literature: October
calendrierdelascience.com is a legal online writing service established in the year by a group of Master and Ph.D.
students who were then studying in UK.

You seen Little Joe around here lately? It could have been Pa instead of Hoss. The question and his answer
would have been the same. The way middle brother wrinkled his nose with disgust when he asked made it
look like Hoss had come upon a dung heap and mistaken it for a posy. The black-haired man removed his foot
from the stirrup and turned to face him. He knew the minute he set eyes on the pair that hiring them had been a
mistake. Little Joe, of course, had taken to them in an instant. He comes by it naturally. You remember how it
was with Marie? The gesture was comparable to him pulling back the trigger of a gun. What about that wild
buggy ride that nearly killed her just after Pa brought her to the Ponderosa? A sure sign he was growing
uneasy. He missed her too. But it was Little Joe who missed her the most of all, and mostly because he knew
her the least of all. Joe had no memories of his own. Which could prove dangerous. Heâ€¦leaps without
looking, so to speak, and that leads to trouble. His lips twitched with a smile. Adam wondered if he knew
more about where Little Joe was than he was telling him. Then he rolled his eyes. I thought we put all that
behind us when that sorry son-of-a-snake Frederick Kyle rode out of town last month. He and Joe had gotten
into it later in the barn as they stabled their horses. Things he would regret until his dying day. But the rift was
still there. And they were good at it â€” pretending. They even played together. Maybe they never would be
again. He sniffed and ran a finger under his nose and then turned back to Sport. Joseph Francis Cartwright was
an intelligent, intuitive, incorrigible, incredible bundle of anger and joy mixed with a thousand other
contradictions that stood poised on the brink of manhood. There was only one problem with the brink â€” one
nudge the wrong way and a man went over the edge. I think Jake assigned Ab and Val to one of the mining
crews. He wondered now if she would have believed owning another human being was acceptable. Little Joe
and I need toâ€¦clear the air about a few things. Maybe this will give us the chance. You find little brother,
Adam, and you haul that skinny little hiney of his back here. Poor Joe, Adam thought as he let his horse take
the lead. So much for being grown-up. Little Joe Cartwright felt as green as spring grass. Laughter followed
him to the river as he ran to it and dunked his head, surfacing and spluttering as the icy cold water ran from his
spiraling curls into his eyes and nose. It had been all he could think of to do. It had all started out innocently
enough. Ab and Val were good guys in spite of what his stone-cold blue-blooded Yankee brother thought.
After all, he and Adam had nearly come to blows after Adam said, well, what he said about his mother. And
he ended up at the river. Unless Pa was still away. Of course, there was Hop Sing to consider. A shadow fell
across him as Joe looked up through the fringe of sodden brown curls that dangled in front of his eyes. It took
him a second to recognize Ab. Both had long, lean faces and a scrub of beard his pa would have tanned his
hide for not shaving. Both had pale blue eyes and sandy eyebrows and hair the color of a buckskin in winter.
But it was there the similarities ended. Val always had an easy way about him and a ready smile. Ab near
always looked like he was sizing you up and considering whether or not to shoot you. Or he had been. They
were drunk as a skunk just like he was and probably had no idea what they were saying. Then his face broke
into a smile. Once he had a head building, it was nearly impossible to blow it off. Joe drew several more deep
breaths and reached out â€” only to have Ab take his hand and shove him backwards so he ended butt-down in
the water. Ab sneered as he lifted the bottle to his lips. Ab was looking at him, but it seemed he was also
looking through him to some distant place. Those northerners want to destroy our way of life â€” the life your
mama loved. We have to keep it safe. You think about your mama. He went a few paces and then turned back
and saluted. Joe began to right himself as the two brothers headed for their horses. Ab mounted and so did Val
just as he cleared the muddy bank and headed for them. He pulled his gun and shot it off, sending Cochise
flying toward the Ponderosa. She was favoring her left foreleg after a mishap where she bolted and took her
rider into a fence. There had been a disagreement about a bet that had been placed on how quickly Charlie
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could break her. One of the hands had become angry and drawn his gun. It had gone off unexpectedly.
Needless to say that man was no longer employed on the Ponderosa, and the rest of them had been severely
reprimanded after being reminded that no gambling was permitted on the Ponderosa. That leg of hers is gonna
be fine in a day or two. Their hand had broken his leg when he went flying into the fence. Charlie was one of
their best wranglers and bronco riders. Ben looked at the stable and then to the path leading up to the house.
Adam was headed to town. Hoss wiped his hands on his brown pants as he came toward him. Sometimes they
were comical. At other times, heart-wrenching. The one he favored him with now was somewhere in-between.
Surely he told you before he left. What was he going to do with that boy? Joseph was almost nineteen. Ben
glanced at the sun. There was still time for both of his sons to make a late supper. He shook his head. At least
not yet. Seven, maybe eight miles at most he guessed. He just made it a habit of kind of not telling the whole
truth when it suited his purposes. The whole thing with Kyle had left him confused. The man had seemed
genuine enough. It was about the threat to a way of life that was centuries old. How could her cause be wrong
now? As Joe plodded along, ruminating, he was seized with a sudden desire to escape it all. He loved his
family. He loved the life he led. The people in Virginia City, they liked to call him names. Kids mostly, but
sometimes the grown-ups did it too.
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