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Dedication from Symbolic Bonds:  Book 1  Copyright © 2016 by Dawn M Hyde

“First and foremost...I would like to thank Miss Janie for coming to my aid in my time of grief.  Without you...ALL of this would not have been possible.  Thank you for the inspiration!  I love you!  I miss you!  You’re welcome to visit me anytime!

I would like to thank my family for the patience and support as I filled these pages.  I looked to you all for support and even inspiration.  All the beautifully different personalities, our similar sick sense of humor, missed memories, and even aspects of what may be real life that needed to be righted.  At least on these pages...the story is how it should be.  Sort of!

I want to include a special thank you for the faith and hope that had been restored in me by my fabulous cousin whom I’ll refer to as “Contessa”.  A strong, regal name for an amazing mentor; thank you and Miss Janie for guiding me back to a road that made me so happy.

Thank you all as I leap out of my comfort zone and open up to the world!”
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Dedication from Our Cousin Trip Shorts  Copyright © 2020 by Dawn Marifield

To the Superhuman in us all,

Goal Setting is about,

Meeting no matter the fight,

Exceed your own expectations,

Repeat because we are just that good!

The world can watch us stumble

But we will never quit!

*****************************************************************
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Thank you to Melanie Brown of Bonsai Proofreading for all the help that brought me to this celebration and the opportunity for a wonderful look back at publishing the voices residing in my head.  This is definitely much better than papers stacked in boxes in my closet!

Funny...this journey all began with the inspiration of family and a story of a ship.  Years pass and we create our own story on a ship...well, a yacht but it rocked either way.  Ok, the first time we got magic through intriguing circumstances, ALTHOUGH...this round we made magic, in intriguing places simply being together!

An incredible beginning to my journey and I look forward to many miles more.  To my family...I thank you for the inspiration, your support, the love, holding my hand through all of the twists and turns of life (literally and in spirit from miles away), and for being MY family.  I wouldn’t have the drive or so much material without you!

Copyright © 2021 by Dawn Marifield
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Chapter 1:  Bridge (Marie)
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I walk back into to gym, sniffling and wiping my eyes, after watching my dad and the Uncles leave for home in Uncle Johnny’s truck.  Bella and Allison notice my mood immediately as I walk in. 

Together Bella and Allison had already cleaned up the mess from my little power surge.  I really need to figure that out and try to work on it.  Once everything was back in the supply closet, the girls walked over to me exchanging concerned glances.  Allison offers me a hug with Bella in step behind her.  

We three girls were immersed in a silent group hug until Bella asks in a soft whisper, “What happened?”

“Nothing really...I asked about training for now and they said we are all to figure that out until they have more information for us.  I guess we’re to come to some agreement and put it to work ourselves.” I’m still wiping my eyes as I answer.

“What does that mean?”  Allison eyes me curiously.  “All of whom?”

“They said ‘Cousins’.  I assume that means our generation.  I would like to include Gizelle and Kate.  Kathy’s oldest just finished training and is prepping for college, so that leaves the girls as oldest in training for now.  I think they could add beneficial input from the kid’s perspective.”  Looking between Bella and Allison, “I guess we have to make some calls tomorrow and discuss this with everyone.  The Uncles are leaving it all to us.  Any idea where to start?”

Bella, in a flash, has her phone out.  “I’m texting everyone.  Since we’re all spread out during the day, we can set up a time to meet and have coffee or something.  It’ll be Sunday so should be easy to come up with a time.”

“Do we bring our kids or are you just texting our Cousins?”  Allison asks arms folded in front of her seeming unsure about what to do or what to expect.

“Yeah...we’ll do like a ‘head of household’ style meeting, with our generation of cousins there.  I’ll catch Kate up when I get home that just leaves....”  

I cut Bella off by finishing her thought, “Gizelle just texted back.  She’s in!  Just have Kate give her the ‘deets’ tomorrow.”  We all share a small giggle at that.  

“Awesome!”  Bella states while feverishly texting away, answering all the responses to her mass text.  “Ok looks like everyone is leaning towards noonish.”  She looks to us questioningly.  Allison and I exchange nods in agreement.  “Ok great.  Where do we meet then?”  Bella stopped texting to await our answer.

“If we’re bringing Gizelle...I suggest we meet at the coffee shop.  I never erased that video.”  I mutter as I turn to grab my stuff from the table and let Brian and Jarrett fill the boys in on what’s going on via text.

Bella lunged from her chair, practically chasing me as I stroll only steps away.  “Oh...I have to see that again.”

Allison joins her, tugging at my arm as if I were really going to walk out just then. “Paul never got to see that.”  She smiles, giddily shrugging her shoulders.

Brian raises his hand like a child in class, “Me neither...not fair!”

So, I retake my chair at the table while everyone forms a semi-circle behind me.  I hit play and you couldn’t even hear Gizelle screaming anymore over the sounds of our laughter.  

When the video finishes, Paul looks over to Brian and Jarrett, “And they say we boys are the mean ones.  This could very well have been the end to Gizelle.”  Biting back a laugh, he wags a finger at us girls.  “You would feel absolutely awful if embarrassment killed your little cousin.”

Without skipping a beat, we ladies exchange shrugs and scoffs.  “The girl ain’t gonna die from that.”  I sigh.

Brian pipes up, “You missed what my brother and I used to do to each other growing up.  They didn’t have cell phone cameras then, but I have lots of stories of messing with him.  Especially...when it came to embarrassing him in front of a girl!”  

Jarrett steps behind Bella wrapping his arms around her, and kisses the top of her head gently, “Nah man...Our girls are ruthless!  If embarrassment could get to ‘death level’...they’ll find the line to teeter on.”

We share a laugh and decide to gather up our belongings to go home for the night.  All signs of the events of today and this evening completely erased.  That is except for the random chain now hanging from the ceiling.  All we needed was to lock up and go.

Bella pulls out her keys and locks the gym door behind us.  The guys wanted to do a quick perimeter check around the gym to make sure all doors and windows were locked.  I can’t shake the feeling that we’re still forgetting something.  Or maybe it’s someone.  It hits me like a brick to the face...(gasp)...Emma!

“Hey Al...no one ever let Emma present her journal today.  I can’t believe we completely ignored her.”  I feel awful, especially when Allison had mentioned Emma having strange dreams after I gave her that crystal, and all that journaling about it.  It’s worse that Emma isn’t talking about it either.  That’s a lot of weight on her poor little shoulders.  Believe me I understand.

“Oh...that’s right.  She asked about that when we left Miss Janie’s today.  Let me run to the car.  She wanted me to make sure to give her notebook to you, so you can look it over.  She also sent the crystal back with it.  I have all that in the car...it was like I knew I would see you tonight.”  Allison giggles.  “Intuition must be contagious around here.

I laugh out, tossing my head back,  “Must be!”

[image: image]

Brian and I walk into the house.  He runs up to check on our son and make sure he’s in bed.  I walk into the kitchen setting the notebook and crystal from Emma on the counter.  

I forgot I still had Miss Janie’s hat box with the diaries.  I wonder if I should bother to read any of those yet.  I have her letter with the clues in it, but she mentioned a clue being left in her diary.  I guess I’ll have to eventually look if we plan on searching for the chest.  I definitely don’t feel like it tonight though.  

Placing the crystal on top of the hat box, I grab Emma’s notebook, and take it to the living room with me.  Brian greets me from the bottom of the stairs on his way back down.  “Whatcha got there, babe?”  He smiles heading straight for his favorite spot on the couch.  

I flop down into my chair, “Emma’s notebook.  After I had that vision from that ring the other day, I figure I better check what it was I gave her.  Ally mentioned something about weird dreams, but she didn’t suggest anything was too bad.  At least Emma seemed fine.”

“Mind if I read over your shoulder?”  He asks while flipping through the guide on the TV.  “There’s not much on anyway.”  He sets the remote down on the cushion next to him and begins positioning himself on the couch so he can read with me.

“Actually, that might help.”  I smile at him turning in my chair, so my back is to him and the couch.  I raise the notebook up so he can see it as well.  Just as I get settled in, I feel his hand on my shoulder, tickle-scratching my neck and shoulder as we both begin reading.
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I’m interested to see what this rock, crystal, whatever it is has to hold for me.  I have gotten feelings from objects before, but I never told anyone.  I’ve had dreams for a long time too that I’ve never been able to explain to anyone.  I remember waking up a few times screaming from a nightmare, and I never told my mom about it when she would come in to comfort me.  I just told her I was scared and couldn’t remember.  That was enough for her.  Mom is never pushy; she’d just sit with me rubbing my face until I would fall asleep again.

I’m not quite sure what Bridge wanted me to do with this.  I know she wanted to test me for possible abilities I may have, and she gave me few instructions with her theory.  I wonder if she knows I’m capable of seeing things.  I doubt it...since I never shared any of this, not even with my sister.  Except for that time I told my sister I didn’t want to meet our friends at the park.  Thankfully, she stayed home without forcing me to explain.  That’s the day a car came out of gear and rolled straight through the park injuring some kids.

Ava has known for a while she had abilities.  She can read different languages, not just the runes we were shown from the journals, but many languages.  It’s weird; she can see something online in any language and she instantly knows what it means.  She’s a bit of a showoff about it too.  She’s so confident in ways I could never be.  I guess that makes me jealous, but I feel more envious of her than anything.  Ava is always so sure of herself; she knows how to express what she wants and how to get it.  She has a lot of the same characteristics as Bridge.  

When we were little, we both agreed we’d grow up and be just like Bridge.  I guess Ava just beat me to it.  I don’t know if I’ll ever have their strength...or courage.  Maybe that’s what Bridge was trying to teach me.  Maybe she wants me to grow more confident and expressive.  I’ve heard a lot of talk from family about how Bridge was so powerful, they had to keep her under control because some of the relatives were scared of what she would be at full strength.  I don’t know why anyone would be scared; she’s always seemed fine to me.

That’s how I’ll approach this then.  I think I will sit and hold this crystal for a while.  Maybe I can come up with something to be able to tell Bridge.  I’m scared a little about this experiment.  I have no idea what I’m doing with this ability as I know it.  I’ve never been able to control the dreams or the flashes I see occasionally, like before something happens or when I touch something with a tale. I guess I’ll find out.

[image: image]

“Wow...she sounds like a pretty brave little girl.  Smart and way above her age.”  Brian says from behind me bringing me out of my contemplating.  I turn back to him with tears in my eyes.  He wipes my cheek softly, such concern on his face, “What’s wrong?”

“What did I do to that poor little girl?”  I have my hand over my mouth containing a gasp.  “If I had known any of this, I would have put more thought into what I was doing.  Oh my God Brian...what did I do?”  I drop the notebook and turn to him for a much-needed hug.

Brian pulled me over the arm of the couch to sit in his lap.  He just quietly held me while I cried on his shoulder.  I’m not even sure why I’m having a total break down right now, but the flood gates have opened and it’s pouring all over Brian’s shoulder.  

I could identify so much with her words, having spent so many years essentially in hiding myself.  I can’t believe they looked up to me that much, especially knowing how much of a mess I truly have been inside for all these years.  I know how that feels to not understand what’s happening to you and having no one to confide in.  Well...I did have Miss Janie, but there were even things I kept from her and apparently vice versa.  Not knowing how to control your own power when it’s trying to squeeze by all your own attempts to contain it.  So much energy there feeling like the dam could burst at any second and not knowing what to expect when it does.  

I had been crying for some time, when I suddenly feel Brian’s one arm under my legs, and his other around my back.  I look up asking as he stands, cradling me in his arms.  “What’s wrong?”

He smiles at me, “Nothing sweetheart.  I’m just going to take you up to bed.”

“Ok,” I meekly reply, still sobbing on his shoulder.  I turn as we head for the stairs and see Emma’s notebook on the chair.

Brian reading my mind again, “That’ll be there waiting for you tomorrow.”

I turn, surprised to see him smiling at me.  “Let’s just head to bed and worry about it tomorrow.  Emma’s obviously fine or Allison would have said otherwise.  You did nothing wrong baby.  But I see no harm in relieving your mind with a good cry.  So long as I get to hold you while you do it.”

I smile back through tears, “Deal!”

Brian carries me with him from room to room turning off lights before we head upstairs.  He tucks me into bed and then wraps me in his arms.  I figured I’d be all cried out once we got to our room, but I guess not.  That’s when another round of sobs hit me full force.  Brian just held me, not saying a word.  Soon I had cried myself to sleep in his arms.  
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Chapter 2:  Gizelle
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We got back from the family barbecue early enough for me to sit staring at my phone eagerly awaiting the call from Kyle.  Not much seemed settled today, but I’m not too worried about it, they’ll figure it out.  I need to focus on how I’m going to be able to finally talk to the object of my obsession.  That is if he calls at all.  

Maybe he was just being nice to Bridge when they did the number exchange.  He could have been making conversation and maybe she misunderstood.  He probably hasn’t ever looked at me like that.  My mind continues running full speed and thinking of nothing but reasons why Kyle will never call.  Then suddenly my phone rings.  I pick it up slowly looking at the screen...It’s him!  It’s him!

I try to be nonchalant when I answer, but it just comes out sounding panicked and I excitedly half scream “Hello!” into the phone.  I’m a dork!  GAW!

“Hello.  Is this Gizelle?”  His tone sounds like he’s actually smiling.

“Yes, it is...This must be Kyle.”  I answer back trying to reflect his calmness.

“Yes ma’am.  Oh wait...You girls have a thing about that don’t you?  I mean, yes this is Kyle.”  He quickly corrects himself playfully.

I can’t help but laugh, “Some of my cousins do have a thing about that, but it’s fine if you want to call me that.  It makes me feel older.”

He lets out a hardy chuckle.  “I’ll remember that.”

Our conversation goes on for just a few more minutes.  We kept things light, casual, and I was almost comfortable.  Except for my inner voice ‘dorking’ out right now.  I tried so hard not to let that come through in my tone and...I may have pulled it off!
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I can’t believe he asked me out!  “AHHHHH!”  My random scream brought my mother out of the kitchen.

“What happened?”  Her eyes scanning, frantically searching for some injured person to be lying there staining her new carpet in the throes of near death.

Instead, I’m dancing around and singing to myself.  “Nothing!”  I smile while performing my ‘happy dance’.

“Oh, so he finally called huh?”  She raises her eyebrows excitedly smiling back at me.

I stop mid-dance, “Who?”

“Kyle.”  She replies tossing her dish towel over her shoulder.

“How did you...”  I’m so going to choke Bridge.

She extends and waves her hands in a ‘calm down’ gesture.  “Marie told me when she let me know you had been late for school the other day.”

“She what?!”  I raise my voice prompting my mom to glance down the hallway to her bedroom off the living room, while silently shushing me.

“Your dad’s napping.  You need to relax too, little Miss.  I am excited for you.”  She takes my hand leading me to sit with her on the couch.  

“You’re...huh?”  I look at her confused.  She just pulled a Bridge flip on me.  I thought for sure my parents would freak when guys started calling.

My dad tried to set up a ‘no dating until your 18’ rule and mom squashed that immediately.  She reminded him I needed to live a little and there would be no harm in allowing me to date in high school, at least.

We sit and she pats the back of my hand, “So, tell me about Kyle.”  She draws his name out and gives her ‘girl talk’ face.  Excited to hear but silently rolling her eyes.

“Well...he’s a senior.  He just turned 18 years old.  He has a job at the coffee shop in the mornings before school and on weekends.  He said that pays for his car and stuff.”

“So far he’s sounding good.  I’ve seen him at the coffee house when I’ve gone there with the girls.  He’s a bit of a charmer too.”  She giggles girlishly behind her hand.

I get so excited.  “I know, right?”  We grab hands and giggle together.

Mom’s demeanor became somewhat serious.  “He knows you’re barely 16 yourself...right?”  She stops to look at me like she was implying the whole ‘you know what’s on their minds’.  But she never accused or said that directly.

“Yes, he knows.  He knows I’ve still got two years of school left.  I guess I’ll find out more about him on our date.  If that’s ok?”  I clasp my hands between us pleading.

“I don’t see any issues so far.  Thank you for asking permission by the way.  I guess it would depend on what your plans are.”  She looks at me awaiting an answer.

I look down at my cell phone still in my hand and shrug.  “That’s what we were going to figure out when I call him back.”

“He wants you to call back?”  She looks as if she doesn’t understand me.

“Well yeah.  He told me to ask you guys, my parental units, if I could go to the movies Friday night...maybe coffee.  He wanted to make sure you both were cool with it before we set up too many plans.”

My mom places the back of her hand against her forehead like she was swooning.  “I’m falling in love already!”

“Stop...”  I playfully swat at her laughing.  “I’m serious.  So, is it ok if I go?  I don’t want to leave him hanging.”  I hold up my cell phone and give it a wiggle.

“If it’s just a movie, I don’t see why not.”  She replies.

“Just movies?”  I had to question.

“Well...I mean movies, dinner, anything like that.  You’d be in a public place either way, so I don’t see a need for concern.”

“What do you think dad will say?”  I look down disappointed, waiting for my whole date plan to be shot down in an instant.

“He’ll be fine.”  She rubs the back of my hand.  “He may not trust all boys, especially when it comes to his only daughter.  But he does trust me.  So, if I let you go...he’ll get through it.  Promise!”  She pats my hand.

I lean over and give her the biggest hug I’ve given her in a long time.  “Oh...” she almost seemed startled at first.  Then she wraps her arms around me, “What’s this for?”

“For trusting me and letting me go.”  I sigh contently in her arms.

Mom puts her hand under my chin and directs me right to her eyes.  “You haven’t given me reason not to.”  She smiles and returns to hugging me close.

We part and she gets up from the couch to head back to the kitchen.  Turning briefly, she points at the phone in my hand to remind me.  “Better not leave Kyle hanging.”

“Thank you, mom.”  I smile at her biting my lip.

“No problem, sweetie.  Just let me know what your final plans are and times.  I assume he’ll be picking up and dropping off since he has a car?”  

“Absolutely!”  I stop her just as I was going through my phone contacts to return Kyle’s call.  “Wait...I’ve got a question for you that you probably never thought I’d ask.”

“Shoot!”  She looks at me curiously.

“What’s my curfew?  Kyle asked and I didn’t know what to tell him.”

“Oh...” she looks down thoughtfully.  I’ve never had a curfew before.  But I have always been out with family, so I guess I never really needed one.  “Well, we know where he works.  I’m sure someone knows his family.”  She looks as if she’s trying to cover all the bases in case my dad had an issue.  “I guess...as long as you have all your homework done before you leave...how about we say 11 or 11:30 pm?”  She looks at me as if she’s asking me for approval.

“Works for me!”  I reply quickly.

She adds, “We’ll try this curfew and can extend it later...so long as you promise to behave yourself.”

“Of course, I will, mom.”  I look at her surprised and not exactly sure what she’s implying.

“No, I’m serious.  I can’t keep going to bat with your dad on this if you mess up even once.  He’ll be waiting to find any excuse to point out that he was right all along.  Then kiss everything goodbye until you’re 18.”

“I gotcha!”  I return her sly smile.  

She turns towards the kitchen again.  

“Hey, mom?”

“Yes.”  She stops in the kitchen entry.

“I love you and thank you.”

“I love you, baby!  Now get that young man on the phone.”  She makes a shooing motion with her dishtowel.

“I will.”  My cheesy smile grows wide.  
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Quickly calling Kyle back, we set up plans to see a movie Friday and see how that goes.  

“So, do I get to come in and meet your parents?  You know like an official first date?”  He asks and his tone suggests he’s smiling on the other end.  

“I don’t think my dad would allow it any other way.”  I reply.  Then I realize what he just said.  An official FIRST date...AHHHHHH!

“I mean, I know I’ve met your family at the coffee shop before.  But me serving them at my job is probably quite different than showing up to steal his daughter away for the evening.”

I had to laugh at that.  “Yeah...I guess that could be different for him.”  Then I get this picture in my head of my dad the last time he went to the coffee shop with me.  He seemed really nice when talking with Kyle; however, this same man is entering his house to date his daughter.  Dad’s going to be like a shark circling after smelling blood in the water.

“I’m sure everything will be fine.  Your dad, heck your whole family, has always been great to us.  Best customers we’ve ever had.”

“Yeah, well you haven’t seen Mein Fuhrer in his natural habitat.”  We both chuckle at that.

“Oh...I’m sure he’s not that bad.  But I get it.  He’s a dad and I am of legal age where you aren’t yet.  So, I can imagine he would be concerned.  There are a lot of serious things to worry about when your kids begin dating.  Especially with the age difference though slight.”  

“You are so incredibly understanding.  I swear if my mom could hear you right now...she’d probably try to date you herself.”  I state.

He erupts into laughter.  “I’ll take that as a compliment.  Thank you!”  

“I should probably get back to my homework.  I have a huge paper due next week and I want to get that off my plate before Friday.”  I didn’t want to get off the phone, but I knew I had to keep up at least the homework end of my deal with my mom.

“Yeah...uh...I’ve got a ton of stuff to do too.  It’s getting close to graduation so they’re trying to squeeze as much productivity out of us as they can.”  He replies.

“I’m sorry to hear that.  Well, I guess I’ll at least see you Friday.”  I feel slightly bad from keeping him from his work.  

“In the meantime, we still have mornings at the coffee shop.”  He suggests.

“I probably will need some coffee this week.”  I giggle coyly.  

“Good!”  He sounded excited.  “I’ll see you then.”

“Sounds good.  See you soon!”  We end our call and I’m back to happy dancing.
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Chapter 3  Bella
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Sunday morning rolled around all too soon.  I slept in till about 9 am and then decided I needed to make my coffee if I was going to make it to meet everyone in a couple hours.  I notice Jarrett isn’t in bed and I can’t hear the shower running.  Hum!  I think to myself before heading downstairs.  

Just as I shut my bedroom door, I could smell the aroma of coffee and breakfast that’s hopefully awaiting me downstairs.  I float down each step as if the aroma cloud is carrying me to my destination.

“There she is!”  Jarrett looks up from his plate at the table where he’s seated with our daughter, Kate.  “Have a seat, hun’, I’ll get you some coffee.”  

I wave at him, “No, babe...I got it.”  As I walk to select my favorite mug out of the cupboard, before filling it to the brim with my daily dose of caffeinated goodness.

I join my family at the table and see Jarrett had set all the breakfast items on serving dishes.  So, I grabbed a plate and started filling it with the yummy foods he lovingly prepared for us.  Taking my seat at the table, I couldn’t help smiling.  I am so content and happy; I love mornings like this!

Jarrett finishing a bite of bacon looks at me, “So, what’s the plan for today?”

“I’m taking Kate with me to the coffee place around noon to meet with my cousins.  Marie thought Gizelle and our little Kate here could be the voice for the generation currently training.”

“She’s got a valid point.  They should have a voice or representatives at least since most of this will be affecting their future as well as the little ones to follow.”  Jarrett winks at Kate then takes a sip of his coffee.

“The Uncles told Marie that it’s up to all of us to decide what to do with the training program.  So far, from talking to Allison, Marie, and my sister Beth, it seems everyone has been brainstorming and getting ideas together.  It would appear everyone is excited and on board with this at least.”  I add.

“Well, that’s great!”  Jarrett looks to me smiling.  “I’m excited to see what’s in store for all of us.  That is assuming we spouses still get to participate.”  He looks to me with a sideways glance waiting for a response.

“As far as I know, all the boys will be continuing on as usual.  But Marie mentioned something about those runes she read and possibly making us able to train everyone; like Ben’s wife and the other girls that have been by default left out because they had no powers.”

“Oh, that would be so fun!”  Kate said, rubbing her hands together excitedly.  “It will be like discovering our own powers all over again.”

I point my fork at her, “Or discovering all new powers.”

“I didn’t think of that!”  She adds still rubbing her hands together like a scientific mastermind.  

Sipping my coffee, I clear the food out of my throat to address Kate.  “Oh, and it was requested to let Gizelle know the ‘deets’ and she can head over with us.”

Kate snorts, “Deets?  Nice, mom!”

“What!  I’m just repeating what I was told.”  I reply picking at my plate for my next bite.

“I’ll text her when I finish my breakfast and head up to the shower after to get ready.”  She looks to me for approval.

“Sounds like a plan!”  I tip my coffee cup in a cheers motion and clink against her orange juice cup.

We finish our breakfast and Jarrett quickly helps me clean up while Kate heads to her room to talk to Gizelle and get ready.

Jarrett is loading the dishwasher and looks to me, “So, how do you think today’s going to turn out?”  He speaks softly so Kate can’t hear.

“I’m sure everything’s going to go just fine.  We all work well together, maybe that’s the training or something ingrained in us.  Mutual respect and lots of love.  It’s easier to reach a compromise with any one of my cousins than it is with the Uncles.”  I reassure him.  I wonder if he’s that worried because he’s not going with us or if he’s worried because of the way the Uncles acted yesterday.

“The fellas seemed fine when they met us at the gym last night.  At least they acted that way.  Uncle Jimmy, sorry I mean your dad, seemed like he had trouble agreeing to let Marie be Miss Janie’s mouthpiece.  That’s probably because they’re all so used to taking care of all you kids, and they don’t want her to worry.”

“That’s fear.  We just learned all this information, no one’s had any time to digest anything, and the Uncles have never been comfortable with change; even when they know it’s coming.  If they can’t control some piece of it...then it’s not good.”  I reply bluntly.

Jarrett laughs, “I think that’s natural feelings for many people.  Especially when it’s fathers protecting their families as they have for longer than many of us have been alive.”

“That’s probably it right there.”  I lean in and kiss his wonderful lips.  “Well...I guess I should probably start getting ready myself.  See what we get settled and hopefully still can have time left to relax before the week starts again.”

“I couldn’t agree more!”  He leans in kissing me.  Then he swats me on the tush lightly.  “Better not keep them waiting.”  He grins.

“Yeah, like it would hurt them.”  I scoff and set my cup down before going back upstairs to get ready.
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Uncle Lucas drops Gizelle at our house right after church.  He doesn’t stay due to an important appointment he has with his brothers.  I guess they’re really making an effort to go through all that stuff we dumped on them yesterday.  Actually, with them, who knows what they have planned to get into.

Gizelle goes straight up to Kate’s room to change out of her dressier church clothes into something more relaxed and fitting for the coffee shop on a Sunday with the family.  I can hear them giggling and talking excitedly.  Then the door opens, and they exit downstairs in complete silence.  No, that’s not suspicious at all.

“It’s time to go, girls.”  I call out from the kitchen fetching my purse and keys.

They meet me in the foyer, and we head for the door.

“We’ll be back soon, Jarrett.  I love you!”  I holler not exactly sure where he is.  He pokes his head out from the living room, where I can hear the sounds of some sports game on TV.

“Ok.  You girls have fun.”  He smiles at Gizelle as if he’s waiting for a last-minute freak out when she finds out where we’re meeting.

That is weird.  I’m sure Kate filled her in on what our plans were and she’s not throwing a fit.  Note to self...ask questions when we get there.  

Maybe Kate left that detail out so we can all exchange another Gizelle video.  That would be funny!  I find teen dramatics fascinating...probably because we never got away with that when we were teenagers.
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We pull up to the coffee shop and thankfully, it appears everyone else also carpooled.  If we brought individual cars, the lot would be completely blocked for other customers.  I notice our usual girl’s night booth in the corner filled with relatives already.  

I see Kyle standing at the table, talking and laughing with everyone.  Still...not one word out of Gizelle.  

Maybe she’s trying to contain herself, so we don’t video her again and make her crush a family joke.  Well, when I look at it that way...we’re kinda jerks.  

But it’ll make her as strong as the rest of us one day.  Even though the constant teasing amongst us can sometimes be hurtful, that is far from the true intentions of the family.  We just like to laugh and joke together, even if it’s at our own expense.

I notice Gizelle and Kate exchanging similar smirks and glances as they’re exiting the car.  Wait...my ‘mom senses’ are tingling!  Something’s going on...and they didn’t include me.  Little turds!

We walk inside; I hold the door so Kate and Gizelle can enter ahead of me.  Kyle walks by writing on his order pad, quickly exchanging a smile with Gizelle.  “Afternoon, ladies.”  He greets and continues walking towards the counter and kitchen area.  What the hell was that?  

Kate looks back at Gizelle with a smile, quickly noticing me glaring at her from the back of the line, since I’m trying to decipher their little code here.  My daughter quickly turns back, greeting everyone at the booth.  Tables and chairs had already been arranged to accommodate our little meeting, so we easily slid in next to everyone.  

Marie and Beth sitting pinned in the center of the booth.  If anyone could help her speak to everyone, it’ll be Beth.  I wonder how this whole thing is going to work.  Last night we were told she was to speak and make decisions as everyone would have looked to Miss Janie.  I guess we’ll find out soon enough how that will go.
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Chapter 4:  Bridge (Marie)
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My palms are already sweating as my eyes travel from face to face.  I feel Beth pat my knee almost signaling that everyone is here now so I can begin.  So, I guess I’m the spokesperson now.  Well, in some ways I’ve had to learn to be one, but for some reason today it seems like an overwhelming responsibility.

Kyle comes back with a huge tray of coffees, espressos, and two strawberry banana smoothies.  I look up ‘thanking him’ for getting all those out to us.  “Not a problem, Marie.”  He looks me in the eyes smiling.  “Always gonna take care of our best customers.”

I see Gizelle lean in and whisper something to Kate, making Kate’s grin grow.  As Kyle turns to walk away, he exchanges a little wave with Gizelle.  Huh...wonder what that’s about?  Oh...I completely forgot he was supposed to call her yesterday.  I guess we’ll take care of business first then we’ll exchange gossip later.  I’d really much rather do those things in the opposite order.

“Ok, so...we’re supposed to be designing the new training program or something.”  God, could I have sounded more insecure.  “I’m open to suggestions if anyone wants to speak.”  There, that’s sounding more like a leader.  When in doubt...delegate!

Beth smiles at me out of the corner of her eye approvingly.

Our cousin Ben is the first to speak.  “I had a few ideas about keeping the boys training pretty much the same.  However, I’d like to hear the suggestions you mentioned about everyone working together and that rune thing you brought up yesterday.”  He leans over blowing on his coffee before taking a sip.  

“That’s a good start.”  I reply smiling at Ben.  “The journal that I read implied that these symbols can be put together and actually create or I should rather say they carry some magical powers.  We simply have to figure out how?”

Cousin Kathy, Ben’s sister, also Uncle Lucas’ kid, then asks, “So, would the girls be learning to use these runes or everyone?  Because that could open a huge door for my sister-in-law and the whole family if we can train with powers, especially together.  Actually, sounds fun.”  She giggles into her espresso taking a small sip.  

“That’s exactly what we had discussed last night.  Well Marie, Allison, and I.  I mentioned it to Beth later.”  Bella added enthusiastically.  “Don’t worry we were saving the details to hammer out together today.  We were just spit balling ideas together.”

Cousin William, Uncle David’s son, speaks up from the crowd, “My wife would love to be able to participate in what we do.  She asked a long time ago if she could participate in training with the boys, if anything for just self-defense skills.  We were afraid to ask because the Uncles had always been so adamant about sticking with tradition.”

His brother Walter includes, “You mean the tradition of the boys getting to play while the wives get stuck at home.”

“I don’t think that’s what they meant by tradition at all.”  Kathy and Beth speak at the same time then giggle.  Kathy nods to Beth to finish their thought.

“If we’re going to speak of the tradition, we shouldn’t sound resentful Walter.  With all of us girls, our dads are not chauvinists, believe me.  We were raised to be just as tough as you all are.  But traditionally, yes, the wives that marry into the family are given the duty to protect the children while we do whatever it is we do.  But that was before we knew we could possibly arm them with some sort of gift or ability.”

“That’s a big if.”  Walter adds.  “We aren’t even one-hundred percent sure these rune things really work that way.  What are the testing plans?”

Sensing some negative feeling emerging in the group, I decide I need to interject.  “According to what I read in the journals and performing independent research, everything points to there being something to this power thing accompanying the runes as well as using objects found in nature.  Not like witchcraft in stories, but we do have extraordinary natural abilities of a great understanding of nature, chemistry, math, and all that.  A little more research and we should find something to work with that makes sense.”

I hear a few grunts and see more nods of approval.  Beth looks at me with a proud smile.  “Well, what would you suggest, Miss Marie?”

Bella swirling her straw around in her mocha, “I like the sound of that...Miss Marie.”  She looks at me and raises her eyebrow at me causing me to smile.  “Maybe that’s what your new training name will be?”

Gizelle looks up, “Training name...you mean we don’t call you Bridge anymore?”

Everyone fell silent.  I know my older cousins thought that nickname had been left in my childhood, like the story behind the nickname, but for some reason it resurfaced when Miss Janie had me training their children.  Something about it created a boundary of respect between me and the others I was training, because we were so close in age.  I had to be differentiated and clear as an authority figure, because of my position in the family, my power, and some experience.  Sometimes it was just easier to go along with the family’s wishes than argue.  I learned to choose my battles wisely very early in life and a nickname between us was nothing.  

I smile at everyone around the table catching the excited looks on Bella and Allison’s faces especially.  “You know, Gizelle...”  I lean across the table as if I was planning to whisper to her.  “I never really liked that nickname anyway.  So, how about we let old Bridge retire and from here on out...I’m Marie...just Marie.”  

Out of nowhere cheers erupt and Beth is squeezing me so hard I can’t breathe.  She releases me and takes her seat with tears in her eyes, and I have no clue what is going on.  Totally not the reaction I was expecting AT ALL!

“I take it no one else liked it either?”  I give a half-hearted laugh unsure what to expect as an answer.

Cousin Peggy, the eldest cousin in my generation, answers me with a worried and very sincere look on her face.  “That was another thing they STUCK you with.  By they I mean, Miss Janie and the Uncles.  Baby girl you were always treated very different from the rest of us.  You were stuck with these powers they’d never let you fully learn about.  They argued over the best way to train you, with control and secrecy being the guiding rule. Then they stuck you with a huge position of responsibility, even renaming you when you were never guided to properly fill their expectations.”

Beth, holding her drink, points her finger to Peggy, “Remember we used to try to tell them, but they wouldn’t listen.”

Peggy looks to her sister Patty, Uncle Johnny’s daughters, both nodding and pointing back to Beth in acknowledgment.  Almost like they were silently saying ‘see it wasn’t just us they don’t listen to’.

Allison looks at her brother Edward, Uncle Matthew’s children.  “Well, I for one am ready for any change.”  

Beth and Bella’s sister Bobbi, all daughters of Uncle Jimmy, was the first to lead with a “Hear...Hear...!”  Everyone raising our coffees and then creating a riot of laughter exploding through the little coffee shop.  

“All right, I guess I’ll call this meeting back to order.”  I tease.  Everyone was suddenly very attentively listening.  “Ok...I guess we should keep or at least set some schedule and we can start meeting together in the gym.  Maybe we’ll begin slowly integrating what we each know.  For example, one weekend the girls work with the boys and powers, and the next weekend the boys will train us.”

Ben speaks up, “Then what?”  Walter, William, and Edward listen in carefully for my answer.

“We still have to see what information the Uncles can dig up.  We need some way to test these runes out before we even let the kids work with them.  From what I’ve read, if they’re not done right, they can have negative effects.  So those need to be thoroughly examined.  Hopefully, the research phase will be complete by the time we have integrated training.  That’s when we’ll start adding the new stuff.  We’ve still got catching up to do on both sides.”

Everyone sits quietly pondering what I said.  I can hear everyone sipping their drinks while I agonize in silence, not knowing what this means.  Do they agree or does this silence mean something totally different?  

Kathy and Ben share a look then Kathy turns to address everyone.  “We are on board with that.”  Ben nodding as she speaks.  “How will we divvy up the work?  Aside from girls versus boys.”

“I guess we can do what we do now.  The boys can show us what they practice, however they agree or by their particular specialty.  We girls will have to split things up by specialties as always.  That may be a little harder to hammer out, since our specialties can be so different; we may end up dedicating a session at a time to one specialty until we get it all covered.”  I suggest.

William and Walter both ask, “When do we start?”

We all share another laugh.  

I get an idea. “I think first we’ll start with catching up on everyone getting into shape to be able to train together.  So, no will get hurt and gives a more even playing field.  The boys should head that up since they train more physically than us girls.  We do train to be stronger sure...but for the most part, it’s to keep us healthy and strong to use our powers without wiping us out...we don’t train much for physical combat.”

I am so relieved to see my cousins nodding in agreement.  That encourages me to continue.  “That should cover about a month or two.  That gives me enough time to study up on those runes.  Get some input from you all on how we should use them or if we





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1versary

=
<
<
s

o f
o
=
—

2
&)
o
&
23






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image011.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





