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*

*

A story in the Edenia Series standby
alone.

*

I Tom Thunder woke up from a nap with my
unforgettable computer like mind going off with this story. I meant
to tell the story’s contents to my wife Victoria Thunder who’s a
writer of stories herself known publicity by the penname naming
identity as Veronica Thomas.

I said to Victoria in the office “I’ve got a
story in my mind you might be interested in typing down from me
telling you.”

Victoria in response got up and forced me to
sit in the armchair while removing our resident cat Miss Vic off
that yowled displeasure being removed from her comfortable seat.
Victoria picked up my laptop from charging away sitting on the
bookcase top unhooking the computer and got the device onto my
lap.

I confusingly stared at Victoria I said,
“What’s with this thing?”

Victoria said “Type that story down in your
own words. Don’t verbalize to me. I’ll change that story to fit in
whatever storyline I’m thinking about at the time. No. You type
what you’re thinking in your own words.”

I groaned out “Victoria.”

Victoria said “Don’t Victoria me. Anyone can
be a writer if they put their mind together to putting a story out
of their minds. I didn’t think I could be a writer myself till I
took that writing course at the local university and have been
writing galore brainlessly since. You can write I know it like
anyone else can be. Just put your mind to getting that story in
your brain out into whatever form it’ll be for sharing with the
public.”

Groaning I felt dejected with what Victoria
said. She kissed me on the lips and resumed her seat at the desk to
rapidly type onto her laptop her current in progress story she was
typing. I was unsure of what to type at first, but I figured I’ll
just wing it by going what my mind was blaring at me to type as
this story. So, here’s my story I’m typing as suggested by my mind
going off.

*

The world is round the place seems like the
end, also, can be only the beginning.

We, the new generation, live for the future,
but we won’t forget the past.

We all share our dreams for the future,
putting aside our sorrow for happiness today.

Our memories will always last and never to be
forgotten.

Tomorrow let the dreams live on.

We are the future yesterdays are gone.

The road which has come to an end.

Yet it is no end but only the beginning.

*

In the year 2030 is when I typed this story
for records of the date of September ninth my birthday when I
turned thirty-one years old. This story is to share with you
children of mine reading this once grown enough to understand my
words. I figured you might have questions about my past before I
met your mother. Just prior to we had you all come to existence.
I’m answering your questions in this story as recorded. I’m
recording my thoughts for you three as my children to read the
words later for you to know my story before you were born. Here’s
my story of my life as recorded for you to read.

*

I lived in Saint Bridget that was the capital
island of three territory islands all united underneath a
government led by a queen in rulership. The three islands were
jointly named Saint Brigantine if there was a nationality declared.
I blame the history of always having queens ruling each of the
three islands before there was a union to have one queen in rule.
Historically queens in leadership of each of the three islands
heavily influenced natives to think of women rule while men are
servants as passed down. My parents, from their attitude, were
matriarchal from history’s influence I blame. My father Benjamin
Benson was led by my mother Rosa Rakim Benson as the dominant one
in the relationship while he was the submissive. This attitude of
the matriarch rules in leadership was passed down from both of my
grandparents on both sides of the family being led by women.

I got the attitude as sensed as said “We
women rule while men are our servants obeying our orders.”

My original birth name was Jump in a Lake
with the last name of Benson as stated on my birth certificate born
on September ninth in the year 1999 by c-section. My parents were
hoping for good luck in having a girl when I was born on that date
at noon. My first name is an insulting vulgar wording statement
from my own parents who found me an unwanted boy after having me as
their third child.

“Drat we wanted a girl!” my parents
apparently said together after I was born from my mother’s
body.

I turned out to be a boy to my parents’
disgust and disbelief in the deities for playing a joke onto them
not answering their prayers for a girl. My birth name was their
insulting way of saying insulted talk to the godly deities for
giving them a boy and not a girl after having two sons. Jump in a
lake was originally used as a vulgar swearing way of exclamation.
My two brothers’ name as the eldest was named Luke while the second
was named Lukan. I got named Lake by my parents firmly dropping the
insulting statement of jump in a lake.

I say, “Not very original for names involving
my parents naming us three boys our names.”

Once I was born, I was instantly given my
name in a vulgar insulting way at the godly deities for not
granting my parents’ wishes for wanting a girl. They wanted to pass
down my grandmother Aaliyah Lee Rakim as named the mother of my
mother’s passed down monetary wealth and matriarchal leadership to
a girl as an heiress and not to a boy as an heir. My mother had
five million dollars on her own with an additional fifteen million
given to her by my grandmother, appearing to be a millionaire in
high millions who bestowing her money when she aged twenty, married
my father. The money I learned given to my mother was from her
marrying in an arranged marriage to acceptable man of standing in
society for breeding heiresses as her intention to have a girl.
That’s speak for marriage pairing was arranged between my parents
to pass down an acceptable heiress to inherit their wealth.

I remembered grandmother said this to me as a
five-year-old “Since your mother had a boy as her first child,
she’s not given any additional money. If she had a girl with either
the second or you as the third, then I would have given her one
hundred million dollars for producing an heiress to get the money.
I stated to her I refused to give her any money until she produces
the heiress, I want her to get my money.”

I’m thinking now as I type this “My parents
were obviously greedy for money from my grandmother.”

My mother got pregnant again after a resting
period from her pregnancy with me with my sister, the ideal
daughter my family wanted. I learned she was babying herself in bed
rest to assure herself and my father that the pregnancy would come
to terms with the birth of the baby assumed to be a girl growing
inside her. My parents celebrated their money awarded by
grandmother herself after my sister named after her the name of
Aaliyah Rosa was born by c-section on January eleventh in the year
2001 at eleven thirty in the midmorning. My sister’s birthdate was
considered lucky as that numbered birthdate was involved. Once my
sister was born my mother was cut off surgically to prevent another
pregnancy from forming from achieving her family’s goal of having a
daughter.

My sister’s birth made grandmother reportedly
say, “Thank the Summerland I have an heiress to give my monetary
fortune to.”

My sister had one eye colored blue and the
other eye colored gold. Her eyed look obviously was something I
noticed whenever I saw her. Aaliyah’s mismatched eyes were ignored
by our parents refusing to acknowledge that eyed look. I had
inherited from my father his black colored hair with his tall
height of six foot tall but not his blue eyes for on my own I had
golden colored eyes that was rare for me to have.

I couldn’t get an answer to my question
“Why’s my eyes this color?”

I asked grandmother who said, “Just you were
born on your birthdate that made you unique to declare you
lucky.”

I didn’t think I was lucky even though I was
born on a numbered birthdate that declared one to have good luck. I
was the tallest member of the family along with my father when I
grew up as an adult to be firmly tall as six feet. My siblings, all
four of them, had red orange colored hair inherited from our
mother. My two brothers had different colored eyes from my sister
and I. Luke had green eyes inherited from our mother while Lukan
had blue eyes inherited from our father. My siblings them all
inherited our mother’s shorter height of five foot five inches tall
as grown up. I did notice one thing that made me lucky later for my
unique birthdate I’ll explain later as I’m typing this story.

*

I blame the women dominance while men submit
attitude from my own parents passed down from my grandparents who
were lackadaisical in raising my brothers and me. Instead of
focusing on my brothers and I care to raise us to be acceptable men
in society they left us to be raised by nannies with refusals to
have anything to do with us three. I admit I was furiously annoyed
with the status of my parents refusing to parent my brothers and me
while they focused on raising my sister to be their ideal child.
The nannies did a good job in getting my brothers in a brainwashed
way to think of becoming men of acceptable in society to marry a
woman chosen for either one of them in an arrangement match and
breeding heiresses with them. When it came to me the nannies failed
to get me to be what they brainwashed my brothers to become as men
once grown up.

I confess I was a rebel saying, “No I won’t
do that!”

The word no became a popular word spoken by
me in my vocabulary towards the nannies.

One nanny tried as said “You to behave to get
an ideal wife you to be married to, to breed an heiress to pass
down inherited monetary wealth.”

I refused by saying “No!”

Somehow, I unconsciously was picking up the
feeling that whoever woman I marry it was for love and not an
arrangement pairing for breeding heiresses while looking good in
society. I refused to do that status of marrying in an arrangement
without the loved status first happening between my future wife and
I if that happened in the future.

*

Luke, being the eldest boy at age seven years
old, was sent to Denton a named an all-males’ student boarding
school for boys which Lukan, two years younger than him, followed
two years later once similar aged. Both brothers spent their
childhoods growing up in that boarding school that taught them how
to be gentlemen serving women as their wives their to marry. I was
aged seven years old when Luke was aged twelve and Lukan aged ten
when I was thrown into that boarding school with a rebellious
attitude.

I whined repeatedly to the nanny “I don’t
want to go!”

The nanny seemed sympathetic to me in a
sarcastic way.

She said, “Sorry I sympathize I do.
Unfortunately, you must grow up to become a respectful gentleman to
serve a woman you to marry as your wife.”

I threw a fit saying “I don’t want to be a
gentleman!”

The nanny said in response “That attitude of
yours is inappropriate for a gentleman to have. I’ll hope the
school wipes that out of you with a firm teaching hand.”

*

I confessed I behaved with the school’s
teaching outwardly displaying good behavior and strong thinking
mind. Inwardly I was seething with rebellion to not do the teaching
once I graduated from the school by doing my own thing of being who
I was. I was a man growing up in a woman’s dominated world that
expected men to behave a certain way. I didn’t care for that strict
upbringing for me as a man to do once grown up was to marry a woman
in an arranged marriage. My being in school experiences and
learning schooling made me impatient to wait until I grew up as an
adult at age nineteen. Nineteen was the men’s legal age of
adulthood declared in all of Saint Brigantine’s three island
territories. The age of twenty was when women were declared legally
age of adulthood and right age for marriage in an arrangement with
an ideal man. Twenty-one was the age for starting to drink
alcoholic drinks, that’s worldwide globally as the set firm age. I
wanted to do my own pathway in life than what was set down for
me.

*

Luke graduated from school at the age of
nineteen in June and got sent out into the world. I learned later
that our parents arranged marriage between Luke and another
family’s daughter named Hailey around his age but a year older than
him at age twenty. That family Marchand, as their last name was
stated, had three daughters to my disgust of finding out the news
of Luke’s arranged marriage. I learned later that the second
daughter named Harriet was similar age to Lukan was ideal as an
arranged marriage match for him. Their third daughter Hannah was
two years younger than me. She was for me to marry once she was
twenty as her declared age of being an adult.

I recalled thinking “Not acceptable!”

I didn’t care for that arrangement without a
love match of getting to know to a woman first to marry her.

I recalled told by one of the women
professors who said “Arrange marriages involved the couple meeting
each other for the first time on their wedding day in the chapel.
They experience their first kiss once wedded. Once the wedding is
declared and marriage license is registered the couple is to go to
their assigned residence to live in. They to start establishing a
pregnancy of having a child immediately soon afterwards.”

I felt like saying “No way! Absolutely not
happening to me!”

I didn’t say anything at all, but I was
thinking about that thought.

*

I confess I’m a rebel always going against
rules that I refused to follow. While at school I had to follow
rules as set down despite seething angrily about wanting to break
them. One rule involved wearing a confining businessman’s suit with
an insufferable tie choking around my neck. I didn’t care about
that as the dress code for attending classes or going around the
school grounds for us boys to wear as gentlemen displaying
ourselves as dapper handsome in looks. On weekends, Saturdays and
Sundays the school takes a break from classes. The boys below age
seventeen were expected to be quiet remaining in their dorm rooms
spending the weekends studying their classwork material for
upcoming tests whenever that was happening on the weekdays. There
was nothing involving wandering around the school grounds
socializing with others getting to know each other in friendships.
Nothing involves freedom from the confining rules of the school.
There even was nothing involving playing sports outside on the
grounds of the school regardless of the weather. It was just
staying inside for the duration of the weekend while going to the
mess hall for assigned mealtimes to eat and then resume rooms to
study doing nothing.

I remembered thinking “That’s boring me
brainless to dislike this!”

I





































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





