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I am Ronan Rowan identified typing this life’s nonfiction story on laptop of mine. I’m including other people I encountered their stories related to me. Excuse me but no joke on the exact spelling of my names of Ronan Rowan. I got named what I was named by my single parented mother Mary McCoy I affectionately referred to as Ma. 
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I recalled once I turned twenty years old, I had nothing to show that made me feel proud in an achievement way. I hadn’t bothered to study for a degree despite getting a certificate in computer science from a backwards’ town’s community college located in northwestern Connecticut. For private reasons I’m not naming the town. I admit it for that certification I’m a tech gadgetry guy obsessed with computers. 
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Further background on me for whoever likes to know more about who and what makes me who I am. 

I have blue eyes shared by Ma and family members with unusual not inherited but a shocking blonde colored hair. Ma and family all have brown colored hair. I appeared with my blue eyes and blonde hair looked like a doll literally with short hair from my handsome goodlooking face.

I’ve gotten referenced by students at school saying, “Oh a doll!”

Since that doll’s reference only involves short hair, I’ve been keeping my hair long as midback pulled into either a tail or a braid. I have grown out my hair since I was thirteen years old to avoid that doll’s reference that plagued me.

Once aged thirteen I said to Ma, “I’m taking responsibility of my appearance. I decide how I look with my hair and any men’s hair included with my body.”

Ma said, “That I agree as long as you don’t hurt yourself or others with your body.”

Since that time, I’ve taken responsibility for my appearance. I had for time in high school kept my face clean shaven for refusals to grow a beard or mustache including excessive grooming elsewhere for hairy body parts. I’m not interested in being hairy for records. But circumstances of living by myself alone on my own dime cheaply being frugal required me to grow out facial and body hair from lack of unable to afford necessities I needed. 

Ma put her foot down saying “You’re dressing up nicely going to school and being with me in public. I’m not having you going around like a homeless vagrant dressed raggedy. No.”

Ma made me go around wearing khaki pants a white button-down long sleeve shirt regardless of temperature and a blue businessman jacket. I wore that as my uniform in high school.

No wonder I’ve gotten labeled in the yearbook of my graduation grading class “Ronan McCoy best dressed male student!”

I have rare in Ma and family two things that indicated inherited from my own biological father. A tall height of six feet and a thick muscular bulk of muscles from weightlifting and exercises maintained. I’m the tallest and biggest member of the family including among my older cousins two boys born to one aunt and twin daughters born to another aunt. 

My cousins, along with Ma, who was like her two sisters and her mother, and my grandma were all shortly petite with average height around five foot four inches tall. Except the twin girl cousins are tall as five foot eight inches that nearly matches me with the height but I’m taller than them by being six feet. I swear I’ve taken after my biological father with his blonde hair color and tall height and big natural muscular size. Despite unknowingly who he is identified.

I had asked Ma for years “Who’s my father? A bruiser of a warrior?”

Ma shot me down saying “Forbidden! Never mention that subject to me again!”

Ma had for years stated refusal to talk about how she conceived me at the age of thirty years old and later given birth on January first New Year’s Day. Or whether the sex was willing or unwilling. Or say she was expecting to be pregnant with me when she had a moment with my biological father. 

I’m thinking “That’s otherwise!”

I suspect I was an unexpected conceiving result for Ma when she had sexual intercourse from protection failed unexpectedly. I figured that was why she wouldn’t say who my father identified. Suchlike refusing to talk about that subject. Any attempts to bring up themed talk about my father was shot down.

I asked Aunt Missy her elder sister older by a year “What’s going on with Ma not talkative on identifying my father?”

Aunt Missy being known as a snob said haughtily “Ask your mother that question. I’m not answering for you in her stead.”

I got the sense Aunt Missy knew details of the subject from being close with Ma in their sibling relationship. But Aunt Missy was probably sworn to silence not to talk about anything at all. I tried the youngest sister referred to as Auntie whose name was Molly.

I complained to her “Ma won’t tell me who’s my father is identified.”

Auntie Molly said “That’s one thing I share with you. Your mother won’t say who your father is. All I can guess is she had ended up with a moment with your father that turned out disagreeable when she was traveling around Europe at the time you were conceived. I guess you turned out to be an unexpected souvenir she took home from her travels.”

That was all I could get involving who my father was identified. When I turned eighteen, I had assumption that information would be given to me. Not really happening.

Ma said, “Once you turned twenty-one on your New Year’s Day birthday is when that information would be said to you.”

Once I turned twenty-one the father’s identification names confused me on the birth certificate. Said Ducky Duckerson. I realized that name was faked from sure no one would be called those names of Ducky Duckerson. Ducky, I could see that as a nickname but Duckerson as a last name? Not ideal. 

Furthermore, Gramma shocked me by saying “I have a trust fund of one million dollars each for all grandchildren set aside for you to use once you all turn twenty-five years old.”

That turned out to be true because I got to access the money but that was before I turned twenty-five years old. But I didn’t go wild with that money. Suchlike using money for an improved apartment I didn’t bother to do. I was formerly living in a studio I maintained until I had gotten an unexpected life’s circumstances to require me to move out. 

Only splurge I considered using that money was a new set of wheels like a pickup truck. Unfortunately, as I said, life circumstances caused me to sell that pickup truck and move to New York City, a pedestrian friendly traveling city with all that traffic transportation. I’ll explain further of that as I typed this story for records.
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My birthday, I admit, is on New Year’s Day but not around the exact time of the midnight festivities. I know from hospital records accessed at age eighteen with Ma’s blessing that my birth happened at two o’clock in the afternoon and not right after midnight. Ma, spoke an explanation for that afternoon birth when I asked her.

I asked “Why was I born at two o’clock in the afternoon on New Year’s Day? Not at traditionally around midnight is when births happen.” 

Ma answered, “My water bag broke December thirty first in the early morning around eight o’clock according to the doctor. I wasn’t paying attention to my body having that leakage from thinking that it was the bathroom. Nor knew that leakage was indicating that birth status.”

I asked, “You experienced contractions?”

Ma nodded and answered, “Previously starting my ninth month of being pregnant awhile back before that date of the water bag’s breakage the doctor determined my pain was Braxton’s Contractions. They were coming and going without anything serious for you to be born from me. Those contractions indicated there was nothing involving giving birth from an intact water bag.”

I said apology “Sorry Ma I caused you a problem being pregnant with me.”

Ma waved my apology aside by saying “I was too busy to pay attention to my body indicating birth’s status. I was celebrating the family’s traditional gift giving holiday. Alongside New Year’s Eve celebrations followed by New Year’s Day hijinks afterwards. Once I went to bed around four o’clock in the morning feeling exhausted when I realized I was actively in labor. I went to the hospital that determined I needed a c-section from my body’s lack of progress to vaginally push you out after hours of stalling. You were taken out of me right at two o’clock on the dot as my baby boy being the best holiday gift I ever had cherished was you.”

I admit for records Ma’s family has a longstanding historical tradition upheld now in present day of giving each other gifts on December thirty first. Nothing involves celebrating the winter solstice on December twenty first or that popular worldwide gift giving holiday on the twenty fifth. The thirty first is always habitually in Ma’s family’s tradition has been celebrated as a gift giving holiday and no other dated day in December.

Since gramma passed away with her house sold Ma gave me ten thousand dollars from her mother.

She told me, “You to use the money for paying security deposit and first month’s rental in any studio apartment residence you wanted located in Connecticut our home state. I recommended you start small with a studio.”

I said, “Studios are stupid.”

Ma with exasperation said “Start small Ronan. That’s how I built up my fortune to afford to live in a rental two-bedroom apartment with you alongside me. I aimed to downsize to a one-bedroom apartment once I weed out this excessive junk I’ve collected.”

Junk in Ma’s terms meant books cluttered all over the place from her being a bookaholic book collector. I even had books in bookcases in my room in the spare bedroom of her two-bedroom rental apartment. 

I moved out to live in a rental room in some boarding house located in the northwestern part of the state to go to a local community college focused on computer science. After I moved out Ma wound up downsizing literally. She sold most of her books to earn extra money to help me pay for my college education. I managed to gain computer certification within two years from age eighteen to twenty years old. 

Then gramma said God awful news soon afterwards “I’m dying from breast cancer that is overtaking me.”

I admit I was the last of five grandchildren to gain a college degree literally. The other four had managed to get their degrees and walked the stage to gramma’s cheer. Luckily for me gramma hung on as I attacked my college studies to get an ideal degree of English language and literature arts I could achieve in two years straight semesters in a back-to-back way. I gained that degree.

I admit one class focused on writing a fictional story for gaining the degree from that community college that was going away with those literature degrees focused in that area. Instead that community college was turning to medical science focused on both humans and animals. 

Anyway, I confess I had a wild imagination of talking tall tales towards whoever in the family. Like if there was thunderstorm going off with lights flickering, I would go off blaring about a god throwing a hissy fit with his thundering about his dream girl kidnapped and wanting her back in his hands. 

Ma had said “Your imagination is wild!”

I took that imagination thinking to form my wild tales for the writing class I took for gaining the degree. 

One student said in class “Remarkable read! This was so good that I’m still tickled with its never-ending exhilarating storytelling!”

I was flattered that student loved my tale of mythology involving a god’s hissy fit.

The professor had a good lesson that resonated with me “A writer should have the three D's when telling a story. Drive, discipline and desire. If one is missing, then your storytelling will be average. Most characters in a story are conceived from within.”

I had to agree with the professor to literally put down my remembered tall tales I spoke to Ma and whoever in the family in an entertaining way. 

I had realized since the degree was achieved, I could try being a writer of fictionalized works while typing my memories of my life.

Gramma said it to me her advice “I told my daughters this saying of follow your heart girl. It will never lie to you. You to follow the same advice for yourself too.”

I obeyed and realized that writing as a writer was more my thing than seeking a career in working an office job.
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Once I was settled in a one room studio down the street from Ma’s one-bedroom apartment I got to work on establishing my writing career.

I admit one thing “Traditional publisher’s house with deadlines and preorders are not my thing!”

I found I did not like to outline stories doing deadlines or do preorders with all that marketing.

“No way!” I spoke.

I went independent online a self-publishing website for authors hoping to do things their way. I admit I did my own graphic designing my covers using nature shots I took by cellphone downloaded to my laptop to use as a story’s cover. 

I found that avenue of being independent wasn’t enough to live comfortably on. So, I went to a woodworking shop located a few streets away from my apartment by driving my two-door yellow beetle car there. 

I meant to buy a pickup truck for my size but couldn’t for financial reasons. It was when I got to access the trust funds when I turned in that car for a pickup truck. 

At the time of buying a small used car the car dealer took one look at my credit and laughed rudely.

He said “All I can offer you is a used yellow beetle car that has milage from your lack of credentials. Besides I still want to make a sale anyway.”

Groaning I was forced to buy that car, a small vehicle I could barely fit in comfortably, but I could still drive it to where I needed to go. 

I did some computerized work that mentioned who the former owner of that vehicle was identified. Some woman named Taliana Silas was the first owner bought brand new from the dealership. Unknown why she gave up the car. The second owner was a person named Morgan Miles who gave up the car for me to become the third owner to use the vehicle. 

I say, “That’s interesting.”

I went to Momoka woodworking shop to ask the Japanese owner Taki Takumi to hire me to work. I had experience in woodworking since I took classes in schools including taking multiple shop classes at a home woodworking store. This made me partially obsessed with crafting other wooden designed items. 

Suchlike a lamp I still have as my apartment’s main room’s only light source since there’s no overhead ceiling lights in the main part of the apartment. Only the entrance hallway had a low ceiling with an overhead light. 

Momoka’s owner Master Takumi as he’s referred said “If you can prove yourself to make a chair designed like the others here, I’ll hire you.”

He showed me a wooden dining chair and gestured me to make a copy exactly like it.

I impressed Master Takumi when I said, “Not without your help.”

Asking for help was impressive for Master Takumi for his woodworkers to receive if they had a quandary involving doing an order. I knew I had impressed Master Takumi by making an exact copy of the chair in a strong way when the nails and glue dried, he sat into the seat that remained intact. 

Master Takumi said, “Good your hired.”

I’ve been there working part-time whenever Master Takumi needs workers to assist with customizing a dining table set. But Master Takumi primary worked alone doing most of the work himself. If he badly needed help, he would ring me or one of his workers to show up and assist.

That’s where I met Yukino Wenjing at Momoka the woodshop for a meeting with Master Takumi and her father Li Wenjing publicity known as white suit for his businessman suit clothes he habitually wears as his signature. Research said he owns and runs Bell Bank a mom-and-pop New York City’s citywide banking business located in NYC as the headquarters. 
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Yukino went into her story while we both were in the breakroom with my laptop on the table. I admit I don’t go anywhere without my laptop included in my backpack. I typed down her words as I listened onto my laptop. I was using third person for her point of view on her agreement to have that recorded.
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Yukino said to me recording this story “Father is of an Asian descendant by his family from growing up in Chinatown in New York City hence his Chinese name of Li Wenjing. But Japan influenced his Asian upbringing and beliefs from being a Japanese descendant. Hence, he gave me Japanese names of Yukino Yume.”
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Father said “Kon'nichiwa!” (Japanese for greeting) “Master Taki Takumi this is my daughter Yukino Yume.”

Father addressed her “Daughter mine this is Master Taki Takumi.”

Master Takumi bowed in greeting Japanese style. Yukino offered her hand to get Master Takumi shaking it in a joyful way.

Master Takumi said, “Greetings snow dream.”
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Yukino sighed of exasperation as said to me “I’m always annoyed whenever I meet a fellow Japanese national either American or a native that kept referring to me as snow dream after introductions are made.”

Yukino’s name Yuki meaning snow while Yume meant dream in Japanese’s kanji language terms. 

Yukino said explanation “I was born in a Connecticut hospital during a snowstorm in February on the twenty second hence my name being Yukino meaning snow.” 

Father had said to me “The surrogate birthing you vaginally was like a dream. No complications for her. Just her easy pushing you out and there you were in my arms as my daughter.”

“My second name of Yume came from the surrogate’s easy birthing me.” She spoke explanation.
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I further detail that I was at the woodworking shop at the time. Just doing cleanup detail for Master Takumi to resume doing his job of making furniture and selling it in a showroom at the front of the factory’s entrance. 
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Yukino said to Master Takumi “Pleased to meet you Master Takumi.”

Master Takumi addressed father, “You’re here for a commission. Hai? (Japanese for yes).”

Father shook his head and spoke in Japanese language instead of speaking in English.
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Yukino said to me “For years growing up as an American born speaking English father never let me learn to speak Japanese or any Asian languages. I’ve recognized certain untranslatable words father uses to know when he’s speaking in Japanese. Father just encouraged me to focus on the Americans’ main three languages. Suchlike Spanish which I’m fluent enough to be a translator. And this hand language of ASL which long words is American Sign Language that I have an interpreter’s certificate.”

I said “I’m only fluent in two languages besides English. Gaelic from my grandmother on my mother’s side’s ancestry history involving Ireland and Great Britain. Grandmother’s parents passed down the Gaelic language to her she primarily spoke to her daughters and grandchildren while speaking English publicity. But yes, I’m fluent in ASL since taking classes in high school that was maintained my entire time as a high schooler. I haven’t gotten the interpreter’s certification from refusals to sign the ASL way of certain words taken out. I’m more interested in signing exact English with all words included.”
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Yukino heard Master Takumi respond back in Japanese sounding questioning in a disapproval tone. Father responded back sounding firm like his mind was made up.

Master Takumi spoke in English to her surprise “Hairbrained idea but I’ll do it.”

Master Takumi gestured by finger “Wait a minute.”

Yukino saw him leave the showroom to enter the factory part of the woodworkers’ shop. 
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I provided the rest as told to Yukino while typing my words down onto the laptop in progress.

I was sweeping when Master Takumi with humph noise sounded practically scaring me. He was sort of a trickster sneaking up behind me doing a job to sound a noise, getting me shocked.

I blared “Fudge off!”
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I told Yukino “No kidding I said fudge not that swear word that rhymes with duck. I refused to say vulgarity that rhymes with it or duck. Nor record them into my journals for this laptop typing or my stories I think of with my imagination. I’m clean with my language, I admit that.” 

Yukino said “Your thinking is shared with father and me involving the use of those profane words. Father has been strongly insistence clean language being used as spoken to him by people he meets and whoever is in his employment. He frowns strongly towards whoever speaks those profanity words in his earshot.”
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Once Master Takumi got my attention he said, “Come there’s a fatherly sponsor playing matchmaker with you and his daughter.”

Groaning I said “Fudge off for this is ridiculous. I’m not interested.”

Master Takumi said firmly, “Just come with me.”

I sensed he had made up his mind in playing along with this guy matching his daughter with me. I was unsure of who was the idiot that was playing this game of pairing his daughter a sexy clad manhunter bimbo with me. 
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I spoke to Yukino “No offense.”

Yukino said “I know it. That thought of yours is common among Americans in father’s social circles in NYC.”

I said “One American thing involving those snobby rich people. The rich parents pairing their daughters off with men of their choosing to have marriages and perhaps kids afterwards.”

“Blech!” Yukino sounded disgusted.

I said, “Kids confuse me brainless. I don’t know what to do with them. So being a father isn’t ideal for me.”

Yukino said “My tubes are tied on father’s orders to prevent any conceiving of babies from happening whenever I do the to do with a guy.”

I said it bluntly “Hence you’re a man’s sex dream without anything of fatherhood happening.”

Yukino stuck a finger in her mouth in response out of disgust.
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Master Takumi got me into the showroom where I saw two Asians. One was a man I gauge almost tall as six feet but a bit of an inch or two shorter older from his baldness devoid of hair. He was wearing completely white suit with just a shocking red tie that looked out of place. He smirked and spoke something in Japanese I figured was the language.
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I said to Yukino “Master Takumi swore in Japanese in front of me whenever he was frustrated. I figured from his name that he’s speaking Japanese and going off saying phased comments.”
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I figured the Asian man said “Acceptable.”

And accompanied the man was a young Asian woman around my age being tall as six feet. I was bugged eyed to meet a woman sharing my height of six feet. 

Master Takumi handled the introductions saying “This is Mister White Suit my boss and sponsor of this business. The young lady who accompanied him is his daughter Yukino Wenjing. This is Ronan McCoy who works here as my assistant.”

White Suit said “Good. Mister McCoy escorted my daughter to some private place for a talk. I need to talk shop with Master Takumi in private here.”

That order was obeyed by me leading Yukino into the factory to the breakroom where my laptop was sitting on the table. Which we spoke our stories to each other while I typed what we said.
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I said to Yukino “Habitually I never met a woman that matched my height enough to date her like this matchmaking happening between us thrown together.”

Yukino said “Traditionally meeting someone sharing my height was rare located in Connecticut in a high school I took classes in.”

I asked “Were you expected to play basketball from your tall height? I had to play on the basketball team for my entire four years duration to my disgust. School spirit my seat.”

Yukino said “School threw me into basketball with expectations of me playing for the team. I wasn’t given a choice. Just thrown into playing. I agree with you school spirit is terrible.”

I said “Only sport I was interested in playing was soccer as known in the USA while worldwide called football. I played defense primarily, helping the goalkeeper keep out goals from being scored. I played the whole time at that high school for four years.”

Yukino said “Sports being physical with lots of movement wasn’t my interests. I preferred yoga to keep my flexibility of being bendable like a contortionist but not that bendy.” 

I asked “You can kick your foot high above your head with leg outstretched? I can do that limber move but don’t expect me to do karate. I don’t have the training in a dedicated way.”

Yukino said “I’m limber enough to do those kicking moves. But karate was what father who threw me into learning self-defense as an eighteen-year-old. After I passed the course, I put my foot down insisting I stop with the karate.”

I said, “I hate saying this, but your arms are looking like you’ve been exercising besides the healthy eating.”

Yukino for records was clad in a tank top turtleneck shirt showing her shapely muscled arms with her cardigan wrapped around her waist of her yoga pants.

“Gymnastics. I was recreational and not competitive. I still upheld doing the exercises.” Yukino said in answer.

I spoke “I primarily weightlift at the local Y’s exercise room. I do walk to the Y each time I’ve got to work out.”

Yukino asked “Your expertise with the laptop typing what we’re saying? You took schooling in that manner?”

I nodded and said “Local community college in this town. I gained a certification in computer science, hence my expertise with this laptop. Another degree was English language and literature arts before the college focused on medical sciences’ degrees. Means focused on writing stories both nonfiction and fiction. I primarily write fiction while journaling my thoughts occasionally. I put stories of various genres but not horror online a nationwide self-publisher website using the names of Ron Row. Ronan Rowan is my first and middle names.”

Yukino said “You can access the internet with that computer? Just to show me this interesting website you’re mentioning?”

Sighing of exasperation, I obeyed Yukino to show her the website including my published books in both electronic and paper forms posted online there.

“Wow wees.” Yukino said impressed.

I told her “My stories focused on mythological legends of my wild imagination as a child. Like a god throwing a thunderstorm hissy fit because his girlfriend has been kidnapped and wants her back. That type of stories involving a male god trying to charm his dream girl.”

Before I could react Yukino grabbed my goateed chin and landed her lips right on my lips. I was widened eyed from the electrical charge pleasure hit me with a jolt from our lips connected. I admit for records I was the one who swooned from the kiss. 
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