
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​The Brothers Five

​The Map

​By W.A. Brown



​Copyright © 2025 by W.A. Brown
 All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

​For information, contact:

W.A. Brown 0 badpappy66@gmail.com


​Dedication

To my grandkids—

the pint-sized explorers who remind me daily that climbing trees, chasing fireflies, and asking “what if?” are still the best kinds of wisdom.

To the child I used to be—

who once got lost in the woods on purpose and called it “research.”

To the storyteller I became—

with a hammer in one hand, a keyboard in the other, and sawdust probably somewhere in my beard.

To the trees, the creeks, and the quiet places that never told me to grow up.

And most importantly—to my wife,

the driving force, editor, snack supplier, and patient listener to ideas that begin with, “Okay, so picture a talking fox...”

​Without her, none of this would exist.

With her, everything makes a little more sense—even the enchanted parts.



​“Sometimes being a brother is even better than being a superhero.”

​— Marc Brown, author and creator of the Arthur book series
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​Chapter 1: The Blood Oath
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When you're twelve years old and full of bad ideas, the backyard feels bigger than the world itself.

It was late spring the day we formed the Brothers Five — sticky warm, thick with the buzz of cicadas, and the smell of Dad’s fresh-cut grass still hanging in the air. I was the oldest, and it had been my idea. Like most bad ideas, it sounded brilliant at the time.

We met under the huge pecan tree behind the house — our unofficial headquarters since the days we'd first learned how to climb.

Jeff, Matt, Clay, Carson, and me — Jack Forester — circled around the battered old metal trash can we'd dragged over to serve as our meeting table.

In my hands, I held the “contract.” It was a crumpled sheet of lined notebook paper, carefully scrawled in my best attempt at lawyer handwriting.

BROTHERS FIVE CONTRACT

By order of blood and bond, we swear loyalty.

Failure to answer the call of a Brothers Five meeting shall bring bad luck upon the offender until such loyalty is restored.

Signed in blood.

I underlined “blood” twice for dramatic effect.

Jeff, who was ten, squinted at it. "You sure about the blood part?"

"Positive," I said, puffing up. "It's how real brothers do it."

Matt, the youngest at just six years old, looked up at me with wide eyes. He was clutching a neon green popsicle that was rapidly melting over his fingers.

Carson, eight years old and already way too slick for his age, smirked. "Mom’s gonna kill you if you make Matt cry."

"I'm not gonna cry," Matt said immediately, wiping his nose on his sleeve.

Clay, who was eight like Carson but always the quiet one, just shrugged. "Fine. How we doing it?"

I pulled out Mom's sewing kit — specifically, the smallest, sharpest needle I could find. I hadn’t asked permission. Probably should have.

"One poke. Right thumb," I said, demonstrating with a little jab in the air.

The brothers exchanged uneasy glances.

"No backing out," I said. "The contract’s binding."

We went in order of age. I poked my thumb first — a small bead of blood welled up — and pressed it onto the bottom of the contract.

One by one, the others followed.

Jeff winced but didn’t cry.

Carson laughed the whole time like it was some big joke.

Clay stared at his thumb like it was a science project gone wrong.

And Matt — sweet, trusting Matt — bit his lip so hard I thought he might bite through, but he held his hand out without flinching.

Five bloody thumbprints sealed the page.

Five brothers bound not by accident, but by choice.

I folded the contract carefully and stuffed it into an empty peanut butter jar for safekeeping, burying it under a loose stone by the base of the pecan tree.

We swore an oath then, each raising our right hand:

"I swear loyalty to the Brothers Five, until death, distance, or dishonor!"

It didn’t sound cheesy when we said it together.

It sounded sacred.

For a few minutes after, we stood there awkwardly, not sure what to do next.

Then Carson farted so loudly it echoed off the fence, and the moment shattered into wild, gasping laughter.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





