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  One




  The double–pan scale dangling from Andrew’s left ear shifted before the one in his right. He slowed his pace and cast his gaze about to find the source behind the registration. Squat blackberry bushes exuding the smell of home grew twenty feet away on both sides of the long, wide road leading to Shellyberg.




  Before being called, he would hide in those bushes to sling berries at wagons heading to Port Cassandra.




  Patient, he would lay in wait long enough for crickets to resume their chirping, not tipping his hand to astute wagon drivers.




  Whoever was here did not know that subtlety or rushed to ambush.




  Using his teachings to hold an emotionless face, Andrew’s mouth watered at the opportunity to use his abilities. Since both earrings had shifted, The Laws of Balance allowed for him to react, in kind, to what may have been planned for him.




  He rose to his toes and swayed at the hips. The air around him responded, making him the eye of the gusts encircling him. Rolling his shoulders, he fanned his arms at the surrounding bushes, massaging them.




  Yelps rose from the writing bushes as thorns, minded when finding a hiding place, moved with the motions of Andrew’s hands. He rolled his wrist toward his chest, and several loose blackberries flew to him and floated in the swirling wind for an afternoon snack. “Oh.” Andrew plucked a berry from the air into his mouth. The flavor of his youth exploded and a fond sigh escaped as he chewed. As though he had not known, he continued, “Is there someone in the bushes?”




  “Now!” Four bodies rose, each with both hands full of berries. Without care for what may result, eight fistfuls of blackberries were launched.




  Andrew dropped his left heel near the ground and spun. The berries intended to stain his flowing white frock joined the ones he had pulled in, orbiting around him. Their action exposed, he could do equal to them. Andrew toyed with the idea of flinging some of the blackberries back.




  The Rule of Purpose, the second of his three tenets, guided him toward the higher road. Andrew cupped his hands and dropped his heels to the ground. The spinning wind slowed, filling his hands to capacity with berries before returning to a near standstill, dropping the excess to the earth.




  He had passed his tenth name day before The Radiance shown through him. Andrew had been part of the Berry Boys — a group of rascals whose worst crime was dotting passing merchants when the wind took their tasty, and plentiful, munitions.




  Andrew scanned the faces as he brought a berry to his nose and inhaled the bouquet before placing it in his mouth. The four in faded town guard leather armor and high boots remained in the bushes around him. Though their features were stretched from five years of growth, Andrew became certain he was standing amongst old friends. He turned and met each's eyes as he recalled, “Binion. Geoff. Lange.” Andrew paused at the last one. Instead of elongating from growth, the last boy’s face had widened to resemble his childhood nickname. “Toad?”




  The name brought a dagger to Toad’s hand. “I go by Bull.” His voice had deepened beyond norm and his words came out in bass–filled croaks. Given his massive size, Andrew could see why he had a new nickname, but it was hard not to keep thinking of him by his old moniker.
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