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Dedication

For everyone with a superpower, including you.



Opening Quote


Do
unto others as you would have them do unto you.

—Bible, Luke 6:31


YOUR TURN


WE’RE ALL BORN WITH A SUPERPOWER and a mission to
use it. At least that’s my belief. Unfortunately, most live their
entire lives without discovering their superpower, let alone using
it.

I discovered my superpower by
accident. Then again, there are no such thing as
accidents, are
there?

It happened at school. First grade. During recess.
My best friend, Sharon, and I were playing on the monkey bars.
Sharon was a natural gymnast. Me, not so much. Didn’t matter. My
clumsy manner didn’t stop me from climbing the rope-like vines and
dangling high across the leafy treetops to avoid the swampy pit of
jaw-snapping blood-thirsty alligators below.

That day, Sharon and I were engrossed in another
spectacular jungle adventure. Our mission was to rescue Penelope,
our precious unicorn, kidnapped by the evil Kenny the Creep.
Although the jungle, alligator pit, and Penelope lived only in our
imaginations, Kenny the Creep was real. And every bit as evil as
Penelope’s kidnapper.

Kenworth Crozier, aka Kenny the Creep, as everyone
called him, was the scourge of the Evergreen Elementary School
playground. The Yeti-sized second grader donned dark freckles as if
sprayed from shotgun pellets topped with straggly hair that looked
like a red hedgehog on his head.

Rather than walk, skip, or run
like the rest of us, Kenny stomped like an angry troll. His fists
were the size of bowling balls and harder than steel. Few had
escaped a wicked pounding from him. One way or another, sooner or
later, he would get you, and often when you least expected it.

Rumor had it he was named Kenworth after the brand
of diesel truck his dad drove. Rumor also had it that Kenny’s dad
was in prison for murder. Killed a bunch of school kids by running
them over with his big truck.

Kenny ran the playground with the iron fist of a
brutal dictator. He bullied everyone. No one escaped his wrath of
rock throwing, spitting, kicking, punching, tripping…

No matter what Kenny did, no one dared report him.
Not that it would have done much good anyway. Even the teachers
steered clear of him.

Face pinched, eyes crimped, he’d shake his finger in
the air promising would-be tattle talers, “Say one word and my dad
will get you. He’ll make you watch while he kills your whole
family. Then he’ll chop you up into a billion pieces and feed your
bloody bits to the city sewer rats.”

As Sharon and I dangled from the monkey bars that
afternoon, Kenny prepared his attack. When he deemed the time was
right, he launched a soda can-sized rock into the air with the
destructive force of a wrecking ball. I believe he was aiming for
me and would have hit his target had I not, just a split second
before, lost my grip, falling into the gnashing jaws of the hungry
alligators below.

The bullet of a rock hit Sharon in the face. She
shrieked, fell from the monkey bars, and landed hard on her butt.
The injury manifested instantly. Looked like a purple onion had
replaced her eyeball. She sat holding her head and wailing in
pain.

Everyone on the playground froze. Stared in silence,
grateful Kenny had chosen someone other than themselves to
ambush.

Kenny spawned a grin of satisfaction.

An intense warmth swelled inside me. The invisible
fire calmed me, guided me to focus my attention and every molecule
of my being on Kenny. “Your turn,” I whispered although I didn’t
know why I said it. I had never said it before, at least not like
that. As soon as the words crossed my lips, Kenny took a step
toward me, as if to punch me out or stomp on me.

But he tripped and fell on his face, landing on the
very rock he had thrown at Sharon. Except the sharp end of the rock
stuck in his eye socket, popping out his eyeball.

Kenny wailed a god-awful screech, then passed out
from shock or the pain. I passed out, too.

 


LATER THAT AFTERNOON, I woke up in
my pink canopy bed at home with Mom sitting next to me on an
upholstered chair she had brought in from the dining room.
When and how did I make it home?

“You’re safe, Holly.” Mom patted
my hand.

I struggled to push myself into a seated position in
bed. My arms felt heavy like cement and as weak as cooked spaghetti
noodles.

“How do you feel?”

“Tired. Really tired.” Then I
remembered the rock hitting Sharon. Somewhat alarmed, I asked,
“What about Sharon? Is she okay? Is her eye gonna be
okay?”

“Sharon’s fine, other than a
little shaken. I talked to Sharon’s mom about her eye. The school
nurse told her the swelling looked worse than the injury. Nothing
an ice pack and a few days wouldn’t remedy.”

Then I remembered the warmth that had blossomed
within and everything that happened afterward. I shuddered at the
recollection of Kenny’s dangling eyeball. “How’s Kenny?”

Mom glided from the to chair to settle next to me on
my bed. “He’s going to be fine, too.”

“Are you sure?” I didn’t know how
he could be fine with his eyeball popped out.

“You’re exhausted, Holly.” She
lovingly stroked my cheek with her fingertips. Concern tightened
her pretty face. “What happened on the playground, Holly? Tell me
what happened after Kenny hit Sharon with the rock. I want to know
everything.”

“Everything…?” I wasn’t sure I
wanted to tell her everything.

Mom must have sensed my apprehension. “I hope you
know you can tell me anything. I love you, Holly and will always
love you no matter what.”

“The strangest thing happened,” I
said. Mom hung on my every word as I recalled the incredible warmth
that overcame my body followed by me whispering your turn at Kenny.

Tears crested her beautiful hazel eyes. She
swallowed me in her arms. Rocked me. “You used your God-given
superpower today.”

Intrigued, I pulled back from Mom and cocked my head
at her. “Superpower? You mean like magic?”

“Not magic. Your Turn is a superpower you
inherited from my mother’s side of the family. It’s a gift you’re
meant to share with those who need help deep at their soul level,
and you’re meant to use your superpower at the exact moment when
they need it most.”

Mom explained she possessed that
same Your Turn superpower, as did her mother, and her mother’s mother. As
did most every women in that family bloodline dating back
centuries.

“Your Turn is an intervention given in love, never in revenge or as a
punishment. Your Turn turns the tables on the person committing a hurtful deed
against another. It’s a life-changing moment for them.”

“But I wanted revenge,” I
confessed. “I wanted Kenny to get hurt worse than he hurt
Sharon.”

“That’s a normal human reaction.
But it was the divine light within you that prompted you to focus
on Kenny. You whispered Your Turn
out of divine love.”

“If I see something bad on TV, can
I use my superpower?”

“No, honey. Your Turn must occur in real time
and in person. In other words, you can’t use Your Turn on a person who has
already hurt another. Your Turn
is limited to working within the moments that the
act is committed. It doesn’t work across a video phone call or
something you watch on TV like a crime reenactment or a news
report. You have to be present to witness the act in
person.”

Like a thirsty sponge, I soaked up everything Mom
said.

“You must use your superpower
sparingly, Holly. You passed out on the playground and are feeling
exhausted now because you shared your light. Until you become
accustomed to sharing the light within you, it will deplete your
physical energy and strength. But don’t worry, I’ll help you learn
how to recover from sharing the brilliant white light you
carry.”

Mom’s words were almost more than my child mind
could comprehend. Yet, the truth of her words resonated, touching
deep in my soul.

“Holly,” she said, her features
tightening, “you must keep this superpower a secret. The brilliant
white light within is a sacred gift that must not be told to
anyone. You can discuss it with me, but no one else. Do you
understand?” She caressed my long, auburn hair. “Your father
doesn’t even know about my superpower and he can’t know about yours
either.”

 


AFTER THAT DAY, no one at
Evergreen Elementary School ever saw Kenworth, Kenny the Creep, Crozier again. Not that anyone missed him. Good riddance to
him, as far as everyone was concerned. Myself included. Although as
time went on and as I matured, I often wondered what impact, if
any, my
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