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Why bother? Why put myself through the hardships associated with writing a book from scratch? 

When I wrote The Family Matriarch - A Labor and a Legacy of Love for my daughter Amanda, I stated then that I hoped to write a second book for my sons, Rafael Dominique and Jaydin. Challenging health issues mixed with my love for my children irritated me enough, fueled me, and compelled me enough to write this book. It is dedicated to all of my children, especially to my sons. 

I was concerned that if I am no longer here when my adult children have their own kids, how will important messages get passed down from me to them and beyond? I suspect God had the same concern... and as I say often, God has a plan. God always has a plan. God’s plan is a good plan. Our job is to do our best to figure out God’s good plan and implement it, follow it and lead through it. 

I thought about some of the common topics my sons and I discuss on a regular basis. We’ve talked often about some of the crises they and their peers are challenged with today. We’ve had conversations about relevance. What makes any of us relevant? We’ve discussed our concerns regarding the current loneliness epidemic in our culture and around the world. We’ve talked about so many topics that matter, and so... I finally decided to put pen to paper and write down the essence of some of these conversations. 

In the first part of this book, Superheroes-in-Training, I wanted to capture some of the iconic stories told within our family, stories of superhero moments with Uncle Simon, crossing the great divide with Rafael Dominique, and our leafless tree Jaydin, budding with vigor and potential. I wanted to capture stories of some of the unexpected superheroes who themselves may have been mere mortals by day, but stepped up to fill in the gap and make a difference in the trajectory of an event or crisis... as only a superhero can do. In our family, the more cringy the story, the more likely it will start with, “So what had HAPPENED was...” 

The second part of the book includes a collection of Messages frOm Mom. You know the song “I’m sending out an S. O. S.” by the Police? “I’m sending out an S. O. S.!” When my kids get stuck and need a helping hand or a word of encouragement, they send out an M. O. M., a request for a Message frOm Mom. “Sending out an M. O. M.! I’m sending out a M.O.M”! They may call, text, drop a cat off at my house, or in some other way look to mom for help. 

I chose to include some illustrations that, for some, may help communicate some of those illusive topics, topics that are difficult to discuss, or maybe topics with an illusive vocabulary. Sometimes, putting lines, colors, pictures, and hues to your challenges, frustrations, or fears can provide another means of connecting and communicating. The same goes for music, dance, and other forms of expression. 

The last part of the book includes what I refer to as Tools for your Toolbox. Anyone of us can get caught off guard by a crisis situation, whether that of our own, someone we love, or a complete stranger. It can make all the difference in the world if you are equipped with tools such as training, resources, hotlines, reminders, and helpful quotes in order to give yourself something to hold onto until help arrives. 

So here goes! Superheroes-in-Training: “So what had HAPPENED was...” 
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I’d like to dedicate this book to my three favorite superheroes: my adult children, Rafael Dominique, Amanda, and Jaydin. There is no end to how much you amaze me with your light, with your empathy, with your leadership, with your wisdom, and with how well each of you has learned to balance care for others with self-care. The world is a better place with each of you in it. I love you. 

I would also like to dedicate this project to each of my godchildren, nieces, nephews, grand-nieces, grand-nephews and my many unofficially adopted children. Please know that you are never alone. You are on my mind, in my heart always, and continuously in my prayers. I thank God for each of you and trust you in His expert care. 

This next message of dedication is tough. Okay. Deep breath! I dedicate this book to all the survivors of suicide, as well as to our friends, family, and beloved ones who just couldn’t hang on for one more day. We are in such early stages of understanding life-threatening illnesses like cancer, autoimmune diseases like muscular sclerosis, heart disease, and the deadly, painful, complex versions of depression and other forms of mental illness. As an empath, I can’t help but absorb some of that pain, so I have a glimpse of understanding. I hope that this book serves as a tool, a resource for anyone struggling with the doubt about whether you matter, whether you are relevant, and whether your life and well-being matter to anyone else. Yes, you matter. You matter to me, you matter to those around you who love you, and you matter to God! That is the truth. Accept that truth. Accept the love. Do not reach for a permanent solution to a temporary problem. Look for a path that leads to life and joy. Be brave, use your words, and ask for help, one baby step at a time. You can do this! YES, YOU CAN! 

And to all of the superheroes-in-training, I dedicate this book to you. Any one of you who knows me knows you are welcome to reach out to me when you need a helping hand, a word of encouragement, or someone to pray for you and with you. More importantly, I trust each of you to be a healthy source of family and community for one another. None of us can do this thing called life alone. It takes all of us! It takes you, too. We need you! We WANT YOU! And YOU are greatly loved! 
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To my co-parent, Rafael Alan, I would be remiss if I didn’t acknowledge your input over the years in helping to raise our three amazing children. You may have had challenges when it came to time spent with the kids or with our family, but I believe you’ve made up for much of that lost time with a genuine unconditional love for each of them. You are, for sure, one of their biggest cheerleaders. That matters. Thank you. 

“Family is my lifeblood.” Rafael Alan

Thanks also to the writers, proofreaders, editors, designers, illustrators, publishers, marketers, and project managers involved in this venture. Without each of you, your input, your expertise and our occasional disagreements, this project would have never come to life. Thank you. 
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Upon finishing her first book, The Family Matriarch-A Labor and a Legacy of Love, for her daughter, Carol immediately put pen to paper and began writing her second book for her sons, Superheroes-In-Training- “So what had HAPPENED was...” While each of us may be a superhero—in-training to some degree, Carol views her sons as full-fledged superheroes, young men who have proven their ability to lead, to rise to the occasion when there is a crisis, to lend a shoulder and impart genuine care when needed. From Carol’s experience, these are the qualities that can take a catastrophic situation and change the trajectory toward good. These are the qualities of a true superhero. 

Carol is the mother of three young adults. She was born and raised in Wisconsin. Carol was a registered financial service representative for nearly three decades before retiring. She has battled a number of life-threatening and disabling health conditions, including breast cancer, reactive arthritis and a severe form of avascular necrosis. The combination of her faith and her deep love for her children inspired Carol to write this book. 
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This book was written from scratch directly from the heart, mind, and soul of the author, Carol Denise. Carol has taken great care not to “air the dirty laundry,” so to speak, of others. She has taken care to make sure all of the writing in this book comes directly from her own experiences or those of others close to her. Any resemblance to anyone else’s stories or characters is coincidental. 

In some cases, the names of characters in this collection of short stories have been changed. This is due, in part, to not being able to contact old acquaintances in order to gain permission to include them directly in a story. Or it may be due, in part, to a person in the story asking to have their name changed. In either case, great care was taken to protect the privacy of anyone associated with any of these short stories or with this book.
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Superheroes-In-Training

“So, what had happened was...”
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​Chapter 1: “My Brother, Simon”
By Rafael Alan
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Description automatically generated]

So, what had HAPPENED was...

There I was, cruising around on my trusty two-wheeler on 10th Street, feeling a bit lonely because I didn’t know a soul in the new neighborhood. 

I pedaled around the block. I stood up on the pedals of my brand-new purple 20-inch two-wheeler with the raised handlebars and pumped my legs faster so I could get up to a nice cruising speed. I sat back down on my seat and looked around at the yet unfamiliar neighborhood. Then, out of nowhere, I glanced behind me, and what did I see? A parade of kids on bikes trailed behind me like I was some kind of bike-riding Pied Piper. Talk about an unexpected entourage! I was nine years old at the time, and some of the boys behind me looked older – perhaps 12, 13, or 14. 

My heart started doing the Macarena in my chest as I heard them hollering stuff like, “Catch him! Get him! Stop him!” Geez, the pressure! Suddenly, I was pedaling like my life depended on it, which, let’s be real, kind of felt like it did at that moment.

As the chorus of voices got louder behind me, I realized I might not outrun them. So, in a stroke of genius - or maybe sheer panic - I whipped my bike around, off the sidewalk onto the street, and I sped up. I started dodging through all of these other kid riders and high-tailed it back to the safety of my driveway.
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