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Henry The Berserker (Terra Victoria, #3)

Henry Huntington Junior was a First One as accepted name for humans with the First Ones for more than one human. He was a student at the private high school he went to in Capital City. Capital City was the government capital city of the continent island nation of Amazonia as named that was in the southern hemisphere of the planet Terra Victoria below the equator. Capital City was heavily focused on technology and urban cities living of metallic buildings surrounded by nature that kept his father busy. His father, a First One was named Henry Huntington Senior, and his mother also a First One was named Nadya Dore with last name of Huntington added. They both had him later in life. His father was forty years old, and his mother was thirty-eight when he was born. Henry calculated their ages when she gave birth to him from celebrating their birthdays with their ages known. 

Henry couldn’t get an answer from his parents to his question “Why did you have me later in life?”

Only vague answer was stated “Something was missing.”

Henry found he was antisocial and unwilling to socialize with the students in after-school activities once school let out. He started being isolated in his room after school and in his first two terms as a freshman at high school by spending hours staying in his room playing with his computer’s internet option search engine looking for interesting subjects. He even spent time reading electronic books by reader downloaded to his tablet that focused on romance novels written by female authors. 

Henry admitted to himself as said “I’m not a science fiction geek but a lover of reading about men and women getting together in love and fighting obstacles remaining together with the story ending happily ever after.”

His mother noticed his holed-up status had with exasperation had said repeatedly “Go out and party with the students of your peers by having fun.”

Henry had shot his mother down by saying “I don’t want to go out and party. I want to stay home with my computer tech. I don’t know any of the students at the school to party with.”

His mother asked, “Couldn’t you get to know them?”

“Know who?” sounded Henry feeling disgusted with his mother’s questions.

His mother with a humph left his bedroom shouting “Hunter!”

His father’s name being Senior while he was junior caused his mother called his male parent by the nickname of Hunter to differentiate them both from their names. Henry was called Henry as referred to instead of his parents calling him junior. His parents, after a discussion in private got his mother back to his room

His mother said to him “We’re sending you out of Capital City to another high school where you can socialize with teenagers of your own peers than staying home isolated.”

Henry said in response “I’ll socialize with the students in afterschool activities when sophomore year starts.”

His mother said, “I’ll hold that promise from you.”
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Henry didn’t keep his promise, instead he went onto the computer for the last week of a three-month break before he was to start a new term in sophomore year. He was searching for information online on bookstores that have cafes and books on his favorite romance novel series written by his favored author Trina Trinity. The latest book he downloaded to read and finished had hinted on the next book featuring his favored male character named Henry he felt like was about him. He was hoping that Trina would write a love story featuring Henry’s character in love with a woman as her next book to feel like the book was about himself from the use of the same name.

The series was titled by the jokey name as said, “Man where’s my shirt?” 

The covers always featured a First One man in a pose with a sword weapon while wearing a tartan plaid skirt with chest and stomach bare in a muscled ridges look that made him envious that he didn’t have developed that look yet. He had visited the local weightlifting gym to try to gain that muscled look but was disappointed in the trainer’s attitude.

The trainer took one look at him and laughed “Hah ha!”

Henry said to the trainer “Just show me what to do to bulk myself up to look good than being laughed at by you.”

The trainer instead of listening to him bullied him by saying “Pipsqueak get out of here. You’re not wanted around here with that scrawny look of yours. Get out.”

Henry tried to say, “Train me.”

The trainer in rude terms grabbed his shirt sticking his face in his face with intimidation saying, “Get out of here!”

Henry was forced to give up going to the gym by training himself from physical exercises’ videos online the internet he saw after watching them. He would do pushups and sit ups training himself to do them with up to one hundred reps each in his room before he went to bed. His exercises, he noticed, had increased his strength to not be winded when picking up things that were heavy to carry them around. Such as his heavy laundry basket filled with his clothes included with his laundry detergent jug his mother let him carry to the elevator to take to the laundry facilities on the ground floor. His allowance was twenty dollars a week deposited by his parents into an account that he used a debit card to spend. He included the debit card in his pocket to pay for the laundry facilities on the ground floor of the building that only required cards for use of the machines. 

His mother firmly told him “You’re not going to our closet to launder your clothes. You’re learning independence by going to the laundry facility in this building to launder your own clothes. You need to learn how to take care of your clothes yourself. You won’t be living with us forever. There’ll come a time when you’ll be old enough to move out to live on your own. You need to learn how to function successfully such as figuring out how to maneuver around this city.”

Henry grimaced recalling once he turned sixteen on his birthday June twenty-nine days after the twenty first his family’s holiday celebrating gift giving his parents declared him “Your independent.”

His parents firmly told him “You’re going to take transportation on your own to go to school. We expect you at the school as reported by the truant officer that you’re there on time taking school classes. Learn how to maneuver the transportation system around this city to go where you want to go. We’re not driving you anywhere anymore unless your needed with us.”

Henry, from observing people in the city, managed to figure out how to signal for a taxicab with arm up raised with thumb sticking up to signal for a ride to come park for him to get inside.

He would order to the driver “Ninth Street and park at the intersection to Tenth Street to accommodate traffic.”

The driver bobbed his head and got him to his designation which he used his handprint onto the console on the back of the driver’s seat to pay for the ride. Once out he walked the rest of the route to arrive at the school with five minutes to spare getting inside through security clearances of metallic detectors for weapons of any kind by security guards then he would resume his schooling.

His parents also told him “Your expected to maneuver around the city by transportation by yourself. Such as going to school and to home including other locations to where you’re going independently on your own.”

Henry obeyed his parents’ order but didn’t socialize with the student crowd after school. He would walk back to the intersection leading to Tenth Street and signal for a taxicab that would arrive.

Henry would say like always “Book Reader Street and park in front of Common Grounds’ Café.”

The driver obeyed which he paid then got out to walk five minutes to the building housing the business Brick Rick’s bookstore where he would spend an hour and a half sitting reading electronic books by his reader while snacking on the food offered from the barista at the bookstore’s café. Once his declared time was up, he would leave and signal for a taxicab that arrived which would take him home to his residential street parking at the intersection. Henry would walk to the building he lived in with his parents to take the elevator to the residence on the twenty-second floor and take the hallway to enter the apartment in time for dinner at six o’clock. 

His mother asked him like habit while he and his parents sat gathered around the dining table “How was your day being out?” 

Henry would say “My day was fine nothing special.”

He avoided talking further to answer his mother’s questions, who seemed exasperated with his answers of fine. 

Henry was thinking to himself “I’m not admitting that I didn’t socialize with the students until I need to say the admittance.”

Once dinner was over, he resumed his bedroom to remain holed up doing homework he found was easy for him to achieve everything. Once bedtime at nine o’clock rolled around to accommodate his use of the taxicab in the morning he meant he had to get up earlier than his normal wake up time. Henry resumed the bed sleeping with the lights off with the night sky from the window showing his night vision of plant green for him to clearly see in the dark. He had discovered this night vision years ago as a seven-year-old when he found he wasn’t afraid of the dark from clearly seeing everything. Henry shut his eyes fighting with his body protesting his early bedtime by insisting that he remain awake till ten o’clock. Once the time of ten o’clock rolled around he was deeply asleep.
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Henry was woken up by Eden, the voiced artificial computer mind sounding its siren noises.

Eden sounded “Wakeup mode duration six hours of motionless sleep.”

Henry got up bleary eyed and left his bedroom to go into the private room dead ending the hallway between his bedroom and his father’s office as the guest room. Henry groaned relief when the shower water proved warm enough to wake him up from his clearness. He discovered a weird habit of his he didn’t want to discuss from the showering that made him question it. Henry had gotten no answer to that habitual status to get out of the shower to dry himself then got clad in his private school uniform hung on hanger off the hook behind the door. The uniform for the school required male students to wear khaki pants, white shirts and a blue blazer but shoes were optional on what they could wear. The female students were to wear similar styled blazers with white shirts. They had to wear black tights with black and white square plaid skirts that fell to their knees as an acceptable length. The shoe wear wasn’t optional instead were emphasized to be black dressy type. Once dressed in sneakers on his feet that were slip on type, he refused to wear shoes with laces out of unwillingness to manipulate them he left the private room. Henry entered the hallway leading to the open plan kitchen living room combination main room expecting breakfast to be waiting for him. Instead, there was a note held by a paperweight sitting on the kitchen island illuminated by low lightning in the main room. Henry groaned and went to the note he picked the paper up to read what the message said.

His mother had written “You are figuring out how to make your own breakfast by feeding yourself. Once you’re home on your question I’ll teach you how to cook your own meals. Such as breakfast food of scrambled eggs and bacon you favor. Don’t bother us by having us wake up to make your breakfast. We need our beauty sleep to rest and work for our jobs paying the bills that won’t pay for themselves.”

Henry groaned and went hunting for an edible meal in the refrigerator. He found a box of oatmeal he figured he would eat along with drinking a cup of lemonade to wash down. The refrigerator didn’t have anything else to drink besides lemonade in plain, including two other lemonades that were separately flavored each with either blueberry or strawberry. 

Henry knew his father firmly had said “No one touches my strawberry lemonade without my permission.”

His mother laid down similar law as said, “No one touches my blueberry lemonade without my permission.”

Henry was forced to drink the plain lemonade that didn’t taste too sour to him but tasted good enough to want to gulp down but refrained. Henry got the microwave to nuke the oatmeal that dinged within a short time. He spooned the food into his mouth, finding him hungry to eat the oatmeal entirely up. Once done he permitted himself to gulp down the drink of lemonade to make himself another cupful to gulp down from feeling like needing a second. Once he was done, he placed the dishes into the dishwashing machine. Henry got his backpack from his bedroom with his notebooks stuffed inside having finished his completed homework and left the apartment heading out into the hallway to head to the elevator dead ending the area. Once in the elevator he took the carrier box to the ground floor to walk out past other elevators and the laundry facilities’ room. He went outside to walk to the destined street to signal for a taxicab with arm raised up with thumb up to signal for a ride to pick him up. The taxicab arrived followed by driving him to his destination for him to attend school. 
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Henry admitted to himself he didn’t want to answer the teachers’ questions to get them scolding him “Your wrong with your answer.”

His teachers had said similar words to his answering their questions. 

One had the nerve to say, “Your dumb with that mind of yours.”

The students in that class after hearing the remark by teacher had had burst into laughter saying “Idiot. He’s a dumbbell!”

The teachers calling him out as wrong when he said the correct answer with the students’ laughter of calling him not smart made him not want to participate in their discussions. The teachers’ and students’ bullying behavior made Henry not want to experience it again from experiencing it in his first two terms as a freshman. Henry resolved not to experience that bullying again in his first term as a sophomore but didn’t stop the teachers from calling on him to declare him not smart when he spoke the answer. Henry recalled he aced the tests the teachers gave students by scoring in the high nineties with a few numbers off the one hundred percent perfect score. Henry felt like he was smart enough to graduate from high school early as first term in sophomore year to put in a graduation application. 

He said to himself “I declared myself smart and nerdy in mind but not good in looks, with a scrawny lanky thin size without muscles.”

There announced by the intercom “Would Henry Huntington Junior come to my office?”

The students snickered saying “Ooh he’s in trouble!”

Henry went to the headmaster’s office without expecting good news to find his hunch correct. The headmaster held up the graduation application with his name on it in his eyesight.

Headmaster was saying “Why are you filling this out when you haven’t amassed enough credits to graduate?”

Henry felt confusion hitting him to say, “I scored high on tests to amass the credits with a passing the grades to graduate.”

The headmaster shook his head and said, “No your grades are terrible not enough to graduate for this term.”

Henry said “Excuse me? I thought I passed all tests by scoring high on each of them to gain the requirements to graduate?”

The headmaster looked exasperated who said “Participation in classes is a part of your grading requirements and same for after school activities involved with the students as graded by teachers. You haven’t gotten the grading requirements for either one of them. That lowers your grades to terrible averages of a C minus which isn’t an A plus from the tests. So sorry you don’t qualify for graduation.”

Henry’s face fell when told the news by the headmaster who ripped up the graduation application throwing the papers into the recycle bin.

The headmaster said “If you do participate in classes with the teachers’ questions and after school activities then your grades will go up for you to graduate once you finish senior year in second term. Your grades right now are terrible enough have me consider keeping you in school an extra school year.”

Henry was dismissed to walk sadly to his next class to sit in the back struggling not to cry losing himself. Once class was over, he went into the private room for males into a water closet closed stall with door shut and lost himself to his tears sobbing softly to himself. He felt like he was taking schooling at the school for nothing from indications the headmaster found him antisocial. He didn’t want to join the students with afterschool activities from finding they bullied him by refusing to be friends with him. The students from instructions for talking to them to try to be friendly didn’t like him or wanted to be friends with him.

One group of six classmates, all males had sneered at him by one saying “Your useless to hang out with. Go away and leave us alone.”

Henry discovered his attempts to make friends with the students at the school were shot down with refusals and bullying insulting talk. This made him appear to be antisocial as noticed by the teachers, finding him not participating in after-school activities.  
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His mother discovered that he lied to her by not keeping his promise to socialize with the students of the class in after-school activities.

His mother said once he came home early from snowy weather “You to the office now!”

His father was seated inside with disappointment on his face, he grimaced viewing.

His father said bluntly “You lied to your mother that you’re socializing with students when you’re not doing this.”

Henry tried to play dumb by asking “What are you talking about?”

His father showed the laptop screen with a map readout onto it.

His father said “This shows your tracker’s implant’s trail of what you’ve been doing in the city. You’ve been spending afterschool for too much time at Brick Rick’s bookstore downloading their electronic books and snacking from their café. Explains why you’re not hungry when you come home to eat dinner with us at six.”

All Henry could do was sit down in one of the hardbacked seats out of shock.

He said “Tracker implant? What do you mean I have that in my body?”

His father gestured by hand up waving it while pointing to his eyes. Henry dropped his mouth open out of shock when his father’s hand morphed overgrown fingernails looking sharp enough to cut skin by the scratches. His father’s brown colored human eyes he inherited the coloring had turned entirely eyeballed glowing golden suns color. Henry saw his father had morphed curled thick horns off the side of his head. His father’s two front teeth had lengthened themselves into thick jutting out fangs that touched the edge of his chin. He saw his father’s blazer loose on his form had become punishing tight from a bulked-up shoulder chest look.

Henry blared “A Berserker!”

His father morphed aside the look resuming a First One appearance while nodding his head. His mother didn’t look surprised at his father’s change over like the look of morphing the monster looking in control and willed aside. 

His father said “You from the ages of two years old to five years old had revealed you have inherited the Berserker from your angry telekinetic tantrum fits. You mellowed out once you reached eight years old to not use that side enough to put you in school. The medical doctor insisted that you be implanted with a tracker to track you if your wild instincts caused you to wander off from your caretakers. Thank Summerland you never wandered off or seemed interested in that side’s instincts. You had inherited my Berserker’s side partially not fully. Such as focusing on your eyes and teeth with the horns on the side of your head including your fingernails whenever you’re wet by water sources. I say you noticed, didn’t you?”

Henry groaned hearing his father’s last stated question to realize his male parent was correct. He did notice his body’s bad habit in the shower starting when he was thirteen to acknowledge the Berserker as the side was called. He had tried to view himself in the mirror once the Berserker was in control wet from the shower but once the water was felt stopping on him with drippage he was First One again. 

Henry groaning spoke “I noticed in the shower when I was thirteen without anything of mental commands to get that side in control. I couldn’t view myself in the mirror with that side for once I was out of the shower that was willed away without my commands. I can’t seem to figure out how to mentally control that side other than use of the shower water triggering it to come out.”

Henry clamped his mouth shut in a frown getting his father said “Say mental command Berserker forwards and see if anything happens. That’s how I wanted mine to be displayed. I say mental command Berserker away to resume my First One look.”

He raised his hand mentally speaking “Berserker forwards!”

His hand’s fingernails refused to length themselves to his dejection of repeatedly saying the mental command.

Henry spoke “Nothing is happening.”

His mother said “That means your mind and body aren’t ready to display that side. Took your father till he was twenty-two as a fully declared adult to control the side mentally.”

His father nodded, showing agreement on his face to Henry’s groaning.

His mother continued “I admit that yes, water whatever form it is will always get the side out and displayed as you noticed in the shower. This includes if a cup of water is spilled onto your front. That’ll happen like always.”

Henry saw his father grimace with a hand rubbing his neck like his male parent had a bad memory. He forced himself not to ask questions.

Instead, he said “Darn it. I liked to know what that side looks like eyeing myself in the mirror besides the shower viewing my lengthened nails and feeling my horns and fanged teeth.”

His father said, “You will know when the time comes.”

His mother said, “One subject we haven’t admitted to you that we insisted you keep this fact quiet.”

Henry frowned to nod his head as his mother looked at his father who gave her a nod.

His mother said, “Your two years older than your original listed age of sixteen making you eighteen years old.”

Henry dropped his mouth out of shock getting his mother’s admission.

His father said “Your Berserker’s side required you to receive specific schooling once you were five years old, old enough to attend that special school. The school’s teachers reported their teaching took you two years to grasp what they were teaching you when you were seven years old.”

His mother said when his father paused “We put you in kindergarten in school among students once you were eight years old on the advice of this specific school not to make an exception from your age. You proved to have a smart mind that caused the kindergarten teacher to recommend moving you up to first grade in second term to explore your mind. You did have to repeat first grade on the advice of the teachers suggesting that you needed the teaching.”

Henry spoke when his mother paused “I’ve gotten the impression that my mind with memory recall indicated is smart in testing terms to score high almost one hundred percent as the number.”

His parents nodded agreement in unison.

His father said “Your mind is easily able to recall information as stated by teachers at the school agreeing with you that your tests scores are high. Your lack of socializing with students and participating with the teachers’ class discussions is zero.”

Henry groaned speaking “The teachers called on me to answer questions I knew the answer to and knew I was correct when I answered them. The teachers kept claiming that I’m giving the wrong answer. One teacher outright insulted me, calling me dumb. This caused the students in the class to laugh at me and call me insulting not smart terms. I had this happen in freshman year that put me off from participating in class first term as a sophomore. Besides, none of the students at that school would be friends with me even when I offered the friendship card. They just rejected me and told me not to socialize with them.”

He paused, which his mother abruptly spoke in a foreign language, making his father answer back. They both appeared to be in a discussion with their untranslatable language. He heard the mention of the name Harriet used he recognized was of his father’s twin sister. His aunt Harriet was living in the southern part of the country working at a horse facility. His aunt was a mystery to him from his father’s refusal to explain to her to him. His father had indicated Harriet as his twin sister while indicating he refused to explain further of her or any of his other family relations to him despite being asked.

Henry had assumed as thought “That subject indicated a feud.”

Henry heard both his parents speaking the language of Catalia. The language reportedly originated from indigenous people from Villa Lobos the city on the east coast of the jutting out bulb part of the continent of Amazonia.

The only worded phrase he could translate saying “Glade, day deh jaw haul!”

Translates to “Blessing to you!”

His parents spoke the foreign language to each other for years to keep him from eavesdropping on their talk. Henry couldn’t get an accurate translation of what Catalia language was from whenever his parents spoke it in front of him or learned to get fluent himself. There wasn’t historically a written record of the language put down like any of the indigenous tribal peoples living in Amazonia that didn’t focus on reading and writing. It took explorers overseas from the continental island nation of Greenleaf also in the southern hemisphere traveling by seas exploring the whole planet of Terra Victoria as dubbed name for mapping. It was the natives of one nation’s island territory of Shauna that had the written language that got passed to the Americans. The name American was from the scattered tribes of indigenous tribal people of Amazonia jointly united to declaring their native name as Americans together as one united tribe. The name was taken from above Amazonia above the equator in the northern hemisphere, a continent island nation named Americana in that nation’s honor. The Americana natives wound up sending government officials to Amazonia that whipped up the natives to be united as an independent ruling country with their own parliamentary government. The Shauna written language was adopted by the Americans’ indigenous tribal government with the Americana natives’ help to forming the nation of Amazonia that became their official main writing language. The language of Natalian he was speaking in with thinking was a dialect that historically came from a city named Natalia that was in the northernmost tip part of Amazonia that was a jutting out peninsula like sectional end of the continent island. The Natalian language spread like wildfire from Natalia that went all over Amazonia that became officially the nation’s spoken main language with acceptance towards other spoken languages. Catalia unofficially became Amazonia’s second main language that was popular spoken such as his parents were speaking in.

Henry groaned sensing his parents were thinking “Hmm what public high school to throw our son into to socialize like a teenager?” 

Henry got from his mother speaking Natalian language “He needs to socialize with his own peers.”

Henry groaned, sensing, she was saying his antisocial behavior as noticed by his parents had made them decide to send him to another high school where he could socialize with teens his age. 
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Henry discovered where he was sent as a new transfer student in a high school after ending his sophomore year. His test scores are as high as A’s, but participation and student activities rate an F making his grade average a C. He was forced to move to the town of Avi Aviary sent there by his parents, sending him to his father’s twin sister, his aunt Harriet and her husband Aaron. The high school he was going to as a junior was in a rural farmland town in the southernmost part of Amazonia. The regional area on the continental island land mass was known for being flat with grass dubbed the prairies that were vast in sight far as the eye could see with few trees to dot the landscape. The prairie’s regional area was known for farmland to feed the natives of Amazonia. He felt regret that his mother balked at his efforts to take his electronic reader with him to read fiction books.

His mother had said “Where you’re going you don’t need this technology to amuse yourself.”

Henry had protested saying “I like to read. I want to read my books by reader.”

His mother argued back “There’s a town library there that has books in paper format you can borrow and read anytime you want within a deadline to finish the book to be returned. You don’t need the reader to read books. That town library will offer you plenty to read.”

Henry felt deflated from his mother used parental authority to say “Hand me the reader for I’m your mother and you’re the child. You not taking that thing with you.”

Henry obeyed his mother’s order, who firmly refused to let him pack his laptop, including with his clothes and personal items he packed into two suitcases. His mother supervised him packing his suitcases of his things.

“You’re not packing that thing.” She said when he attempted to pack his box of his romance novel themed tarot cards.

Henry scowled annoyance at his mother who refused to let him pack anything of his interests. Such as his knickknacks and items he collected he was hoping to bring along with him to amuse himself with. 

His mother was firm as said, “Your clothes such as your entire wardrobe is all your packing.”

His clothes, by the majority approved by his mother for him to pack, took one up one suitcase as filled out. His mother went to his closet and took out a hooded winter jacket with attached gloves that only reached his waist when put on. He had hated wearing that winter jacket from the thick material’s puffiness of looking like a blimp in his opinion. She put the winter jacket into the spare suitcase along with a pair of his winter boots and an extra pair of his sneakers. His mother insisted to him to wear the school uniform’s suited clothes in the morning when she saw him off.  He was leaving his parents’ residence with his father to accompany him to the major city airport by specialized green taxicab. Once at the airport his father escorted him to the aircraft terminal for him to board like not trusting him to take a taxicab back home. Henry felt annoyed when his father didn’t hug him goodbye, instead only held up a hand with a big disapproval glare to shake hands with him. He shook hands with his father and boarded the aircraft taking him out of sight of his male parent. The aircraft ride hovered and turned in a direction and went slow speed than bulleting to reach Aviana Avery’s city location. The aircraft didn’t have anything to offer to eat or drink with the passengers. The stewardess just sat in her seat, read by a reader ignoring the passengers wandering around up and down the aisle. He had the window seat that got him trapped in position by a sleeping old woman in the seat next to him. He couldn’t get up to sneak by her by her fat form and legs blocked him. The woman seemed more interested in sleeping ignoring him despite his attempts to wake her to move for him to get out of the seat to the aisle. Henry was forced to remain seated in his seat eyes out the window to amuse himself out of boredom of being unable to sleep or walk the aisle. The aircraft landed to his relief in a small type of airport that didn’t seem like a major to him. Henry saw his aunt was almost tall as his father’s, six feet but two inches shorter. She was according to his father’s description of her was a red head with shoulder length hair and green eyes with fair white skin. His aunt by appearance had white colored short hair in a feminine style with her visible green eyes and fair skin looking tanned. Her face was recognizable by his father showing him a photo of her despite her skin and hair’s looks were different from what his male parent said. His aunt was standing waiting for him leaving the aircraft at the waiting area in the terminal that had recognition in her eyed expression viewing him. 

He went up to his aunt saying, “Hi auntie I’m.”

“Don’t call me auntie!” He was interrupted by his aunt who sounded disgusted.

Henry was forced to say, “Sorry aunt I didn’t know you don’t like that term.”

His aunt with disgust said, “You’re like your father with his manners very rude.”

Henry had groaned, sensing he had gotten off the wrong foot with his aunt. He didn’t protest as his aunt got him to pick up his two suitcases to follow her outside to the parking lot. He saw the view of the prairie with the endless grasses vast in sight was boring to him without all those trees to amuse nature. His aunt beelined to a blue van driven by an older woman that was grumpy by the attitude of disliking him. 

Once seated he put on his seatbelt saying to his aunt “Seatbelt on aunt. Safety first.”

His aunt ignored him by refusing to wear her seatbelt by eyeing out the window. Henry was forced to spend most of the car ride eyeing out the windows of the van at the scenery that seemed to bore him. Endless farmland with partial prairie grasslands far in the eyesight without anything to break up the horizontal view. There weren’t even buildings in sight during the endless ride to get to the town of Aviana Avery. He cheered up when he saw residential houses on a field with a road jutting to the highway the driver was bypassing that resumed his boring view. 

Henry had thought of asking his aunt “Where’s Aviana Avery the town? How long is this ride going to take to get there? What does the town offer for me to do something out of boredom before I start school?”

His questions he was thinking he sure not to ask his aunt. He was sure at the time that his aunt would find his questions rude and immature of him to ask so he kept his silence. He tried to lean back to take a nap only to discover the seat’s backside was too low for his tall height by reaching the bottom most part of his shoulder blades from behind his back. Henry tried to hunch over but found that uncomfortable making him stay awake eyeing out the windows. The farmlands got in view after he calculated he was driven for an hour by the sun’s position in the sky. The scene of farmlands vast in sight with multiple growing food crops gave him something to look out the window at than at the boring grass view. There were farmhouses sitting with dirt driveways leading to them bordered by two wooden horizontal slat fences he saw. Henry felt like cheering when the billboard for Aviana Avery was sighted off the roadway. The ride again seemed to take forever till the driver got off the highway to enter a paved roadway dead end street of eight cottages like residential houses bordering the area. The house the driver parked in the driveway was near the entrance to the street and colored a lime green color with black shutters bordered by black roses’ rosebushes in front of the house. His aunt’s house when his driver parked the van wasn’t impressive to him.

He was thinking “That’s it?”

Her house looked like a cape cod shaped cookie cutter like the others on the street identical to the residence. Once he was out of the van with his aunt walking to the house the driver peeled away in a fast drive move.

“That’s rude!” he was thinking.

His aunt led him to the front door with a ramp on the two steps of stairs to go to the door. She opened the screen door and with the wooden inner door wound up unlocking it with a key by keychain filled with multiple keys from her shoulder strap to get inside the house to the front room. His aunt’s use of a key by keychain shocked him speechless witnessing that done. His parents’ Capital City’s residence was unlocked by either handprint on the console or verbal orders to the apartment’s Eden to machinery unlock the locks to the door. Henry spent his first night sleeping in his bedroom with jet lag from being an hour behind his inner clock in a new time zone. Amazonia had multiple time zones. Terra Victoria as a planet rotated in a circle going around the sun in the galaxy of multiple planets orbiting with her. He had researched astronomy as an interesting subject back in Capital City. Henry recalled he was using his computer internet search engine to fill out multiple themed questionnaires about planet Terra Victoria and its neighboring planets.  He realized from being in his room and exploring the house’s functions that his aunt wasn’t technologically connected to technology from finding no evidence of that status. Henry, once inside the house of his aunt’s managed to tour the residence. The front entrance when entering the school contained a dining table with benches like a dining room for sitting receiving guests for socializing and eating. The kitchen closed from that dining room to the TV room off the left that dead end the area then passed the refrigerator was a short hallway leading to three doors. The door in the middle was a private room that contained disabled uses rods and bars for disabled guests to use with the seat in the shower stall. The door on the left was his aunt’s and her husband’s bedroom with the door shut and he was unable to look. The doorway off the right was a craft room for his aunt to make homemade crafts to sell and sometimes as gifts to give to people. He discovered there was a door leading upstairs in the kitchen that was leading to his bedroom off the right on the topmost step with a raised ceiling to his relief of not wanting to nearly hit his head. There was a private room with both a separate tub and shower that had a faucet set for his height that was across the bedroom left side from the stairs. His room didn’t have a door like the private room had for privacy. The house he discovered was large inwardly from its small appearance outside. The kitchen came with entry to the basement floor only accessed by that room by a doorway with steps going downstairs. Once downstairs entering another doorway he explored the basement. The basement included a separate confining guest bedroom reserved for guests. There was down the hallway was another room containing the laundry machines as a laundry room.

As she said by her “You’re doing your own laundry. You need to learn how to take care of your clothes.”

Henry didn’t protest his aunt’s order, but he found she was firm as said “You’re doing laundry once a weekday on a set day you choose to do the chore. Choose wisely on what weekday you’re doing laundry. You’re not to do the chore on the weekends for that’s reserved for my uses. I’m freer to use laundry on the weekends while I’m not during the weekdays.”

He picked Mondays for doing the laundry chores from sure his schedule was freer for him to use the machines after school. The basement’s guest bedroom’s bed had intentions of an animal was formerly sleeping on it including the furry fur pieces left on the black bedding. There was another doorway on the wall in the guest bedroom that contained an attached private room that had a litter box for the resident animal a cat. Henry went upstairs and finished his explorations by being in the basement and managed to meet his aunt’s husband Aaron Olavson in the kitchen. He saw Aaron was a short First One man five foot four inches tall, shorter than his aunt. His aunt was identical inches shorter than the man. Aaron had a limping status of a thick muscled bulked form coming out of the bedroom with a bald head of a receding hairline of white hair who frowned viewing him. 

His aunt said introducing him “This is Aaron Olavson, my husband. This is Henry Huntington Junior my nephew.”

He shook hands politely with Aaron’s callused meaty hand who glared at him with a narrow brown eyed glare of disapproval he assumed was that look. Once
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