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Prologue

Miss Janie 
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Summers had always been suffocating in our little cabin in the woods.  This summer it seems the heat inescapable.  I lay tossing and turning next to my husband trying to force myself to sleep.  I had been watching him sleep since his head hit the pillow.  I always envied his ability to leave the business of the day behind and float off to the dream world.  

I move my body closer to him, studying his features.  The moon light seemed to be guiding my secret exploration of this treasure before me.  I study his long lashes and his smooth sun kissed skin.  My eyes begin silently caressing his muscular arms, traveling down to hands twice the size of mine.  These hands may have been tough and calloused from long hours of hard labor, but felt like silk when he would touch my cheek when he kissed me.  So peaceful, I could watch him like this forever.  All I can think to myself is after all these years, how was I so lucky?  

I begin to hear our newest edition stir in his bassinet.  I place a butterfly kiss on my husband’s neck just below his ear.  I didn’t want to wake him, but I noticed the kiss made him smile.  I get out of bed and tiptoe across the wooden floor towards the bassinet.  Just as I peak over the side I see the same smiling face as my husband just smaller.  Michael was the spitting image of his father.  All my boys share the same beauty that I fell in love with all those years ago.  They all possessed their father’s chocolate color hair; eyes that sparkle with small flecks of gold, and off course his smile that charmed me like a spell caster.  

“What are you doing my sweet?  Heat keeping you awake too?”  I reach for Michael and his smile widens.  “Let’s get you something to drink baby.”  Michael cooed as I pulled him close to me and headed for the kitchen.  I grabbed a bottle of milk from the icebox and headed to the living room.  

[image: image]

My rocking chair had been sitting by the front window since our first son Johnny was born twelve years ago.  My husband built the chair himself in our barn from wood his father had left stored in there.  The day he finished it he brought it into the house with a ribbon he made from fabric scraps from my sewing box.  He kissed me as a tear rolled down my cheek.  He looked at me a little confused, “A gift for you my bride.  Do you like it?”

“It’s beautiful,” I said in almost a whisper.  I placed my hand on the back and studied all the detail of the chair and thought of all the work and care he took creating this work of art for me.  I couldn’t take my eyes off the chair as another tear rolled down my cheek. 

“Well why don’t you sit down and test it out?”  He looked at me half-smiling.  I think he was afraid I didn’t like it, but these were good tears.  Tears that meant I knew how much he loved me.

I walked around the chair and sat down.  For a wooden chair this was amazing.  I felt so comfortable, the arm rests were the perfect height, the back supported my head just right when I leaned back; I could just sit and rock for hours.  He had placed it in the most perfect spot facing out the front window looking out to the forest.  The sun was shining through the forest canopy giving the property a heavenly glow.  I turn to look back at him and he’s on bended knee in front of me.  

“Would you do me the honor of rocking all of our babies in this chair?”  He still had that sad look on his face as if he were worried I wasn’t happy.

I looked him in the eyes and reached for his hands.  “As many as you’ll give me.”  I giggled and he leaned in and kissed me.
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On hot nights like this I would usually open the window and let the breeze in, though tonight it didn’t seem to make much difference.  I sat holding Michael while he drank his milk.  His tiny fingers wrapped clutching his bottle as he seemed to be comforted by the coolness of the milk.  I looked into his wonderful eyes and began to whisper to him softly as we rocked in our chair:


“I have many things to teach you in this life little one.  For tonight I want to teach you about love.  There is a lot of love in this family.  I don’t mean just with those under this roof.  I also include our extended family and friends.  I have seen many things in my life, both good and bad.  One thing I have learned in my life is that you’ll always stay on the path of the good as long as you keep love in your heart.  Love will always lead you to heavenly light.

When you’re having your darkest days, remember you are loved.  As many families there is always good and bad.  We may disagree, we will not always get our way, and we have burdens to bear that may seem too much to handle at times.  But at our roots, the core of this family, there is always someone to turn to.  Someone to talk through the disagreements and help reach a compromise.  But most important is that is all possible through our devotion to each other, our shared purpose in life, and the love we have for one another.  If you remember that son, you will always know peace.”


I notice Michael’s eyelids appear heavy.  I just gaze at his amazing face and wonder what the future will be for our family.  My husband and I have been able to live an amazing life together.  We have six wonderful boys and have created our own nest in this giant forest.  To some it may seem modest or too ordinary.  But to me, I would not want to be anywhere else.  If I think about it we aren’t that ‘ordinary’ either.

As Michael drifts off to sleep I look out the front window.  It must be a full moon tonight.  Through the canopy above light is streaming down to the ground and I am reminded of the heavenly light I saw all those years ago.  I smile to myself.  My how time flies.  

I have many things to teach my boys as they grow.  There are many family secrets we have yet to share.  I’m glad my son’s will have their father to teach them of our ancestral history and their duties.  I am glad I had son’s that won’t carry the same burden as I. Burdens that I would share with a daughter.  Soon our oldest, will begin training with his father and then the teaching will begin for them all.  

I get up out of my rocking chair and reach to close the window.  I carry Michael with me to the kitchen and put his bottle in the sink.  I wipe the sides of his mouth where the milk had drained out the side when he had drifted off.  I walk back to the bedroom, kiss his forehead, and place him in his bassinet.  I turn towards the bed and follow where the moon light is leading me.

I climb into bed next to my husband and wrap my arm around his waist.  I was being careful not to wake him.  I rest my head on the pillow and close my eyes hoping sleep will find me soon.  

“You know that’s why it’s so easy for me to fall asleep,” My husband whispers. 

“What?”  I whisper back.  It’s like he read my mind earlier. 

“I always remember how much you love me.  So I am always at peace.”

“I do love you.  Forever.”
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Chapter One:

Gizelle
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“Why do we have to be here so early?  It’s Saturday!  This is stupid!”  I shouted as I walk into the gym.  I tossed my bag and gear on the floor with fury.  Maybe something will break and I can go home and finish dreaming of ‘MY’ insanely hot barista.  

I’ve practically stalked him at school for the last two years I’ve been there.  He’s a senior and I’m not, so I know to not even ask his name, let alone try to strike up a conversation with him.  There’s no way he’d even think about dating a sophomore, right?  But I’ve done everything I can to gain Intel on his story.  I NEED to know more about him besides the fact he’s a 6’-3” Nordic God sent to the corner coffee shop to bless my eyes with his perfection every morning.  

His hair is the color of sand.  An interesting collage of gold, and light brown tones that I just want to run my fingers through.  His hair was getting long enough to begin to show a slight curl near his brow.  My gaze led to his flawless skin and icy blue eyes that are so intoxicating if you watch him for long periods of time, which I do.  

The way my name leaves his lips when my mocha is ready I find myself almost sprinting to the counter just to give him a meek “thank you” before I run away like a scared cat.  Argh!  He probably thinks I’m the biggest weirdo off the street.  
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My cousins are spread throughout the gargantuan cinderblock gymnasium the Uncles build about 40 years ago.  It reminds me of an above ground bomb shelter.  Everything is gray and the building shows its age.  Cracks in all its seams, watermarks stain the ceiling from years of the roof leaking into the crawl space, and the smell could be dealt with sometime too.  I think they got our old dusty blue mats from the 1972 Olympic Gymnastics training facilities.  

There’s a giant black punching bag in the back corner on the floor covered in gray duct tape.  That was a reminder of my Dad training some of the boys in here.  A couple of my cousins were having a ‘who’s stronger’ contest and didn’t stop till the bag came down bolt and all.  They even cracked the beam.  After the beam had been replaced, it was decided the boys will train outdoors as much as possible, since their impulsiveness and competitive arrogance is a safety hazard. 

Though that punching bag had never been replaced, recently the Uncles installed some new machines so we can get a better cardio workout and strength training.  For the most part we use old school homemade equipment or whatever may be handy for what we need.  We can be a creative lot when need be.

The Cousins, as we’re referred to, are spread throughout the gym.  We are actually not cousins in the same way as my dad and his cousins, most of us are my generation of the family.  Since we were all raised together, we are taught and train together, and we live close together so we just call each other ‘cousin’.  That makes it easier than explaining our whole life story to other people and no one questions it.  

Some of the Cousins are on machines or doing other exercising, and the rest are just now warming up for our weekly training session with “The Bridge”.  

Bridge, a.k.a. Marie in the outside world, is my Dad’s cousin.  Since their grandmother was her teacher and had all boys, Bridge took charge of training us girls after she passed away.  Their grandfather passed some time before their grandmother, at that time the Uncles took his place as primary educators and trainers for the boys.  

The Uncles, my dad, and his cousins are all in charge of our training now.  With this many people the duties are easily divided and we benefit from all the different training, especially the talent specific training that’s available from all the Cousins.  Everyone participates in some way. 

I go to regular public school with my other cousins during the week.  Our weekends our dedicated to learning to fulfill our future guardian duties.  Don’t even ask how our summers our spent, because several of us our resentful enough to stage a protest.  Save our summer!!!!!

We vary in ages so some of us will be preparing for college soon while the youngest still has about five years before her training will even begin.  My generation has already begun to add children.

Ever since we were little the Uncles taught us our family history and told stories...fantastic tales told to us of treasure, secrecy, and power beyond ones imagination.  We weren’t read to from the Brothers’ Grimm, these were history lessons with a twist.  Oral history was important in not only educating us but teaching us using centuries old traditions.  That’s how are ancestors passed on their knowledge, which was a good thing since they were apparently terrible record keepers.  As it is our little secret cannot be placed on paper anyway.  

Even though we may be destined for another purpose, we lead pretty normal lives.  School, friends, jobs, pretty much whatever we want is supported; however we are always tethered to this ancient job thrust upon our family and all its future generations.  You can’t escape it.  But the Uncles believe we are better protectors if we are educated and have opportunities to explore our hearts desires in life as long as we remember we have a specific purpose.  
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Our family, centuries ago, were put in charge of a chest containing at least two talisman and a stack of ancient manuscripts written in an old Viking language.  It is said that whoever possesses the chest essentially will control the world.  Power like Napoleon, Stalin, or even Hitler would want.  Our family was given this by a man only known to us as “William”, to protect from those whose desire is world domination.  

After essentially vanishing, its importance dismissed, eventually it sailed across the ocean with our ancestors to America.  Once settled in America, the family decided it would be best to have the most powerful member of the family guard the trunk, while we all would train to protect it as a family.  That’s why we all train so hard, eliminate the evidence of weakness and stand strong together.  It is indistinguishable to others who is most powerful which makes for a better disguise.  That should throw off those who seek the chest because no one knows who has what or if they hold anything at all.  We’ve kept the chest and its contents so well hidden that most people don’t even believe it exists.  

It’s a fable told as buried pirate treasure.  Except there is no map, “X” does not mark the spot, and like most famous hidden treasure hunts are proven fruitless.  It’s still a fantastic tale to tell, yet peaks the curiosity of even the hardest sceptics.  Treasure hunters will probably crack open the Pandora’s Box of Oak Island before they get through us.  That’s if people are still looking for the trunk.
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At age 13, we all begin learning from the Uncles more specifics about our duties, beyond the tales we were told as children.  We start training so we can protect the chest in the future.  This training is important to protect the family as well.  Just the knowledge that these items exist puts all our lives in danger.  We even have to be careful who we date or marry, and we are NEVER to tell anyone.  Not even our best friend.  It’s ok all families have their secrets.  At 6am Saturday morning...this secret feels much more like a burden. 

The Uncles and the boys train to be warriors.  While the Uncles mainly organize and oversee the education portion of all our training, they also trained my father and the rest of the boys to use logic and their physical strength to protect the chest.  They’re taught tactical skills, combat styles, and use of different weaponry.  This hasn’t been necessary for a long time since no one has even tried to look for chest.  I think they use to fight with swords and flaming arrows then.  

Now for us girls in the family, we all get trained by “The Bridge”.  It’s said she possesses powers similar to Miss Janie, but we can never get her to show us what she can do.  

By age 13 we get a taste of our “talent” or “power” whatever you choose to call it.  This glimpse is just enough for us to learn how to control it and how to use it properly when or if ever needed.  Bridge has us work on our talent all the time.  She has us work on building both our strengths and knowledge of our talent; and we try to eliminate any weaknesses we discover along the way.  If we do develop a power, it does not fully mature until we are 18.  Then it will only reach its fullest potential if needed to protect the chest or the family.  We are the second line of defense so if anything happens to our ‘warriors’, we’ll be responsible to protect the chest by any means necessary.  They get brute strength and we get a wide range of talents just to be glorified ‘back up’.  Warriors, huh?  Whatever!

The Bridge has been put in a strange position since certain talents skipped an entire generation with her father and his brothers, which includes my grandpa.  (They are simply The Uncles to us.)  Bridge is exactly that, she’s a bridge between generations.  She closed the gap between her grandma and her own generation and went on later to train my generation, a generation started not long after she was born.  Her cousins learned from their grandma before her and then went on to have families and lives.  

She was her grandmother’s last student in that generation of cousins.  By the age of 16, under grandma’s supervision, she begins training my generation of cousins.  She has since completed college, married, and started her own family.  She’s relatable, closer to my age than my parents.  She listens to whatever problem, no matter how personal, and offers great advice.  But is a total hard-ass when it comes to training.  Note to self.....talk to Bridge about this Saturday morning crap.  
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Chapter 2:

Miss Janie 
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“Here she is!”  I excitedly peak around the door hiding flowers behind my back.  I look down into my daughter-in-law arms as she holds my successor.  I shouldn’t say that, all my grandchildren are special in their own ways and any one of them could probably take my place.  However I can really feel it radiating off this tiny little miracle.  

So much energy in this blanket wrapped bundle that I can feel pulling me towards her.  Maybe it’s because it has been a while since I had a grandbaby born.  No....I actually think it’s all her.  

“Can I hold her?”  I brush back my daughter-in-law’s hair and kiss her glistening forehead.

“Absolutely!  She’s been waiting to meet you.”  My daughter –in-law looks up at me with a tear forming in her eye.  She looks so proud yet so scared at the same time.  Aw the mixed emotions of a new mother.  I remember the feeling.

She passed me the baby, so gentle and very careful to protect her head.  I pulled back the corner of the blanket that had fallen over the babies face.  As soon as I moved the blanket, these big doe eyes stare at me from my arms.  I smile at my son and begin to cry tears of pure joy.

“I know she has Dad’s eyes.  It took me back at first too.”  Michael whispers next to me as he’s taking in the sight of his mother holding his newborn daughter.  God he reminds me of his father!  He looked at me with the same admiration and contentment when I held each of our sons.  I take Michael’s hand and give it quick squeeze of acknowledgement.

I look back at my granddaughter laying so peaceful in my arms as if she’s listening in on our silent conversation.  I walk with her to the chair next to the hospital window.  As I begin to sit I look up at the bright moon and the stars.  I place her in my lap so I can pull more of the blanket back and look at her.

I take in her perfect round apple-shaped face, like her father.  I can already see itty-bitty dimples in her cheeks, as she seemed to be trying to smile.  She’s an hour old and I can tell this was not a gas-smile like babies sometimes get.  Oh she’s gifted all right!  

She appeared to raise an eyebrow just enough that reminded me of my son Matthew.  He is my son born before Michael surprised us a few years later.  Matthew was always into something.  That’s how you could tell when he was up to no good or if he was hiding the truth, that eyebrow went up and his eyes would look as if filled with gold glitter as he tried to hide that inner mischievous smirk.

“Have you decided on a name yet?”

“Marie, after my grandmother,” my daughter-in-law smiled.

“I think that suits her just fine.  Marie,” I whisper to the baby.  She has her mother’s button nose and full lips.  Not to mention she has the eyelashes of a Hollywood starlit, like her mother.  From her tiny perfect fingers on down to her beautiful little toe, I examine her trying to figure out what this pull is.  What is so strong within this child?

This magnetic energized pull made me stop worrying and wondering.  Soon I realized I was staring into those wonderful doe eyes.  I felt my breath hitch as I could suddenly feel my husband’s arm around me as she completely entranced me.  Unfortunately he’s been gone for some time now, so I know it wasn’t real.

Suddenly the baby cried out and the weight I just felt on my shoulder disintegrated.  “What’s wrong Marie, are you getting hungry?”  Did she just see him and get scared?  Wait....did she just do that for me?

I stand from my seat and return the baby to my awaiting daughter-in-law’s arms.

“She probably is hungry by now.  She’s been too interested in what’s happening around her, so I haven’t nursed her yet.”  My poor daughter-in-law looked so drained.  

I quickly kiss her cheek, “I’m going to let you all rest and be together.  Take advantage of this peace and quiet now.  Soon you’ll be bombarded by more helpful hands than you can stand.  I told the family not to disturb you until you are home, but I had to come take a peak.”

I whisper ‘I love you’ to the baby, kissing her on the fuzzy top of her head.  We all share a smile.

“Mom I’ll walk you out.”  Michael begins to stand from his wife’s bedside.

“No, No, your job is to stay and take care of my girls!  I love you all.  Call me when you get settled at home.  I think I can keep everyone at bay until then.”  I gave them a wink and disappeared out the door in a flash.

First thing when I get home is find my Dad’s journals.  We are going to have our hands full with this one.  Hopefully he has some hidden insight scripted on those old pages. 

I’m so excited I’m bursting at the seams!  Don’t get me wrong, I would never trade even one second I’ve had my sons; but granddaughters are so much more fun.  I find myself practically skipping home.  I haven’t felt this way since I discovered my own powers.
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Chapter 3:

Gizelle
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“All right ladies, are we ready or what?  Bridge saunters in with her giant steaming coffee.  “Sorry I was late, I won’t give you excuses, but we’re all here now so let’s get started.  We have two new cousins joining training this weekend, so we’re gonna be easy today so they can get used to how this all works.  By next weekend, back to business as usual-K!”

“Let me guess 6am Saturday again?”  I snap.

“Yup!  Unless you have plans, then we’ll just start earlier so you can go on with your life,” Bridge retorts.  Words drenched in condescension.  Then she gives me a wink and turns to grab her backpack from the floor by her feet.

I can’t help but like her, even though she’s totally brutal!

“Ok so we’ve all done our normal warm ups, etc., right?”  Bridge asks.

We all reply in unison “Yeah.”

Just as we hear the front door to the gym squeal out in desperate need of oil, in walks the twins Emma and Ava.  They look straight at the floor as they approach, almost as if they’re afraid to make eye contact with anyone.  We’ve all grown up together so I have no clue why they would seem so scared.  

It could be because the Uncles like to mess with our heads a bit.  They tell us these amazing stories when we we’re little, as we grow those same stories one day are no longer fairy tales and hold actual truth.  They flat out refuse to tell anyone and swear all the cousins to secrecy once they’re in training so none of the young ones know what is in their future.  They like to give us some semblance of a childhood, preserve our innocence until the day our reality will be changed forever. 

Bridge once told me “They like to instill fear into the fairy tale.  So when you learn the truth you respect your duties and the dangers you may face more.  Plus they just like screwing with us!”  I’ve always admired her honesty.

“Ok so today Emma and Ava welcome and thank you for joining us.  I am always proud to see you all jump on board with the family business.  Like there’s much choice.” as she turns to Emma and Ava, “Girls...I will teach you in the same manner as I did with the group you see before you.  In the same manner my grandmother taught me.  With honor, mutual respect, and love.  I will accept no less in return.  Clear?”

“Yes ma’am.”  The twins whisper.  I heard a few giggles in the crowd at the ma’am part.  The look on Bridges face was PRICELESS!  You could see her squirm like a ghostly finger just drug down her spine.  I see the look on Bridge’s face as she turns to address the twins.


“Oh we don’t need any of that ma’am crap!  From here on out girls, and this goes for all of you as well, I’m your cousin so you will call me by name only.  Here I do have to take a different position as a teacher and not a pal, so you can call me Bridge just here at the gym.  Clear?  I see nodding....Good.

I want you all to know a few things before we begin.  You will not only learn from me, but also learn from each other and I encourage that.  So soak up as much as you can here and if you’re ready for more we’ll give you more.  Look around the room here; this is all ours and it will always be a safe place for you.  Look at the faces around you; there is always someone to help you if you need.  That’s the beauty of family: there’s always someone around to listen or teach you something.  Family is your safe haven always.  

The stories of our ancestors we’ve been hearing for years demonstrate that about family.  Our first root in this family is based upon not just the devotion of cause or our duties we’ve inherited; but the devotion and loyalty you have to your family will always lead to home.  I believe Miss Janie always said ‘Home was where you see the heavenly light.’ 

You are all smart, capable, and talented or we wouldn’t be here.  We come from a long line of amazing women.  With each generation that grows.  I expect not just great things from all of you.  Your generation will be phenomenal.  I hold you all to that standard because I know you are all capable of that.

There is no reason to fear me or training no matter what you may have been lead to believe.  However, you will respect the process, you will respect the family legacy, and we will respect each other.  Clear?”


We all look around at each other and then back to Bridge, “Yes, ma’am!”

Bridge clenches her jaw tight and rolls her eyes.  I visualize her head exploding right about now.  Fortunately she’s used to the sarcasm.  Lesson number one in this family if you dish it, you take it!  And sarcasm is our favorite dish.  

She exhales slowly as if she’d been mentally counting to ten to calm herself and begins to address us again.  “Okay so let’s pair up by specialty and we will test Emma and Ava’s skills.  I’ll let you girls handle this while I go do some cardio.  Play nice!  I’ll check in after a bit.”  She heads over towards the new incline treadmill the Uncles just brought in last month.  
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We pair off per talent as Bridge instructed.  The remaining cousins begin filling the grandstand seating to watch us work with the twins.  It still surprises me that we have so many special “powers”.  I mean we’re only slightly ‘magical’, but we aren’t witches or anything.  

Some get powers like manipulating the elements.  Diverting water for one; handy for blocking someone who’s chasing you, or splash them in the face to temporarily distract them to get you out of harm’s way.  My Dad said its telekinesis, moving objects with their mind.  I didn’t understand much about telekinesis until I did a project in science about it and did a bunch of research.  All I got out of the assignment was “if you believe in something strong enough it can be done.”  I don’t know about that, because I’ve been trying to stick my brother to the wall for years and no matter how hard I concentrate, he won’t stick.

Our elementally gifted cousins can actually create wind.  I remember when they were practicing to create tiny tornadoes and accidently combined their powers.  The spontaneous twister completely demolished great-grandpa’s old barn on the back of the property.  They thought for sure they were done for!  The Uncles actually thanked them and called it a blessing in disguise.  With all the generations of kids running around here it had been deemed unsafe years ago, so we only went near the old barn with a parent or if we were practicing in the field with Bridge.  I guess the Uncles had been planning to tear it down and replace it, so they were happy that half their work had been done and no one got hurt.  Bridge was right they do like to mess with us and instill fear.  Then they completely catch us off guard and have a good laugh at our expense.

The only gift I seem to have is the ability of super speed.  My Dad wouldn’t let me join the track team at school because he said it would be cheating.  I never thought of it as a special power so I didn’t see the big deal.  I love to run.  When my power came I used to try to run so fast, I could envision the wind just picking me up and gliding me through the air like a paper plane.  The wind carrying me up and then holding me in place like a kite.  That never happened though.  I have the scars to prove I gave a valiant effort.

I learned later that there were more uses for my ability than simply running faster than other people.  I learned that with power comes responsibility and consequences for your actions when you use your power.  It’s not all fun and games.

I was babysitting my brother and we were playing soccer in the big field where the old barn used to be.  I wasn’t being real patient with him and so I thought it would be funny to run circles around him, literally.  I had no idea by doing that what I was capable of, until I saw him gasping for air and falling to his knees on the trampled dry field grass.  I had been running so fast it sucked the air right out of his lungs.  I stopped and grabbed him to me.  He was choking and gasping; I couldn’t help but cry and rock him in my arms.  I realized then I could have killed him and promised I’d never be that careless again.  
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The other girls take turns testing Emma and Ava so we can see what their talent may be.  Or maybe they possess some wicked twin power that is like nothing this family has seen before.  

Twins do run in this family and usually together they have some extraordinary power, but separate they have simpler talents.  A perfect example would be Miss Janie’s father, my great-great-grandpa.  He had a twin brother.  Their chosen professions were not unique in my family.  Anything that has to do with math or science, we seem to excel.  Thank you for that gift as well.  I will not graduate without it!  

One twin was a physicist and the other twin a chemist.  Separately they were extremely talented and super successful in their fields, but together they made Einstein look simple.  They feared that someone could get the wrong idea and try to get them to misuse their powers for something potentially harmful to mankind.  So instead the only time they would combine their skills were by designing this crazy Fourth of July Fireworks Extravaganza.  

That started out as just them seeing what they could create one year to entertain the family.  It was such an impressive display that the flashes of light didn’t just stay in that field behind the old house as originally anticipated.  Oh no!  They changed the way in which our entire town celebrated Independence Day.  For that night, amongst the stars, the entire town was surprised with magic twinkling and dancing across the sky.  The colorful display had a few hundred people in a trance.  
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It was the initial blast that woke the Mayor that night.  He ran from his bed to grab his rifle, forgetting his robe, within mere seconds he was on his front porch.  The second blast nearly scared him out of his boots that he had grabbed as he ran to the door.  Disturbing the Peace is more than frowned upon in our town, and the mayor was ready to toss someone in jail that night.  But soon after that second ‘BOOM!’  He had his eyes glued to the sight unfolding above.  He began remembering a story his mother used to tell him as a child at bedtime as he watch in child-like awe.  That night Mr. Mayor was seeing hundreds of fairies zipping across the sky sprinkling glittery dust from the heavens and he smiled.  He sat down on the porch step and laid his rifle down next to him and just watched.

It didn’t take long for word to spread.  Not in this town.  A week later Mr. Mayor paid a visit to the farm and spoke to the twins about that night.  “That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen.”  The twins were nervous as Mr. Mayor spoke.  They weren’t sure yet if they were in trouble.  The Mayor continued, “Every minute was beautiful and made me so happy, even though I woke with a near heart attack.  I have spoken with some folks around town here and I have a few questions for you when you have some time.”

“Now would be great sir,” the twins look at each nodding.  “Let’s go sit at the table in the kitchen.  Would you like some coffee Mr. Mayor?”

“I would be delighted.”  The men sat down at the big oak table that was an heirloom from some family member.  I believe that tables’ still floating around this family somewhere still.  Anyway......That day it was decided the twins would design the First Annual Fourth of July Fireworks Extravaganza for the next year.  

The next year the town gathered for a potluck just out from the center of town.  The families gathered with their neighbors over food and conversation.  Then just past dusk, a hush fell over the crowd with the first ‘BOOM!”  Children were sitting in their parents’ laps on blankets in the soft green grass.  Staring, fascinated by the blooms of color splashing across the sky.  Streaks of light across the sky like a meteor would then burst like a blooming flower, and then the petals would begin to fall.  Then came the next and the next.  No one wanted it to end.  It never did.

Today the town still has their Annual Fourth of July Fireworks Extravaganza.  That grassy area was later dedicated as a park for the town and everyone still gathers every year with their potluck dinner.  They sit in the grass while watching the show.  Every show leaves the crowd in awe just as the very first.  I guess that’s the one beautiful gift we gave this town.  
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Chapter 4:

Bridge
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I put my earbuds in as soon as I got to the treadmill.  I step on and enter my settings.  I start with walking then the machine speeds up to my preset workout routine.  I enjoy this part of my day.  This is my time in my own head and usually the place I find peace.  Even if it lasts for less than an hour, this is my own meditation time.  However, that seems to be the time my brain decides to send my thoughts elsewhere.  Soon I can’t hear my music and my mind is churning faster than my legs running on this machine.
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“Tell me that story again Grandma.”

“Which one baby?”  

She gazed upon me as I played in the grass at her feet.  Her smiling warm eyes shimmered as the sunbeam reflected off them.  As I made my bears dance across the grass she laughed.  It’s her giggle that I can still hear in my head today.

She was always so proud to watch all of us grow.  She took pleasure in watching our developing abilities and how we learned to use them.  She was fascinated that I had developed my powers so early.  She took special interest in that and began training me early in secret.  

She wanted me to learn control so I wouldn’t cause any harm not knowing what I was doing with all this power.  It terrified her that I wouldn’t learn how to use my powers as they’re meant.  The telekinesis I had developed appeared more powerful than what is normal without some threat present.  It also appeared much earlier than usual from what anyone knew at that time.  

She said she thought I possessed some telepathic talents with my telekinesis.  When it showed itself, it seemed more controlled by my subconscious than purposeful conscious thought or effort.  I had a lot of unexplainable ‘accidents’ during training because of this.

Impulsiveness and lack of understanding consequences is normal for all kids, but in my case it could be particularly dangerous given my special circumstances.  So she always watched me closely.

My parents didn’t know how to deal with me or my powers, so I spent most of my time with Miss Janie.  She’s my grandmother, my teacher, my confidant, and quite possibly the best friend I ever had.  

Her giggle distracted me and my bears fall lifeless to the grass.  I turned to her, reaching my chubby little arms up.  She reached for me and pulled me to her lap.  She cuddled me close.  Her warm embrace felt like I had been wrapped in a blanket of security surrounding me.  Nothing could ever hurt me when I was in her arms.  She leaned back in her chair and put my head on her shoulder.  The scent of jasmine and vanilla enveloped me.  

I can still feel her arms around me as I recall my first scent memory.  It’s the smell that reminds me she is always with me.  The internal giggle I hear from her as I flounder to train this new generation.  In her honor and respect for her, I never let the young ones see me scared or doubtful.  Her confidence, her fearlessness, her curiosity, and most of all her love is what made this family function.  

I wish I could be half the woman she was.  She always held herself together through anything.  She held us all through our triumphs and tragedies.  She entrusted me to fill her shoes and I don’t think she knew how hard those would be to fill.  
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By training age, I had already technically been in training for years to use my powers in secret.  Although now I would begin learning new skills and my Dad would start training me in self-defense.  

We girls developed some different powers than the boys.  Mostly they got the genius gene and super strength or speed.  Though the boys experienced military-style training, we girls mainly focused on handling our powers and self-defense.  We are all strong and we’re taught not to solely rely on our powers to get by in life.  

Unfortunately as I trained I had to keep most of my powers secret.  I have to practice strict restraint and specifically control my emotions at all times.  So no one truly knows what I’m fully capable of.  Miss Janie knew my whole life.  She encouraged me to practice behind closed doors or with her so I would know my capabilities inside and out.  Miss Janie possessed similar capabilities that she kept hidden from grandpa and even the Uncles, her own sons.  

We liked to pretend that we were the secret weapons in some exciting adventure; we made up all kinds of stories and scenarios.  She always made it fun.  I guess that’s how she guided me to learn responsibility and respect for my gift.  She would purposely put me in situations where the lesson was me understanding consequences for my actions when using my abilities.  
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My machine beeps and slows to a stop.  I pull my earbuds out and turn to hop off the treadmill.  I walk towards my backpack leaning against the wall.  I grab my water bottle and take a few giant gulps.  I crouch down and unzip my bag to grab my favorite towel (Hello Kitty skulls and bows) I brought.  I put my cellphone and earbuds in the front pocket with one hand while I swipe the towel across my beet red, sweaty face with the other.  I zip up my bag and stand, slinging the backpack over my shoulder.  Well I suppose it’s time to check on the girls.  

I start walking towards the mat area on the other side of the gym where some of the Cousins are clustered together around Emma and Ava.  I look over at the stands and see the remaining Cousins talking amongst themselves as they watch whatever test they’re in the middle of.  

I see my cousin Bella sitting with her daughter Kate on the bottom bleacher.  They’re intently watching the girls and what they’re doing.  I always thought Bella’s gift was being inquisitive and analytical to a fault.  Well that’s half-true.  

She got the super genius gene and has great understanding of the elements and how they work.  She has mild natural telekinesis, but she uses her understanding of the elements to manipulate them in a way that looks like her power is much stronger.  Her ‘magical’ understanding of chemistry helps here.  She mixes up little potions, for lack of a better word, that can help her move things like teeny explosives that are undetectable and you never actually see her use them either.  Witchy! 

She helped Miss Janie with me once I hit training age.  Bella’s a couple years older than me, and we have always been very close.  We were always partners in mischief.  As I remember back then, it was never just us, Miss Janie was always right behind.  Sometimes she’d be egging us on just for a laugh.  I’m not sure if it’s the “power” that calls us to each other, or if that’s just the natural part of family being closer to one than another.  We just seem to naturally cluster together with those whose talents are most similar to our own.

I stop in front of Bella and Kate, “How’s it going?”

“I’m not sure.”  Bella scrunches her forehead like she’s straining to see exactly what they’re doing.  “Kate and Gizelle just had the twins out at the track a bit ago.  They were doing time trials.”

“Oh yeah?”  I look over at Kate, “How’d that go?”

Kate looks up and calls Gizelle over to us.  “’G’ I was just getting ready to tell Bridge how the twins did.”  Kate looked half amused.  

I think it’s so funny when the older kids get confidence in their skills and how they suddenly feel so superior to kids that really aren’t that much younger.  I guess I’d rather have them confident then scared to death like the poor twins looked earlier.

“Well....”  Gizelle starts off.  “Kate and I took turns racing the twins using the 100, the 200, and then the 400-yard dash; then we came in to record the times in the journal on the desk.  I saved them in my phone.  ”  

She hands me her phone and I start scrolling through the notes.  They had the twins run each event once against Gizelle and then once again against Kate.  Each girl’s time was recorded so I could easily compare all four girls times.

“That’s how I would have done it.  You kept it simple and didn’t burn them out before their other testing.  Nice detail on recording here and having the times for all of you makes it easier to compare.  Good Job!  So what would be your theory?”  I ask.

Kate looks up at me, “They don’t have super speed, but they are fast.  They were very nervous, which made them a little clumsy out there.  That could have slowed them down.”

“I totally agree!”  Gizelle steps up.  “I think we let them work with us for a couple days, then maybe next weekend retest them when they’re more comfortable.  As fast as they were I’m not ready to totally dismiss this yet.”

Bella and I look at each other with such pride in our smiles.  “Wow!  You girls are starting to sound like Miss Janie and Marie working together.”  Bella’s eyes twinkle as she’s looks from Gizelle to her daughter Kate.  

I look at them with the same prideful smile, “Not quite Bells.  They have your record keeping and analytical skills.  They’re not afraid to put anything to the test and retest it if they have to.  By the time they graduate they’ll be so much more prepared than we were at that age.  I’m telling you...the future gets brighter each day.”

We walk over to the elemental station where Bella’s sister Beth and our cousin Allison were standing with the twins.  Beth is our resident Physicist, a super genius like her sister.  They are following in the footsteps of great-grandpa and his twin brother.

Allison has telekinesis.  It’s a little stronger than the others since this is her only talent.  Mine is way stronger, but hopefully they never need to know.  So it’s no surprise to me if the twins get elemental talents as Allison’s daughters.

The elemental station is actually two old doors set on sawhorses for a long table sitting next to an old basin sink.  It was the old first aid station from when the boys used to train in here.  So there are lots of bandages and other first aid supplies lining the shelves on the wall above.  

There was an oblong shaped plastic tub half filled with dirt on one table.  There appeared to be a light sprinkle of dust next to the tub so they must have been trying to move dirt or even making mini tornadoes.  

When I trained using the tub of dirt I had dirt everywhere.  In my hair, all over my clothes, the floor, heck I even accidentally temporarily blinded Miss Janie.  They’re probably still too scared to let go.  Maybe they feel awkward with everyone silently judging their every move.  Poor girls!   

Now all the girls are leaning over a half-filled sink of water.  Bella and I look at each other.  “What’s that sound?”  We say together, both looking puzzled.  We walk over to the sink and peak around either side of Beth at the water.

“Are those bubbles?”  I ask.  Then they stop suddenly.  “Sorry.”  I look at Allison and the twins.  I shouldn’t have distracted them.  I hope the twins don’t think they did something wrong.

“Yeah so far this is about all we’ve been able to produce today.”  Beth stated sounding defeated.  Beth is an amazing teacher and so patient with all the kids.  Although she gets a bit excited when we try to find our powers and she’s always disappointed when the powers don’t come with a bang.  

“Well I noticed the twins were very nervous when they came in today.  That’s completely understandable for their first day.  It’s not like they knew what to expect.”  I pipe up.

“They were out running with us earlier.  That can take it out of you too,” Gizelle’s voice came from behind me.  “Especially in the beginning when you’re not as strong yet.”

I look at each of their faces and then down to the twins, “Why don’t we back off this for today and show you girls around.  We can try this all again another day.  Ally can work with them at home too.  Let’s introduce them to their new home-away-from-home for the next 80 years.”  We all share a laugh and agree.  

“Yeah we’re never getting away from this place.  When’s lunch?

In unison we giggle out “Gizelle!”

Bella hands her car keys to Kate, “You girls go get us some food.  We’ll be showing the twins around.”

“Thanks mom!”  Kate winks at Gizelle and they bolt for the door.
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Gizelle and Kate make it back in record time.  We’ve only managed to show the twins around half the gym.  Showing them the new equipment took up most the time.  It’s all electronic and you have to personalize you’re settings, so we had to show them how.  I was starving by then.

Gizelle, Kate, and the twins sit at the table by the lockers in the alcove.  It’s our designated break area.  You can sit at the table while overlooking the entire gym.  I always love eating greasy fries while watching others exercise.  Beth and Bella had to head off to work, which left Allison and I sitting on the bleachers with our food.  

“So what are your thoughts so far on the girls?”  Allison asks me and then takes a bite out of her burger.

“I think they’re just really nervous.  Kate and Gizelle being with them will help loosen them up a bit.  I never understood why the Uncles make such a big deal out of keeping this a secret.  Then these sad little faces come in and greet us like they’re headed to their own funeral.  I feel terrible for them.”  I reply.

“Well I gave them hints here and there that everything would be just fine, but they are my little worriers so I guess it didn’t matter what comfort I tried to give.”

“I think they’re going to do great.  Once they get the hang of things and are given more information they won’t be so afraid.  Remember when Kate and Gizelle first came to us here?”  I look at Allison laughing.

“Yes!  Gizelle is still about the same, just more controlled and less cocky.  Kate was the complete opposite, so quiet and shy.  Now look at those two.  I tell you time goes by so fast; they seem to grow and change at sonic speed.”  

I got an idea and just about drop my food.  I look at Allison, “Do the Uncles still have great-grandpa’s journals?”

“I think so.  Last I saw they were being loaded into Miss Janie’s basement after the barn was destroyed.”  We can’t help but laugh at that memory.  “Why do you ask?”  As she’s stuffing french fries in her mouth.

“Well I was thinking about the twins and how we all compared with first day of training.  Most of the talents immediately stood out and like mine appeared just before training.”  Ok so I fibbed a little.  Cough!  Cough!

“I wonder what records they kept from training, if any exist.  Is there something simple we haven’t thought to try so we can pull it out of them and start working?  Also, none of us are twins.  Great-grandpa would know about the twin powers and such.  I just thought we should check and see if they had anything to help.  I don’t want to miss anything that could be vital to them.” 

“I can run by Miss Janie’s on my way home and see if there still in the basement.”  Allison offered

“I’ll save you a trip.  My grandpa has the box of journals.”  Neither one of us realized Gizelle had walked over to us when she finished her food.  

“Oh, when did Uncle Lucas grab them?”  Allison asked.

“Last winter, the washer broke and grandpa ran by real fast to throw in a load of laundry on his way to work.  Well something happened with the washer while he was gone.  When he went back the basement was flooded and he called his brothers then they all moved everything out so it wouldn’t get damaged.”

I choke down the last of my burger.  I have to take a big sip of my soda to wash it down.  “I have an idea.”

“What’s that?”  Allison asks.  She stands scrunching her nose as she looks at the rest of her french fries before deciding to throw them out.  

“Why don’t we all get together at Miss Janie’s this week some evening everyone is free.  Have Uncle Lucas bring the box and we can all go through it.”

“I’d love that!  We haven’t got together in forever!  Hey Kate!”  Gizelle speeds off to the table where Kate and the twins are talking.

Allison wipes the fry grease and remaining salt from her fingers onto her jeans.  “I think that’s an awesome idea.  The kids need more get-togethers than just these training sessions.  Like when they were younger or when we were kids.  It makes all we do feel like less of a job and more like a family when we take breaks to be all together.”

“I agree.  We need to keep things like when Miss Janie was here.  She was the hub of this entire family and we just can’t seem to keep it all together anymore.”

“I know.  Well let’s get a plan together and we’ll see what all we can come up with.”  Allison looks towards the girls still chatting and giggling around the table.

I giggle at Allison.  “I’m just looking forward to great food and lots of conversation.”

“Yes definitely lots of food!”  Allison puts her arm around my shoulder and we head over to the girls table to let them know they were free for the day.
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I head home and plan to find a book to escape into for the rest of my day.  I was thinking of myself snuggling up in my mom’s old overstuffed chair, with a blanket and my book.  My husband and son are out fishing for the day so I have some time with just me.  I find myself running through the woods to get home.  I need to take advantage of the peace while I can.  There’s always something going on. 

Later on that evening, Bella called to let me know when the family planned on meeting at Miss Janie’s.  She marked me down to bring the hamburger and hot dog buns.  Our Aunts’ cook these spectacular dishes to bring to these gatherings all the time, so most of the entrees and side dishes are covered.  

After Bella and I got off the phone, I quickly ran over and jotted down on my calendar.  ‘Tuesday—6pm—Miss Janie’s—Bring buns!’  Stepping back and looking at what I just wrote I couldn’t help but laugh. 
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Chapter 5:

Bridge (Marie) 
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We all meet at Miss Janie’s Tuesday evening as planned.  My son and husband are being led to the door as if the aroma of all the wonderful food had gripped them and were pulling them towards it like a magnet.  I could already smell chicken enchiladas, roast beef with those little onions, cookies, pies, you name it, and it’s there.  I could smell the smoke from the grill out back.  It never fails; the kids never want to eat the good stuff, they have to have just burgers and hot dogs.  Not me I have to have a sample of everything.

I walk into the kitchen and lay the burger and hot dog buns on the counter.  I greet my Aunts that are bustling about making sure everything is where it should be and all the food is out.  My mom is pulling her famous twice-baked loaded potatoes out of the oven.  

“Can I help mom?”  I ask.  I can already smell the smoked bits of bacon mixed with the cheese and all her ‘secret’ ingredients permeating off the potatoes in wisps of steam.

“No honey I’ve got it all under control.”  She reaches into the fridge and grabs the chives she freshly chopped and the tub of sour cream to top the potatoes.  She leans in on her way by and kisses my cheek.  “Go relax with the family.  Oh and let them know we are almost ready for them.”

“Not a problem!”  I give her a quick salute and off to the living room I go.  That’s when the Aunts swarm in.  After getting showered in hugs and kisses I head towards the living room where I can hear my dad and the Uncles talking.  
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I’m quietly inspecting Miss Janie’s house as I walk through.  Most people probably would have sold the place or maybe even had one of the relatives move in, but not us.  Every picture, crocheted doilies, everything is exactly where she left it.  Since she passed we kept her house for the family.  We have all gatherings here for graduations, weddings receptions, and sometimes just for no special reason at all.  

It’s hard to believe this whole family started in what used to be a small cabin in the woods.
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Great-grandpa originally owned over 1000-acre of land.  Half of it was farmland, but he left the forested half in the center of the property alone.  Great-grandpa had a decent sized farm and that farm produced not only food for all the family, but he also sold a lot of it at the community market when this town was in its infancy.

Once his children grew up; they soon were marrying and starting families of their own, he started allocating large chunks of the property to his children.  

He scaled down and continued to run the farm.  He still sold his goods at the community market and would take some to the neighbors when he could.  The economy in the town began to boom.  New people were moving in; new houses were being built, and then came the shops and the new grocery store.  So his farm shrunk with the decrease in need.  Most people here had either gardens or ran farms like us, but the new grocery store was such a novelty, sales for the farm went down.

He used to supply the town with meat, milk, eggs, and an abundance of produce.  The grocery store was just too popular so eventually how the farm was set up even changed.  The chickens became food, except for the few he kept each year for laying hens, enough for the family at least.  The dairy equipment was sold off and his cows went to free range, later to become beef filling everyone’s freezers.  He added more pigs, using some of the dairy equipment money, and those also became food for the family table.  His butchering kept everyone fed and well too.  

One thing he left alone was a large hay field and a big storage barn.  He still did very well with his hay sales.  Actually better with so much surrounding acreage of farmland lost to new subdivisions going up around town.  He had a long-standing barter deal with ‘Old Man Jenkins’.  They’d trade hay for Mr. Jenkins horses, and in turn, Mr. Jenkins taught all the kids to rope and ride.  They were able to help grandpa more on the farm and it saved him time on teaching them.  

Miss Janie and her sisters learned with his show horses.  Mr. Jenkins didn’t have daughters, and took great pleasure in having Miss Janie and her sisters ride his horses in the Fourth of July Extravaganza parade every year.  They were so pretty the girls had used ribbons in their hair and wore beautifully elaborate costumes.  They wove ribbon, matching theirs, through braids in the horse’s manes and tails.  They’d spend hours grooming the horses to be ready.

When Miss Janie and grandpa were courting my grandpa had spoken with Miss Janie’s father (great-grandpa) about his future plans.  He wanted to marry Miss Janie.  Great-grandpa approved and gave his blessing as long as they gave it a few more months.  

On the day my grandparent’s married, great-grandpa held the reception at his home.  He took my grandparents aside, “I have a gift for you, but I couldn’t carry it over.  How ‘bout you two follow me and I’ll show ya.”  

“Oh dad, but you’ve already done so much for us.  You didn’t have to get us anything.”  Miss Janie looks to her father.

“I know but I wanted to.  Don’t worry I had lots of help.”  He looks at my fresh faced groom and winks.  “Follow me.”
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Well we still own most of great-grandpas acreage, but it’s been divided up into lots for each family member.  Over time some of Miss Janie’s siblings and cousins sold off their lots and moved.  The Uncles tried to buy as much as they could to keep the land in the family, but that wasn’t always the case.  A few of the lots were sold and split, multiple house erected, and now we actually have some neighbors we aren’t related to.  

Change was true for Miss Janie’s house as well.  Over the years we’ve created pathways to walk or drive through from each of the houses to Miss Janie’s.  Paths that lead to the gym so we can train; and what once was a huge hay field is now where the boys can train.  It’s far enough back from the rest of the neighbors that they have privacy and not attract any attention.  

Over the years Miss Janie’s house has had some upgrades, but she threw a fit every time, whether it was necessary or not.  “If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it!”  She’d always say.  

According to my dad, she didn’t argue much when grandpa added the bathroom and walk in closet into the master bedroom just for her.  The boys all shared the hall bath and he felt his wife deserved a clean and quiet space with some privacy just for herself.  He took out the claw foot tub in the boys’ bathroom and replaced it with a prefabricated shower/bath insert, and the claw foot tub went into Miss Janie’s new bathroom.  He painted





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg
[FIX)






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image017.jpg





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/image014.jpg
(3]






d2d_images/image015.jpg





