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CHAPTER ONE: DECEMBER 24TH, 1889.
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Agitation gnawed at Sidney while he stared at the text but it blurred; he couldn’t focus on any word he attempted to read. He frustratingly hurled the thick book at the stone wall behind him. It bounced off and slammed on the concrete floor with a dull bang. It landed, open, face-down. Sidney’s eyes widened in panic. He scrambled over to it, terrified he’d ruined the pages. It was an encyclopedia the officers lent him. They hoped it’d keep him busy, and he’d stop annoying them every other tick of the day.

Well, Sidney gave them the idea. After he whined about the bland porridge and leaky cell for the millionth time, they told him they’d take him to the gallows instead if he didn’t shut up. Sidney was almost tempted to start screaming at the top of his lungs. However, valuable memories resurfaced, and he wanted to keep himself occupied. Books. Reading. Anything to numb the agonizing torture of being stowed away in the basement. It actually stumped the officers. They couldn’t recall any detainee requesting anything of the sort—especially not a gang member.

Sidney slumped over to a rusted tin bucket full of dingy water. It was meant to catch the leaks, but he also had to use it in other ways he despised. He sat on a short wooden stool as he slid the bucket in front of him, scraping and screeching it along the floor. It was daylight. Sidney didn’t know the time, but he knew that. A sliver of light cascaded down through the basement cells. If it were night, he wouldn’t be able to see anything. He hated the nights spent in the basement, the darkness combined with every wretched thought he had to spare it.

He stared into the bucket and looked back at his reflection. His black mop of curls greatly contrasted his cerulean eyes and fair skin. He kicked the bucket over, and water flew out and drenched the floor. He punted the empty bucket against the bars. The sight of himself was more than he could stand. Sidney paced around quickly in tormented annoyance. He stood six foot two inches tall, and his athleticism from youth carried over well into adulthood. His looks were stark compared to the crowds of muted blondes and brunettes that wandered busy streets. While he was always considered very handsome, he’d never agree. 

It had been three years so far. Three years locked down in the basement. He was detained at age twenty-three and had wasted three years of his youth in jail. He thought back to the day he finally got caught. 

Sidney watched a few crows scatter into the magenta sky on his last job. Their caws caught his attention as he waited for an informant who never arrived—his time in the gang ended with a swift capture. It was all a rushed blur. Cyrus told him to meet a banker in an alleyway behind the jail. 

When Sidney arrived, his broad smile vanished in an instant. Two policemen cornered him as they held their pistols high in the air. While Sidney slowly raised his hands, a policeman silently walked behind him. After a thonk to the head, he was thrown and pinned to the ground. 

Sidney knew the job would go south before he accepted it from Cyrus. The skimpy, weathered-faced older man had been his partner since initiation. Cyrus had wiry, mousy hair to his shoulders that he’d often tie back in a low ponytail. He stood five foot eleven inches tall, his skin was ghastly pale, and his emerald eyes always sparked with mischief. 

Sidney knew there was something wrong with Cyrus the evening prior. Cyrus never looked at him while he spoke. Sidney kept a false hope, optimistic that his friend hadn’t betrayed him. Sidney’s ignorance disregarded the swirling pit in his stomach, as it often did with everything else.

The gang, a nasty shiver erupted through him as he thought it all over: The Coyotes. The group got its name the way one might expect. They liked to take whatever scraps they could get their grubby hands on. In their greed, they always stole what wasn’t theirs, which deemed them as nothing more than a pack of vile scavengers. It’s crucial to note that Sidney had never—and would never be—a saint. 

He had been involved with them for almost a decade. He joined up at just fifteen years old. Sidney’s purpose in the gang had been to gather information in any way possible. It was always a myriad of things. 

He would sit on the church pews and listen in on the conversation between the fisherman and preacher who sat in the row ahead. He would persuade the sweet older women who worked like dogs in the bakery to give him fresh bread for free. All while they described what endeavors their grandchildren were getting up to after school hours.

Sidney was what most of the gang deemed gifted. He was quick to act and dangerously charismatic. Even from a young age, Sidney could put on a performance that outshined everyone around him. Yet those honeyed words remained as nothing more than lies and filler. 

It also didn’t help that as he aged into adulthood, he became too easy on the eyes. Although Sidney was orphaned, he could somehow read and write exceptionally well. Even if his quickly scrawled penmanship was hardly legible, it greatly benefitted the gang.

Sidney, or rather, August Sidney II was orphaned a month after he was born. He was very well aware of the misery his existence caused everyone around him from birth onward. His father, August Sidney, surrendered himself in a hasty search to find his wife through another timeline of an unknown realm. 

The Sidney that still existed never felt as if he ever mattered. He wasn’t even allowed his own name. He wasn’t allowed his own identity. Ironically enough, he looked and acted all too similar to the man he hated most. The original August Sidney. 

Sidney’s dreams were all but crushed in a matter of seconds after he floundered his way into the world. Everything fell perfectly into place on his birth, August 1st, 1863. His mother, Emilia Sidney, loved her husband more than anything. She excitedly hoped to be the mother of a lively little boy. 

She couldn’t have been happier that he would be born in August. While he was a little earlier than expected, to bring another August Sidney into the world, was all she wanted. She held Sidney in her arms once before she crossed over. 

Sidney learned to despise what he’d known of his father. Instead of protecting, nurturing, and loving him, his father looked past every new responsibility in that first month. His father dropped him on the doorstep of an orphanage. Later that same evening, a gunshot rang through the thin walls of their small apartment. And that was that. 

After learning everything from other townspeople, Sidney never again went by his first name. The way his father had treated his mother was horrible. Even through his aggressiveness, his addiction, and his abuse, she still loved him. 

It was awful for Sidney to learn at such a young age. Throughout his childhood, he often thought that if his mother had married a better man, perhaps he wouldn’t exist. She’d still be alive and happy, with a better child. 

Sidney was promptly brought out of his thoughts as he heard some creaks from the floors above. The floors were thin, and with the basement door cracked, he could just barely make out a conversation between two policemen.

“You goin’ to the parade later?” A gruff voice asked.

“Nah, someone’s gotta stick around to watch over that idiot down there anyway.” A clearer voice responded.

“Ah, damn. That’s right. Guess I’ll stay, too.” He sighed.

“What about ‘chur girl? Not goin’ with her?” The officer confusedly rasped.

“Mary’s takin’ her with her gram and granps. It’s freezin’ out there, ya know? Don’t know why the mayor’s still allowin’ it.” He chuckled back.

Their voices faded into fuzzy chatter that Sidney couldn’t decipher. He smiled at knowing he occupied their minds. He was boyishly disheartened that he couldn’t attend the parade with everyone else. Sidney wasn’t even sure what month it was, but now he knew it was winter. Anywhere from December to March, he assumed. 

Boone always carried rough winters.

Boone was a quaint village with a few homesteads and roaming farms on the outskirts. A place where young farmhands tended to large wavering fields of wheat and woke early in the mornings to attend to their livestock. Giant stone windmills would tower above small wooden fences and weather-torn barns. 

Yet, residing in the heart, stone, and brick buildings were stacked on top of one another. Lively busybodies bustled alongside young children who collected cheap coins to run back alleyways. Once upon a time, Sidney was one of the orphans who smuggled things they shouldn’t. 

There resided bakeries, inns, and parlors where all kinds of nastiness hid away in the corners of town. Where disease, roughhousing, unfairness, and poverty reigned high above all else. And yet, Boone remained uneventful in the eyes of others. 

Outsiders thought of Boone as nothing more than a little village in The Blue Ridge Mountains. It stayed where the sky spilled over with a gradient of icy paleness that faded into stark denim and then a deep navy blue.

The Blue Ridge Mountains were harsh giants of icy pines coated in heaps of white snow. A bitter wind blew winter’s breath throughout Boone and the scattered towns beneath them. They were the kind of mountains that always lingered in the background. Their smooth and continuous peaks dipped low yet reached high enough to pierce through the clouds. 

It snowed and hailed for months. 

The harshness eased up just enough for those residing in the mountains to slowly carve a path back toward normality. Winters in the Appalachian mountains of North Carolina were typically harsh, yet most made due by surviving on scraps and melted snow. Boone connected to a neighboring town called Wilkesboro that prevailed further down the mountains. 

Wilkesboro differed; even in its heart, no building stacked on top of the other. Its lands were amply spread out with hills and fields full of ivory and black cows as far as the eye could see. Life seemed to move slower there.

Time allotted as Sidney stewed. Night fell. A stillness eerily captured the tightly cramped room—the bitterness of his dry breath cut through the unnerving silence. Sidney faintly heard a heavy clump fall, then a huge thump from above the basement in the main room. Another loud thwack followed after a man shouted, “Hey!” 

It was two big wallops from a thick wooden bat to the policemen’s heads. The bat and the swing accompanying it weren’t heavy enough to kill on the first strike. The men were knocked unconscious but would wake later in a mild daze. 

Sidney had an inkling of who caused what and how. The thought alone terrified him. He didn’t realize that the heavy clump was a massive sack of the exact amount needed to bail him out.

The click of a low boot heel grew closer. Every step quickened with fury as it closed in near the cells. Sidney fought through his fear as he held onto the bars with a tight, trembling grip. As the heavy boots dotted along the tile, they stopped briefly. Sidney felt their presence right outside of the bars. 

He sharply drew in a deep breath and clenched his eyes shut while he waited to get shanked through his cell. There was another pause before a considerable thud boomed, and a few clanks followed. Sidney’s hands violently vibrated from the overwhelming noise. He opened his eyes as he waited in terror. 

A crackled snicker called out that sounded all too familiar. “Kept ya’ waiting far too long, hm?” 

The figure stepped away from the darkness into an ounce of light sinking into the cell. Sidney could see every scar, every wrinkle, and those piercing emerald eyes. It was Cyrus. The bastard who got him into this mess, to begin with. The cell door jangled as Cyrus slid it open. 

Sidney’s hands slowly moved with the bars before he released his grasp. With a crooked smile, Cyrus beckoned Sidney to follow him out of the cramped jail. It wasn’t as if he had any other choice. As they walked, Sidney saw the aftermath of what he had regrettably heard earlier. One man passed out while laying on his stomach, the other, on his back with his arm splayed wide. 

It bothered Sidney more than he thought it might. He recognized them, two of the better guys who didn’t give him too much grief. The older man on his stomach had a son that passed a month prior. The guy that shouted had just celebrated his little girl’s fourth birthday. Sidney really hoped they’d be alright when they woke up.

Sidney knew the gang would want him working again as if nothing ever happened. Sidney thought, no, that’s not how this was going to play out. He wouldn’t allow himself to continue like that. The two quickly left the building. Coyotes were still hurting others for no good reason, while higher ranks shared the glory of the lower ranks' dirty work. 

None of it mattered to him after a few months behind bars. Sidney begged Cyrus to pretend he got a bit handsy and Cyrus had to kill him. Cyrus agreed quickly enough to Sidney’s plan. Perhaps it was because Cyrus saw a twinkle of life still left in the poor boy's eyes, meant for a greater purpose than this. Or maybe he saw the fear in his gaze and knew Sidney didn’t want to become whatever it was he had. 

And with that parting, Sidney began to drink himself into a stupor with his newly found freedom. From that moment forward, Sidney struggled something awful to get back on his feet. Which he never did by himself, anyway. 
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CHAPTER TWO: FEBRUARY 7TH, 1890.
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In two months of freedom, Sidney stumbled from tavern to tavern as he drank into a fierce debt. Sidney accomplished a feat most hadn’t by being thrown out of every inn and tavern in Boone. He had run out of drinking establishments to burden and had considered traveling down the mountain to fulfill his animalistic need. 

The closest town in traveling distance would’ve been Wilkesboro. The journey of a day by carriage through the creeping woods of the Pisgah Forest was difficult and time-consuming. That was considering if Sidney had the coin. Which, of course, he didn’t. 

However, he lucked up. Come to find out, a new tavern recently opened at the far end of town. Instead of giving up and heading down the mountain, he excitedly investigated the newly opened bar. Sidney knew every alleyway and shortcut throughout the heart of town, making his trip quicker. Along the way, he couldn’t help but think of how disappointed his younger self would’ve been to see him now. 

He walked between the run-down general goods store and bank and greeted The Faded Tankard. The brand-new tavern stood among all the other worn, rain-damaged buildings. The oak exterior was stained with a light lacquer and looked pristine compared to its surroundings. It stood out in such a way that Sidney thought perhaps this was his destiny. Fate had meant him to enjoy one last night of drinking alone. 

Sidney entered the tavern late that evening. The entire building lit up with candlelight. The warmth he felt in contrast to the dark, dreary night was almost enough to make him cry. The townsfolk inside were abundant. Crowds were singing, dancing, clapping, and cheering. 

It seemed like the entire town was celebrating the tavern’s grand opening. With a deep inhale to soak it all in, a delicious aroma of stewed venison, tangy vegetables, and spicy ale floated throughout the spacious room. Sidney thought he’d walked into paradise. 

The smile on his tired face balanced out his dull, sunken-in eyes. His sloppy curls and thick, aggressive brows contrasted horribly against his paler-than-usual skin. He looked about as awful as he felt, even while smiling. 

A familiar voice rang out as Sidney grabbed a stool at the bar and untied his patchy brown trench coat. “Well, looky here! It’s been too long, hasn’t it, boy?!” 

The voice lugged a burst of unmistakable hearty laughter. Sidney would’ve recognized that deep voice anywhere. It was none other than Charles Speir. 

At six feet tall, Charles stood almost as tall as Sidney. His skin was rusty from years of hard labor. His hair grayed from time. However, his cobalt eyes remained the same. The last time Charles saw Sidney, he was fifteen years old. 

Sidney greeted his old friend with a broad smile and a firm handshake. “How’d you recognize me? I haven’t seen you in years!” He asked while reclaiming the bar stool.

Charles leaned over the opposite end of the counter. “I’d recognize you no matter how much you’ve grown! You caused all of us so much trouble back in the day. You’re too hard to forget, no matter how much I’d like to.” 

Sidney joined in with Charles’ laughter. After all of these years, he didn’t realize how happy he would be to see someone from the orphanage again. Charles had been one of the only workers there who helped Sidney when he needed it. Charles had made it to his mid-60s. He worked hard as a groundskeeper for many years to provide for his large family. 

When Sidney snuck out late at night and got caught early in the morning at the orphanage, Charles was the only person who wouldn’t say anything. When Sidney was younger, he often went to Charles’s homestead on the weekends when he had the chance. Sidney loved to groom and feed the blonde palomino mare Charles was so proud of. Sidney had to clean up the stable and any mess she made, but he didn’t mind. 

From a young age, Sidney had a few rare good influences. Some, like Charles, tried to teach him the honesty of hard work. But Sidney couldn’t stick to anything substantial as he grew older. 

“Didn’t expect to see you here, ‘specially after so many years,” Charles said as he grabbed two large tankards from the shelves behind the bar. 

“I know,” Sidney replied, resting his head in his palm on the countertop. 

He lazily slumped over as he cast his narrowed eyes on the ale Charles began pouring, filling their glasses to the brim. Charles slid one over, and the foam over the mug briefly brushed against Sidney’s lips. It froze him in a panic. He wanted to slam the tankard down in one swig. He also didn’t want his old friend to know of his nasty habit. 

“Well, come on now! Let’s have us a drink!” Charles waited a moment with his ale raised high before he realized Sidney wasn’t moving. 

Instead, Sidney stared wildly at the mug while trapped in his spiraling thoughts. “I-I can’t.” He barely managed before he pushed it away. 

Less than two seconds later, an elderly woman in scrappy clothes claimed it as her own and cackled as she ran off like a little imp. Sidney seemed unfazed. A glossy look overtook his eyes. Charles sat his ale back down on the bar and asked Sidney what troubled him. He never expected alcohol itself to be the answer, especially considering what Sidney had told him about his father. 

As a boy, Sidney repeatedly mentioned he didn’t want to become anything like him. Sidney briefed Charles on his past two months, which had quickly unraveled. He was broken and stuck repeating the only way he’d known. 

Sidney sat uneasily on the bar stool. He hated telling the truth but knew better than to lie or avoid it. Charles stood silently before handing his tankard to someone else at the bar. 

Sidney shook his head, and his voice grew quieter with each escaped word. “You didn’t have to do that. I’m the one with the problem, not you...” Sidney was never very prideful, as he had nothing to lose. However, confiding his addiction in Charles did bother his ego. 

“Son, listen up. You’re broke, you’re sick, and you’ve never worked an honest day in your life.” A tinge of pain struck Sidney’s heart before Charles continued. “What are you doing here, anyways? I thought you’d caught wind that it was my grand opening and decided to visit! And instead, here you are, wasting away the only youth you’ve got!” 

Sidney wasn’t ready to be scolded, loudly, by an old friend in a tavern surrounded by what seemed like the entire town. A sea of faces recognized and not. But Sidney knew this harshness was long overdue. 

“You always have this look to you, in the past and even now. Like you’re restlessly chasing after something and can’t catch up.” Charles’s view of Sidney remained this way, as a naive fifteen-year-old boy, and even now, eleven years later.

Sidney sat quietly for a while. He desperately tried to hold back tears and cursed himself for being foolish. “I am restless. I’m always chasing something I can never find.” His voice cracked terribly. 

Charles only knew a fraction of Sidney’s pain, but even that was more than he needed to know. Sidney always showed his true face eventually. The sudden drabness surrounding both men was interrupted in an instant. A group of large, burly men, mind-sogged with alcohol, were riling up anyone in their path. The noise pollution would’ve been easier to ignore if they hadn’t tried to grope and pry a few dashers away from the tables they attended. 

A few more small groups of men piled through the doors. All wore the same skin-tight dark attire to show off their muscles or slink away unnoticed at night. All had a deep burgundy intertwined in their attire. Some had burgundy handkerchiefs around their necks or stuffed away in pockets; others had burgundy velvet vests or wax-dipped gloves. A hushed silence fell over the boisterous tavern. 

Anyone with common sense knew who they were. Sidney knew the pain of enduring the induction ritual for the Coyotes. Everyone had scars in one way or another. Many chose to have beauty scars with a significant amount of torture after. Others adorned black gloves and had their hands slowly dipped into a boiling pot of burgundy wax, one finger at a time. 

Sidney didn’t have a say in the matter during his induction. His induction was one of the most brutal in the gang’s history. At only fifteen years old, Sidney was chained up, slashed, and whipped every way across the entirety of his back. 

All the while, he was forced to abstain from food and water for as long as his body would allow it. These men meant the worst kind of trouble. Eventually, most got to a point where their vision would blur with pure hatred for anything that dared to stand in their path.

Some gang members reached into their waistcoats, pulled out metal tins, and lit their cigarettes. Depending on preference, some members liked to carry machetes, but most men had at least one pistol strapped to their hip. Sidney only ever held a pocket knife but had never used it viciously. 

The gang sought out his potential to become something inhuman, but he didn’t allow it. Sidney didn’t want to climb the ranks only to fall at a moment’s notice. And he saw how easy failure was from his own locked-up experience.

Sidney snapped when an enormous barbarian grabbed a dasher’s waist and pulled her closer while she attempted to resist him. “Hey!” Sidney barked at the man as he jolted up from the stool and hurried over without thought. “Leave her alone.” His deep voice reverberated as another quick wave of quiet washed over the tavern. 

“Oh? Look at this little daisy, thinkin’ he can take me! You’d mind your own business if you had any sense!” His words harshly spewed, and as he turned around, his and Sidney’s eyes widened in synchrony when they met each other’s gaze. “That’s–you’re,” the large man was suddenly at a loss for words. 

There was a silent beat before he managed to put everything together. His face angrily contorted as he belted out, “You think you get to just cheat death?! After I’m finished, I’ll bury that snake Cyrus too!” 

This brute was none other than Lon Peaton, a man Sidney might’ve once thought of as a friend. He used to be a scrappy little nothing who joined the gang shortly after Sidney. Lon climbed the ranks quicker than most and became everyone’s superior in no time. 

Lon was now a gigantic beast that stood six foot six inches tall. He looked strong enough to snap a grizzly bear in half. His dingy, dirty blonde hair, dark brown eyes, and ruddy skin were unmistakable. 

Lon was two years younger than Sidney yet he looked a good decade older. Lon spat out maniacal laughter, stuck in a mild trance while envisioning his future glory. However, Lon’s face wasn’t the only one Sidney recognized.

As Sidney glanced at the young woman Lon tried to snatch up, he realized it was Hanna O’Neil. The fiery-haired woman’s hazel eyes ogled back at him. Freckles littered over her fair cheeks and nose. 

Hanna was only a couple of years younger than Sidney too. She was plump then and barely stood five foot two inches tall. She was also orphaned; the two were very close when they were younger. 

“If you had any sense, then you’d be walking out of those doors right now,” Sidney spoke with a certain kind of confidence that his physical strength didn’t back up. 

He was incapable of winning a fight against Lon by himself. Even if Sidney remained a bit athletic, it was due to his time in the gang and not from years of actual hard labor. The past three years he spent slobbering in despair had depleted most of the additional muscle he gained. 

Lon took a final swig from his mug before he threw it in Sidney’s face. The cold metal smacked across his nose, and the edge of the cup cut his upper lip as it landed with a blunt thwack. Lon, manic from the pure rage of Cyrus’ betrayal, picked up the table his crew sat at and hurled it toward Sidney. The edge of the table slammed into Sidney’s torso and forcefully threw him to the floor before it broke in half.

One by one, the gang began chanting to rile Lon up further in the hopes he’d smash Sidney into a bloody pulp. The right half of the table had Sidney pinned down by his stomach. Fueled by adrenaline and panic, Sidney somehow got the heavy wood off of him. He attempted to get the left side off his knee as he sat halfway up. Sidney looked up as a large shadow cast over his entire body. 

Lon hovered over him with a sickly smug grin. The crowd circled them, and all of them rallied to watch a good murder. Lon howled like an animal as he banged his fist against his chest. 

Sidney’s eyes widened with extreme fear. It took all of his strength to push the table’s left side off of his leg and quickly jump to his feet. As Lon’s delight escalated, the two locked eyes. Lon’s were bloodshot, blown out, and hungry to cripple Sidney in any way possible.

In his frenzy, Sidney did what he did best and made a stupid decision without fully thinking it through. He bent down and strained to scoop up the right side of the table. Using all of his strength, he hucked it at Lon. 

Unfortunately, the broken piece of wood missed Lon entirely. Instead, it flew toward another Coyote and threw him onto the floor like Sidney had been moments prior. Well, none of Lon’s friends were too keen about that. 

Sooner than later, they had thrown broken chairs and tables throughout the tavern. It was full-blown panic in The Faded Tankard. The dashers ran to the back rooms to hide from their ever-growing fear of potential death. 

The crowds all fizzled out. Only Sidney and Lon remained, besides a few minor fights that broke out between the two and surrounded them. The two dunces wreaked havoc throughout the tavern. 

Barrels were smashed and thrown. Ale and dust leaked out and caught the air around them. Sidney mainly dodged everything, and what did hit bounced back onto the floor. Eventually, Sidney backed into a corner without any sight of escape. 

The hunt ultimately breached when Lon crept towards Sidney slowly, as he violently shook with biting rage. “He was supposed to KILL YOU!” 

Lon’s words stuck, although Sidney had no clue what he meant. A vision of Cyrus momentarily flashed through his mind while the oaf’s large hands convulsed and swiftly wrapped around his neck. Lon hoisted Sidney up against the wall behind the bar. Sidney's eyes nearly popped out of his head as he endured a few seconds of breathlessness. Sidney incessantly clawed and scratched at Lon’s tight grasp. 

Amid Lon’s annoyance, he gave up on his attempt to choke Sidney out. Instead, Lon decided to hurl him at the rack of spirits behind them. Sidney’s body bounced to the floor like he was lifeless, and in a sense, he sure felt like he was. 

Lon lazily waltzed over to what looked like a fresh corpse. He grabbed Sidney by his curls and pounded his head into the broken glass and wood from all that smashed onto the floor. Sidney lay there unconscious, as one typically would after experiencing major physical trauma. 

What Sidney would never know, was at one point in time, Lon aspired to be like him. When he first joined the gang, he looked up to Sidney. He knew his mild beat down was nothing in comparison to what Sidney was forced through. For a while, they talked and got along just fine. Sidney never understood what changed in Lon. 

After a few years, instead of being everyone’s lap dog, he’d risen highly among the ranks. With that, his ego expanded and any thoughts of kindness left him. It was like he’d finally become the Bible and that was all that mattered. Sidney couldn’t comprehend that kind of mindset. To somehow completely forget yourself for a few pats on the back every so often.

Lon let out a deep sneer as all other minor brawls slowly ended. His voice cued his boys to wrap it up since it was time to leave. Lon looked down in disgust at the bloody mess Sidney had become and spat on him before he left. 

A handful of dashers slowly re-entered the main room. They checked twice to make sure they were safe to clean the mess left behind. A huge component of that mess included Sidney. Along with the dashers, Charles was nowhere to be seen during the fights. The lost sight of an authority figure amid the chaos was a devastating disappointment for Sidney.
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