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				We would like to dedicate this book to a great inspiration,

				A creative mind that left an indelible presence in every life she touched. The warmth, the love, and the joy that she shared with the world every day will never be forgotten,

				and is the motivation to our writing.

				Mom, Gerrie, we miss you,

				We love you!
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				‘A whispering flame in twilight's breath,

				It dances softly, yet wards off death.

				The leaves curl back, the branches sigh,

				Old roots release a smoky cry.

				But from the ash, new life will stand —

				A fire’s touch revives the land’.

				- A Japhrodian Song
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				Summer was passing quickly. There was no wonderful vacation planned this year; the family was still adjusting to the absence of Papa. Rayne and Braidon did odd jobs around their house and a couple of neighbors’ houses to raise mon-ey for entertainment expenses like going to the movies and visiting TJ’s. They performed various tasks like weeding flower gardens, mowing lawns, and even painting fences for the Devonoughs who lived one block away. They started out with a couple of houses, but as the word got around, their small, odd jobs built up to three to four days a week. As they approached mid-July, the days got warmer and eventually became just plain hot. The workdays got earlier and shorter to avoid the heat of the day.

				The kids were finishing the raking of lawn debris when Rayne called over to Braidon,

				“Hey Brai, I’m not feeling good; let’s get going home, ok?”

				“Uh, yeah, Rayne. It’s too hot anyway.“
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				Braidon put the yard tools back in the shed and went around to tell Mrs. Rodgers they were heading home.

				“Ok, Rayne, let’s go. You gonna be ok?”

				“Yeah, just the heat, I guess.”

				It wasn’t too far back to their house, but Braidon watched her the whole way, just in case.

				“You should go see Mom when we get in the house.”

				“I’ll be ok, Brai.”

				They walked into the house, and the coolness of the central air hit them, and it felt so good; they stood inside the door cooling down with their eyes closed.

				“Mom?” Braidon called out. No answer.

				“Mom? Uh, she must be gone. Rayne, you better go sit back or something. You want some water?”

				“Yeah, I’m going to head back to my room.”

				“Ok, I’ll bring it back to ya.”

				After getting a couple of bottles of cold water out of the refrigerator, Braidon headed down the hall to Rayne’s room. Jim was in his office, sitting at his old drafting table, star-ing at an empty sketchpad covering the surface.

				“Hey Dad, whatcha doin’?” he asked.

				Jim looked up. “Oh hey, Braidon, got too hot to work, huh?”

				“Yeah, waay too hot. I think Rayne got too much heat, so we came home; she’s in her room.”
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				“Uh-oh, I’ll come check.”

				Jim got up and went with Braidon to Rayne’s room.

				They opened the door and saw Rayne sitting on the floor at the foot of her bed. Holding her head in her hands, she didn’t look up.

				“Honey, Rayne, are you ok?”

				She looked up at the question, “Uh, yeah, Daddy, just resting. I got too hot today. It snuck up on me."

				Braidon handed her a bottle of water. She opened it and took a couple of drinks. Tilting her head back, she said, “Oh, that’s good and cold.” A few minutes later she was feel-ing better and got up from the floor.

				“Hey, Daddy, what are you doin’ home?” Rayne asked.

				“Oh, I felt like working remotely today. And, since you’re feeling better, no alarms are going off; I think I’ll get back in there.”

				Jim turned round and walked out.

				“Are you sure you’re ok, Rayne?” Braidon asked with concern.

				“I’m good, Brai. Don’t worry. Thank you for the water.” She replied.

				Braidon nodded and left the room as well. He planned to go to his room, relax, and do nothing. It was a hot summer day, perfect for lounging around.
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				Walking by his dad’s office, he saw Jim sitting at the drafting table again, so he went in.

				“Hey Dad, are you doin something for work?” Braidon asked.

				“Ha-ha, no son. I’m just staring at the old sketchbook.” Jim answered.

				“Oh cool, are you gonna draw something?” Braidon looked on with curiosity.

				“I mean, I would like to, but I can’t think of anything. I've been staring at this thing for a while today. I want to, but I’m completely blank. It’s been so long; I don’t know if I can do it anymore.” Jim said.

				Braidon looked at the sketchbook and then stared at his dad for a few minutes.

				“Hey, I know. You want to draw something together?”

				“How do you mean, son?” Jim questioned.

				“We can play a game. I’ll put something down, then you add something, then I’ll add something. We can keep it going until we have a picture. What do ya think?” Said with excitement.

				Jim looked at him and smiled, “You know what, kiddo, that sounds like exactly what I need. Do you want to use your pencils?”

				“Yep, I’ll be right back.” Braidon left to go get his stuff.

				He returned and put his well-used 72-pack of pro-col-
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				or pencils at the top of the sketchbook so they could both reach it with ease.

				“Ok, Dad, I’ll go first.” After examining the pencils for a few minutes, Braidon decided on a dark blue color.

				“Ok, I’m going to start with somethin’ weird.”

				With many strokes and outlines, the beginnings were questionable as to what they could be, but he was pleased.

				“It’s your turn now.” Braidon said.

				Jim was staring at it, not moving. With a burst of energy, he said, “Hmm, weird, huh? Here we go.”

				He reached up and grabbed two colors: purple and black. He filled in some of the lines left by Braidon and added new ones. He sat back and looked. Liking what he saw as the beginning of a great piece, “Ok, kiddo, your turn. You know, this piece is very cool.”

				Braidon grabbed several more colors and continued with the abstract idea that was forming a picture. What a way to sketch; using two entirely different mindsets and tak-ing turns. If anything, it was a wonderful coming-together moment. With many more strokes and fill-ins, he handed the turn back to Jim.

				“Your right, Dad, this is fun. It’s looking pretty neat.”

				Jim focused on a couple of areas at the top and grabbed the white pencil. “Oh yeah, your gonna love this.” A few seconds later he sat back and said, “Voila. What do ya 
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				think?”

				“Wow, that’s cool, Dad.” Braidon examined the entire artwork and grabbed two more colors.“Can I add more, Dad? Just wanna add a little over there.” He pointed.

				“Anything you want, son. This is quite the piece, I have to say. Hey, thank you. You knew, didn’t you?”

				“What, Dad?”

				“I just needed a little nudge, and you gave it to me. Thank you. This is great. It looks like I have to get my own 72-pack of these pro-colored pencils, ha-ha. By the way, did you ever find out where they came from on your birthday?”

				Braidon looked at Jim and squinted. “You won’t be-lieve me.”

				“Don’t tell me. How did he do it? How did Elara get those to you?”

				“Oh no, Dad, it wasn’t Elara.”

				Jim waited, but Braidon was still adding final touches to the sketch.

				“I feel like a kid right now, but who gave the sketch-book and pencils to you, son?”

				Braidon stopped, then looked at his dad. “You don’t know, really?”

				“No, son; your mom and I have never known.”

				“It was Zach, Dad. He told me the last time we were in 
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				Oglesforte. He said he never wanted to see me stop drawing, ever. So, he was going to keep me supplied.”

				“Well son, I truly didn’t expect that, but it’s very cool. Zach is a good kid and a good cousin.”

				The two sat back and looked at what they had ac-complished together. They were pleased not only with their collaboration but also with how it combined their techniques to create a unique display.

				“Son, this is good. This is really good. Where is it?”

				“Dad, let’s keep it going. It’s in Oglesforte. A place we haven’t been yet, with lots of areas to explore. What do ya think?”

				“I like that son, but we need someone to help. Call Rayne.

				What do ya say? Shall we, the three of us, take a visit?”

				“Yeah, Dad, yeah. I’ll be right back.”

				Braidon jetted out of the room to go get Rayne.

				“Rayne, Rayne.” He called out, running into her room without knocking.

				“Brai, what are you doing?” She said, startled.

				“Rayne, we need you. Dad and I want you to help us out.”

				“Help you out? Doing what? I’m still kinda tired.”

				“Well, come on, come look for yourself. You are gonna love this.”
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				“Huh, what’re you guys doing?”

				Braidon laughed. “You just wait; it’s cool. Come on.”

				“Ok, ok, hang on a minute.”

				She grabbed her water and got up from her bed.

				Braidon was so excited; he was pulling on her arm gen-tly to speed her up.

				They walked into the office, and Rayne saw her dad standing beside the drafting table. He motioned for her to come see.

				“What’s this?” Rayne asked.

				“Well, hun, Braidon and I did a piece together, and this is what we came up with. What do ya think?”

				Her eyes were glowing with awe. “This is awesome. What is it? Where is it?”

				“I guess we are going to have to find it. Wanna?”

				“Go find it?”Her dad asked.

				Braidon cut in. “Yep, it’s somewhere in Oglesforte. We have to find it now!”

				“What do you mean? Find it. You normally draw some-thing and know where it’s at.”

				Jim started to laugh with enjoyment. This was the first time he had enjoyed his artwork in a long time.

				“True, hun, but there were two of us doing this picture, so we don’t know exactly where it is. We will literally have to go find it. This time it may take a little longer. I am not sure 
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