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To the Superhuman in us all,

Goal Setting is about,

Meeting no matter the fight,

Exceed your own expectations,

Repeat because we are just that good!

The world can watch us stumble

But we will never quit!

This morning was especially irritating and difficult.  Even a few tears were shed over breakfast but...Dax seemed to settle when I traded him my apple turnover for the muffin he evidently did not want.

Can’t say I blame him.  This cranberry poppy seed thing will be sitting unfinished on my plate as well.

Ari just told me his brother was cranky since he has issues saying ‘goodbye’.  

I too can feel the man’s angst and that blasted muffin was the perfect target!

“There are no goodbyes here.”  Treasa voiced adamantly.  “I’ve decided...we’ve adopted you all...so there will only be ‘see ya later cuz’ allowed.”  We girls cheered at her declaration.

Boss man Andrew smiled around our group including us cousins.  “Well, my offer still stands for any of you ladies that wish to join our team.  As for that team...I see a few discussions in the future to...well, decide our futures.”  Now, it was the crew’s turn to cheer since Andrew had made mention of possibility for expansions beyond himself as sole proprietor as a photographer to maybe many things they can offer as a business.  

That has to be exciting...a job with not only advancement opportunities but a boss that will encourage you to become a partner...a professional colleague if that is what is chosen.  Leaves me wondering which Ari will pick since I haven’t pressed him on any decisions besides trying to arrange a visit and a timeframe to quell the withdrawal symptoms.

All of our arrangements...that is we cousins, the Captain, and Amalia...are all finally set.  There were a few literal bumps in the road; my car is junk for one.  So our boys from home needed to make it home to get another vehicle to get us from the coast once the Captain drops us in the yacht that is.  

The Captain and Amalia are excited and plan to explore our coast a bit possibly stopping by us in the south on their way out.  Amalia is REALLY interested in the legalized marijuana boom we’ve had in the state.  An option if those kooky kids decide to settle down and build a business here instead of on that yacht.

Lina got the all clear from her doctor for the one direct flight from Oregon to Tennessee.  She and Treasa, who’s heading for Texas, will part ways at the airport after I get to keep them for part of a night.  My dad and our Uncle Dave will be taking them to the airport to, and get the opportunity to visit at least while waiting for flights out.  

We’re going to miss seeing Willy, Treasa’s husband, but I’m sure he got enough of a dose of all us girls no matter how sad he looked to see us go.  I still say that sappy look when he dropped us off was more for Treasa taking a vacation...but even the ‘man of few words’ seemed to enjoy having us all around for that little bit.

I never got to meet Gage, Lina’s boy, nor did my E.J. get to make the trip...however, the Captain made us a future offer IF any of us can clear our schedules enough to get together again.  

Hopefully, post-pandemic...although no one is seeing the end of that soon enough.  

I keep hearing something about the elections...like that’s the cut-off.  Perfectly timed outbreak with a political agenda...or...it’s distracting from others’ political agendas.  Not sure which side is winning exactly but I do know we the people...pretty fucked!

Is it just me or does this sound like a board game gone horribly-horribly wrong?  All the players die but one, so then they own ‘Boardwalk’ and win or what?  Who gets to wear the crown?  Must be nice to have a fresh, clean office no one can touch while you oversee a nasty roulette game you started then sat back and observed.  Sounds like a few books I’ve read.

Makes as much sense as our governor and others, I’m sure, allowing the one Walmart and Home Depot in our town to remain open for essentials, but just until eight.  Apparently, my high school health book omitted that viruses too do their job on a schedule.  

Wow...and I’m back to random offshoot thoughts.  Perfect time to go home and sulk while very, very, alone!  Anyway! 

The good thing is the planners that we are...each of us girls promised to set up money to do something together in the future.  Doesn’t matter what...but we’re doing it...and we’re forcing more to join us on the next impossible adventure even if kicking and screaming may be involved.  

That will be Treasa’s sister, another one of us gals.  We’ll just get her somewhere there’s stray animals wondering a city and she’ll be fine after a minute.  We can give her a camera and she’ll be happy all day.  OH...we should totally introduce her and Andrew...she could begin transitioning to a different career!  Honestly, she just should have come with us and pushed that vacation of hers up.  

Now, if we got all of the guy cousins involved too and children...that is a lot of people...even if just us Oregon cousins.  At least we already have an idea of the occupancy capacity on that yacht.  If anything, we can meet at Treasa’s and maybe the Captain will be at port in Texas.  Just go out for a quick trip and see what we can find.  

There’s always Belize!  That was a good time and it’s right there.  

I don’t know why, all of the sudden, I keep hearing that ominous part of the Gilligan’s Island theme song...’a three-hour tour...a three hour tour’.  That can’t be good!  And we haven’t actually planned anything YET!  

UGH!  My head is...is this anxiety?  I can’t keep a straight thought, or feel my left arm, and everything is just...off!

Ari offered to help ensure I was all packed up to the yacht when he noticed I was frazzled and triple checking everything compulsively...as I tend to do.  I can’t tell you how many times he ran back just to look for something I swore was missing; even with his reassurance that he had seen me pack and of course I’d find it where he told me it was.

Maybe I just needed the comfort he was providing me because I AM NOT dealing well with this sudden abandoning feeling.  

THAT’S what that is!  It must be some sort of PTSD you go through after divorce and sudden, dramatic upheaval of the only existence you’d been allowed to settle securely into for more than a year after spending your life before that...well, I guess doing that!

Why was none of that an issue BEFORE midlife psychosis snuck into my home and shattered the lives of all inside?  My GOD I need to seriously cut down on my coffee or...the overthinking with so much time in my head is really killing me!

I think Ari could sense that because he was being extra patient and doting although he had things to do too.  But...he put me first.  Actually, all of us girls and Dax were right in there with him pitching in.

“Fy melys, what has gotten you so frustrated?”  Ari chuckled as I tossed bags about Shae’s and my cabin looking for...oh, I can’t even remember what.

My finger jabbed in his direction almost accusatory and I snapped without meaning to.  “THAT!  You are being too sweet and at the same time I feel rushed off.  I can’t do mixed signals.”

I blew a chuck of hair out of my face and he smiled reaching to swipe it away while tucking it behind my ear.  “First of all...I would never ‘rush YOU off’.”  He took a seat on the bed and placed my hand in his to guide me towards his lap.  “As far as the supposed ‘too sweet’ accusation...well, I am not sure how to fix that, nor do I believe you want me to.”

I’m sure I looked like a toddler being scolded in his lap.  My gaze averted to my fidgety hands and all I could mutter out of my pouty face was.  “No.”

Wrapping his arms around me, he pulls me close, playfully pushing my head towards his shoulder, and acting as though it was a struggle so I’d laugh.  “There.”  He grins broadly.  “That is a much better sound.”  

He snuck a kiss to the top of my head sighing as he rested his cheek on the same spot.  “I am planning to come stay with you before the end of the month and if what E.J. said was true when you spoke...there’s a very good chance I may get stranded and then you are both stuck with me.  Do you really believe I’d change my mind or let anything interfere with that?”

When I shrugged, actually looking uncertain because I felt it, Ari continued to try his best to calm me down.  “If I must swim while Dax remains onshore crying out ‘freedom’ as I dodge sharks and whatever else may be in that water...I WILL make it to you.  I have no doubts about that and I am sorry you do, but please know I understand completely the ‘why’ behind it.”

“See.”  I huff straightening in his lap so I could look into those glorious eyes of his.  “I’m sorry things are like this.  I thought this was what I had once and...”  I paused shaking my head.  “I don’t know what to believe anymore.”

Ari tipped his head to the side and offered a comforting smile.  “It can be extremely easy to ‘say’ you are on the top of the world and all is great...but once you’ve been given reason to doubt even yourself...I can
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