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Thank you for joining us under the light of the SylverMoon!

We’re just getting started, you & our group... 

But we like to thank you for taking this first step.

So! Because you ordered The Four Horsemen of the SylverMoon, 

We’d like to offer you the first Volume of the SylverMoon Chronicles

FOR FREE.
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Well met, noble Wayfarer. For what else are we than those who trek through the minds and hearts of countless souls? I am but a simple chronicler, finding myself at the crossroads between fate and destiny... truth and perspective. I know not what forces brought me to this place, but it is my task (one that you and I both share) to see this trek to its end. I do not know how it will end, but I can tell you how it began.

And I looked as before me opened up the first of five seals, and upon a White Horse rode a creature of a magnificence beyond my comprehension. Armed only with skill and courage, he galloped through the heavens, sharing tales of those of his ilk... and his name was Dumas. And behind him rode every great adventure.

... I gazed once more into the abyss, and witnessed the breaking of the second seal. I was stirred by the cries of the Red Horse, for it was no normal steed. Within its wailing I heard the cry of the griffin, the howl of the hell-hound, and the roar of the dragon. Behind this horseman came the unfolding of countless worlds imbued of a light that I could not understand other than to say it was magical. His name was Tolkien, and within his eyes I could see countless tellings of the most fantastical nature.

... A sudden chill, gripping my soul... I looked back upon the abyss and the third seal shattered as it faded from sight. Suddenly I was caught up in the wake of every fear I had ever known; returned to that moment of my childhood where the unknown kept me from slumber, when every sound was questioned, and every movement – imagined or otherwise – held ill intent. And upon a Black Horse, a horror cloaked in living shadow, was the dark horseman... and his name was Poe.

... Shaken from my cause, and stirred from my resolve, I thought to seek refuge when the darkness was displaced by a tremendous light. And I looked upon the fourth seal as it opened, releasing a Pale Horse and his horseman. He called himself Asimov, and with him came the wonder of the imagination of man. The theories he explored – the universal laws – he challenged with every fiber of his being. ‘Take heart’, he said, ‘... for you do not know what you think you know. We are the Four Horsemen of the SylverMoon, and we are your Guardians for this journey and the next. Every adventurous leap, every fantastic twist of fate, each horrific undefinable quirk or quake, and the countless paths taken from what we assume to be scientific fact... these all come together in a tapestry that you may call... the SylverMoon Chronicles. Prepare yourself, Chronicler, and turn the page.”

“But what of the fifth seal?” I asked. 

“That is for you to open. I’m sure you’ll find at least one of us on the other side.”
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by G. Russell Gaynor







to Lucille...


... the woman who brought me to Alexandre Dumas. I’ve been in love with heroes ever 

since. You, Grandma, were one of the first!




Saturday – August 14th, 2010

0006 hours

“This can’t be the way you envisioned how things would go down,” Annabelle said softly. A bead of sweat rolled down the dark brown skin of her forehead. “But hey, it is Friday the 13th. Things are bound to get a little FUBARed.” Celeste walked over and slapped Annabelle across the face, making the woman see stars for a moment as she fell to the floor from the chair.

“Looks like the only thing getting messed up is you, Annie,” Celeste said, looking down on a woman she had, at one time, called friend. Standing a little over one and three-quarter meters tall, the former Marine was well built. Even though Annabelle was the same height, she was only half Celeste’s girth. The bound woman’s body was easily lifted from the floor. “Let me know if you want another.”

“No,” Annabelle replied, “I’m good with that one.”

“Thought you might be.” Celeste sat the woman down and walked back toward where Marquis was seated.

“I am curious though,” Annabelle stated. “Was that Roid Rage, or are you simply making the most of your moment?”

“Looks like I should have closed my hand,” Celeste whispered as she started back toward Annabelle.

“Yeah, you should have,” Marquis agreed, “but leave her alone. All she can do is talk. And it’s the 14th now, Annie. Yes, your ass was out cold that long.”

“Thanks for the update,” Annie muttered, looking around the room.

“Can you tell me why she’s still breathing?” Celeste asked, sounding eager to make a correction to Annabelle’s state of being.

“You mean why not add to the body count?” Marquis returned. “Well guess what: a high body count is the objective for tonight, Celeste. But the people we gotta kill have to die in a certain way. They’re soldiers after all, aren’t they, Annie? 

“What the hell were you thinking. woman? Did you think no one would know?! This neighborhood ain’t that big, but every inch of it is mine! You shoulda stayed a junkie, AC. Things went a lot easier for both of us when your ass was a crack-whore.”

Annabelle’s eyes flared for a moment. It had been a while since she last had heard the name. Annabelle Catherine Steward, sometimes called AC Stew; but that had been when she was shooting jumpers for the high school basketball team, taking them all the way to the Missouri State Championship. Her shortened last name was cut off when she spent her time walking up and down places like Troost Avenue, trying to score enough money to pay for her habit. She knew Marquis in a different way back then. They were ‘friends’, especially if he had some product to sell. Those days were behind her... Herbert had seen to that. But it still cut to be reminded of that time.

“Yeah, I guess they did,” Annabelle agreed. “But what has easy ever done for me?”

“It’s about to show you the truth. I know you’re sitting there, thinking that you’re stalling while your boys come up with some wild ass rescue to get you out of this shit. But what they’re really bringin’ ta me is the last of my troubles. I sure hope you said your goodbyes.”

“How the hell was I supposed to do that?”

        

Friday – August 13th, 2010

2232 hours

The billiard table had been closed down and the last of the orders had been brought out of the kitchen. The K.C. Melting Pot was closing down for another Friday evening, and, as always, Mia Harper had taken to the stage to deliver a song. Last week it had been a stirring rendition of A Natural Woman by Aretha Franklin and the regulars had walked away from the establishment arguing over which version was better.

Many wondered what the songstress was doing in Missouri when she should have been applying her incredible voice at one of the coasts. Such mysteries, however, were seldom voiced to her face. While they were confused to see the thirty year-old, mocha-complexioned, sultry siren take to the stage week after week... they were more invested in hearing her sing.

After removing her kitchen apron, Mia stood behind the microphone and waited for Reuben Cortez to get to his keyboards. Given the right amount of juice, a singer didn’t need a band when Reuben worked his magic. 

“Momma may have... Poppa may have... but God bless the child that’s got his own... that’s got his own.” The song was added to the growing list of  favorites and once again there was discussion as to whether she had exceeded Billie Holiday. Mia smiled, gestured over to her accompanist, and bid everyone a good night. Like drilled soldiers, the patrons were up and out of their seats, headed for the exits; anything to keep from being herded out by the staff.

Annabelle, half-listening to Earl’s complaints, smiled and waved at her customers as they departed from her place of business. He was one of her most loyal customers, but she never seemed to totally satisfy the man. Something was always wrong with the food or the service, and the complaints had become a tell-tale sign that it was indeed closing time.

Taking the drawer from the cash register, Annabelle and Georgette Felton started counting the money. The thin, dark-skinned young woman had a thing for numbers, and after three months of lessons on how to use the abacus, she had become the accountant for the establishment. She wasn’t lightning fast with it, but she was quicker than Annabelle using a calculator.

“Looks like we did pretty good tonight,” Annabelle commented, looking at the stack of cash.

“Always do on Fridays,” Georgette replied without stopping.

“Your hair’s turning green, you know.”

Georgette smirked. She knew exactly what Annabelle was trying to do. “Must be those lousy vegetables you keep getting from Earl. You know, even with Wednesday’s delivery, he still owes us sixty-seven dollars and-” 

“Right, right, right,” Annabelle waved off her attempt to distract the girl. “Can’t blame me for trying though.”

“I don’t blame your motivations,” Georgette stated. “But if that was ‘trying’ maybe you should be attending some of our classes.”

“And it looks like I’m needed out on the floor,” Annabelle said as she started to walk out from behind the bar.

“Only if you wanna get mopped,” Ethan Poole said, quickly walking by, pushing the bucket with the mop. Annabelle barely avoided being run over by the rolling bucket and she caught the wink coming from the young man. His light brown eyes smiled at her as he rushed by.

Annabelle took a moment to see that the chairs had already been stacked up on the tables. “It’d be easy to say Daniel and Pritchard were in rare form,” she thought, watching two more of her charges use the push-broom to sweep up. Pritchard Jenkins was fiercely focused on his work as he was the second sweep-man, looking for anything his friend might have missed. He brushed back his long, brown hair... squinting his hazel eyes as he stared at the floor and maneuvered his broom around the tables. 

Daniel Myers had mastered the one-handed yank, spin, and lift method of the chairs. He would push his broom up to the table, sweep around the table as he placed the chairs on top, and then sweep his way to the next table. He kept his blonde hair in a ponytail when he was working and while he was sweeping around the first table, his green eyes locked on the next table, trying his best to spot anything on the floor that might force him to change up his chair lifting technique.

Annabelle looked up at the makeshift stage and saw Mia just standing there, smiling and shrugging her shoulders. Reuben was doing to the stage what Daniel was doing to the main floor. “I guess we’re just here to look good,” Mia suggested.

“You do that a lot better than me,” Annabelle returned to the scoffs and muttered arguments of everyone on the floor. She could even hear voices of defiance coming from the kitchen. “And I wasn’t talking to any of you!

“What’s that?” Annabelle thought, hearing the front door open.

Ethan was mopping and stepped away from his work to keep the door from opening too far. “I’m sorry we’re clo-” a man came through the doorway, swinging down for Ethan’s head with a pistol in his hand. “Whoa!” Ethan yelled, catching the wrist and using the door to force the arm to bend at the elbow. This allowed him to twist the wrist, slide his grip down the arm and relieve the man of the gun. 

“Down!” Daniel yelled as his foot stomped through the head of the push broom.

Ethan had his back to the door, but he heard Daniel’s voice and dropped to the floor. A shotgun blast roared through the door, and the wall to the right of the entrance was pelted with buckshot. The slide was pulled back to chamber another round, but Daniel’s makeshift staff smacked against the barrel before it could fire. Ethan rolled up to his feet as Daniel swung his stick, striking both men in the head.

“Low!” Ethan commanded, charging Daniel’s position. 

The ponytail remained in place as Daniel dropped to his knee, thrusting his staff into the stomach of the man who had been relieved of his pistol. Ethan flew over Daniel’s head, using the door frame as a cross bar, swinging his feet into the face and chest of the man with the shotgun. Ethan landed, straddling the man, landing a stiff punch to the face and hearing the man Daniel was dealing with land hard on the floor. Both men froze when they heard glass breaking and Mia screaming. 

“Boys!” Annabelle called to them. “Bad stand, boys.” Ethan and Daniel looked at one another before turning to look back inside. 

“They did not come light,” Daniel said slowly and softly, looking at the three men who had come through the side entrance, each armed with AK-47s. Four more people were coming out of the kitchen with India, Barry, and Hideo marching in front of them; each of the three looked to be highly agitated – though Barry looked slightly embarrassed. But the one that both Ethan and Daniel knew had forced Annabelle call an end to this engagement was Celeste. She was toting her Italian automatic shotgun and had somehow made her breach from one of the upstairs room. The stairway emptied out at the side of the stage, explaining what had caused Mia to scream. 

“Keep on coming in, boys,” Celeste directed. “That’s it... nice and easy... and you can drop the weapons at the door.”

Everyone had been moved to the wall opposite the bar and Barry was the last to be pushed against the wall when another person walked in through the front door. He carried a gun in his right hand and a toothpick in his left. Six more men walked in behind him and fanned out to cover the floor.

“Everybody just stay calm!” Annabelle directed.

“Smart,” Marquis said, nodding at the woman. “You’ve always been smart, Annie.” Tall, dark, handsome... and sinister, Marcus ‘Marquis’ Owens was a local high school football hero turned street soldier. For years he had been a fixture in the community that it would have preferred to have gone without. But seldom does hoping and wishing remove a wart on society.

He sucked at his teeth as he used the toothpick to clean in between them, stopping for a moment to look at Ethan and Daniel. “What the hell was that shit at the door? Huh? Some whack ass hero shit. And where did it get you, white boy?” Marquis didn’t wait for an answer, smacking Daniel across the face with his gun. “Better check yourself, fool. Whack ass heroes are good for one thing: bleeding!

“And what do we have here?” Marquis said, looking around the row of people. “Annie, I see why call this joint The K.C. Melting Pot. You got a couple of white boys,” he said, pointing at Daniel and Pritchard. “... an oriental,” signifying Hideo. “... even a wetback,” he mentioned while pointing at Reuben. “Boy, you are hell and gone away from the Rio Grande! I guess anywhere you gotta river to cross will do, right?” It was the sort of joke that only Marquis and most of his people found to be funny, but Reuben managed a smile. “... but nothing in the way of Native American, Annie. Girl, you’re slipping.”

“Hadn’t gotten around to it,” Annabelle replied. “Think I’ve got one on back order.” Marquis chuckled in response, still looking at the gathered people.

“And then we have the indigenous wildlife. All you brown folk! 

“Damn!” Marquis said, stepping back toward the center of the floor between the line and the bar. “All the men folk look all hard and shit. Even head-bleeder over there got a chest on him. And somebody smack me if all the women here ain’t fine. Hell, even you’re still turning heads there, Annabelle! Damn sure keeping yourself presentable!”

“Never know when Denzel’s going to walk in ordering some ribs,” Annabelle fenced, coming away from the line. “We’re trying to close up shop here, Marquis. What can I get for you?”

“Don’t rush me, bitch!” Marquis snapped, cutting his eyes over to the woman. “You forget your place or something?”

“No sir,” Annabelle said, flashing a smile. “It’s just that if you want something to eat, I need to get the grill hot again.”

“Woman, I just came from Gates! The slop you sling in this shithole can’t hang with that!”

“Now that’s your pride talking,” Annabelle argued, placing her hands on her hips. “Just because you went and spent your money on that dive, don’t get mad when I make you cry with my ribs.” 

“I didn’t come for the BBQ, woman,” Marquis said in a cold tone. “I think you know why I’m here.”

“We don’t run a bath house,” Ethan sniped. “Let me tell you, standing downwind here, I know for a fact that’s what you need!”

The silence was stifling and Marquis looked at Ethan with fire in his eyes. He walked over to Ethan, lifting his gun up to the young man’s face.

“You lookin’ to bleed too, nephew?”

“Not exactly,” Ethan said before moving both hands at the same time. He slapped Marquis’ gun up with one hand, landing a quick strike to the throat with the other. He then grabbed Marquis, bringing him into a knee lift to the crotch.

It was a signal that didn’t need interpretation. With the exception of Mia, each of the young people burst into action, lunging into a physical attack or – in the cases of Hideo, Georgette, and Reuben – hurling projectile weapons. 

Celeste moved to get involved with the fight between Ethan and Marquis, but she was cut off by Daniel. Her jab was lightning quick, but Daniel managed to slip it, landing a jab of his own. When her head snapped back, he followed with a back punch that landed flush against her jaw. Unfortunately it had the effect of waking up a sleeping giant as Celeste threw her hands forward, managing a push strong enough to send Daniel to the floor. 

A back kick from Celeste found Annabelle’s knee and the older woman grunted as she fell to the floor. The large woman was quick to press, placing her pistol into Annabelle’s stomach. She then loudly announced that she had Queen Anne and the fighting quickly stopped. “Didn’t think you people wanted to lose your Mother Teresa.”

“It seems we both have to contemplate loss,” Ethan fired back. Celeste brought Annabelle up from the floor before turning to see what she feared from the tone the young man had used in speaking to her. She
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