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      Hello Dear Reader, come in…

      

      Though the stories in this book are mine alone, the cities are not. The problems in the hospitals and with the aid workers are real. The help and the damage that have been caused throughout the world are real, as are the often tireless and selfless efforts of those who try to put things right.

      

      Dalena and Brenna are purely from my own imagination, but the legends of the Landa Landa and the Aellai are far older than me.

      

      The Landa Landa is an old African legend of a big cat. It is believed to both offer protection and also to appear as a warning of disease.

      

      The Aellai dates back to Greece, and maybe before. Related to the harpies, the name “Aellai” translates to “Storm Winds.”

      

      I hope you enjoy these Legends and their stories.

      A.J.
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      The Disease

      
      They bound her wrists with duct tape.

      The men were a little rough, but she was used to it. There were strips of the sticky silver wrapped tightly around various points on her limbs. It was a bad sign, but still she thanked the men and turned away, waiting while still another man opened the door into the sealed tent.

      He didn’t have a suit. None of them did. Only Dalena.

      Though anyone in the US would have called her biohazard suit “damaged,” “unsafe,” or even “trash,” she was proud of it. There was tape at the left knee, just a silver square. A purple piece had been all that was available for the hole in the side. The strip ringing her right elbow had come from a tear while working in a Marburg camp outside Kampala just over a year ago. Dalena had felt her heart race when the tear had been pointed out by another relief worker. For a day she’d been frantic. How long had the tear been there? What had gotten in? Then she’d felt fear and boredom and even rage when they’d quarantined her because of exposure to the hemorrhagic fever ranked second only to its better known cousin, Ebola.

      But she exhibited no symptoms. She’d suffered from nothing except the quarantine. Though she’d gotten cut, nothing had happened. Maybe she was immune, or more likely she’d never been infected.

      Still, she didn’t mind the status that “surviving” brought to her. The only other person in this god forsaken land to touch the disease and not become ill was Brenna.

      There had always been a mysitique about Dalena’s best friend and sister of her heart. Well, there had been a mysique about all four of the women—they were well known all over the third world.

      Their mothers had been friends even before the girls came along. Dalena’s Mombai-born mother and Brenna’s Irish-American mother had first met through one of the relief groups. The physician and the missionary had become friends and joined forces. They traveled together, turned over villages together, stood arm in arm against warlords together.

      They had gotten pregnant at the same time. Dalena’s father had traveled with them, some semblance of protection for the women. Brenna’s father was an unknown—though after Brenna’s birth it became clear that he was African. The baby had been a mystery. Her hair was strawberry blond with tight curls, her eyes a bizarre whiskey and blue mix, and her skin much darker than her mother’s own fair Irish with freckles.

      Rhiannon Greaves and Lalika Dhawan had both delivered their daughters within hours of dawn on the same day—Dhawan with her husband at her side, Greaves on her own. Despite being vaccinated against any variety of possibilities, both women had quickly caught a new, deadly strain of meningitis, transferring the disease to their newborn daughters.

      It was a death sentence.

      Yet all four females had survived. Keyoor Dhawan had not.

      Thus the girls had grown up as a known quantity, side by side, raised together by mothers more dedicated to their work than to their children. They were survivors, granted magical powers in the eyes of those they visited, even before they understood what that meant.

      Years later, they had mourned their mothers when the women perished in Sri Lanka after sending the girls out of town. To this day, Dalena didn’t know if the women suspected the tidal wave that would follow the deadly earthquake. At 9.1 on the Richter Scale, it was a wonder the earthquake had left anyone alive.

      But Rhiannon and Lalika lost the title of “Survivor” as the waters crashed through the city that day.

      And at fifteen, Dalena and Brenna were on their own in the harsh, ravaged area of India just outside Sri Lanka.

      Dalena, with her straight black silk for hair, round dark chocolate eyes and her mother’s slim build had been the one others spoke to. While the locals had heard of Brenna, her strange looks were too much to process, and it was Dalena who negotiated supplies, gas for the jeep, a route back into the city to begin the futile search for their mothers.

      Two years they worked in India on their own, but without a formal education. The charities wouldn’t send two girls the resources they needed. They no longer had frequent plane tickets to the US nor support from wealthy donors. Needing a more solid plan, they applied to colleges and attended Emory, then John’s Hopkins, and emerged with identical Infectious Disease PhDs in a disturbingly short period of time.

      Now, supplies were airlifted when Dalena asked. In fact, this very tent had been set up for her and Brenna to lead a team at this Ebola outbreak.

      Still, there was never enough.

      Not enough for a biohazard suit that didn’t need duct tape.

      Not enough for the men and women just outside the tent to have proper precautions, like latex gloves. Not enough vaccines for those most likely affected and not money for the research to build new medicines.

      Dalena had become jaded.

      Brenna had become angry.

      But Brenna wasn’t here today. She was out in the field being the sister of Dalena’s heart, being her other half, being whatever was needed so the two of them were far more effective as a duo than just the sum of their parts. Her own part was here, in the tent, handling the materials, running the tests.

      Her part was here, away from Brenna’s eyes.

      She’d begin to suspect there was more to her survival from her earlier exposure. She felt something changing under her skin and she had to test it. Dalena’s heart raced.

      Maybe that was because the temperature soared here in Sierra Leone. Her hair, though long and heavy, was tied up. Her clothing
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