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    None of this is possible without you. 
 
I love you, and I thank God for your existence,
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“JANE... “ John shook Jane with his face guarded, “Jane...” 





She woke in a state of panic, soaked in sweat. John brushed her sweaty hair off of her face and helped her sync her breathing. “When does it stop, John... I am serious... when does it stop?” She started to cry a little... “IS THAT... The Song That Never...  NOOOOO.... Are they up already...it’s quiet.” She groaned and put the pillow over her face before she got up and walked to the mirror...”OHHHH MYYYYY.... I swear sometimes I look like I woke up surviving the apocalypse. John peeked out to see who was up.  

“Well .... It’s just the tv left on... again... ” he kissed her nose... “whether we were or weren’t  the last people on earth...there is no .one .else. I .want. to....” he kissed her neck, and all over her face in between words “shower with before we go bust in with squirt guns in that living room full of children... who... by the way, Jane,  may or may not, ALREADYYYYYY be planning a mutiny ... they really didn’t like that lamb chops we made for dinner last night... “ he joked,” let’s go.” He helped her off the bed and playfully into the shower. 

“Thank you... I needed that...” Jane took a deep breath as John helped her towel dry her hair. “I feel like the shampoo smells different today...” 

He smelled  the top of her head...”Nope... smells the same as it always has...” He rubbed her butt a little on his way to get dressed. “What was it this time, Darling?” 

She awkwardly tried to avoid answering him, “ ohhh... you know... the  usual.”

John sat there looking like he didn’t believe a word she said... “JANEEEEE... please... remember ... sharing with me is part of the process of healing...”  He pulled some clothes from her drawers and helped her get dressed.  “How can I be your Link... ya know... and help you fight ... whatever it is you are fighting...if I don’t know what you are dealing with...” 

She looked at him annoyed, “ughhhhhhh .... I hate it when you are right...” She took the brush from the dresser and sat on the edge of the bed while she brushed her hair... “ ALL THE CHILDREN JOHN... all of them... EVERY CHILD... in white robes ... holding palm branches...” 

“Well... That is a new one....huh? 

She nodded , “It is...” she sat quiet for a moment...”But before that...I feel this feeling of missing OUR kids... and it’s a feeling of panic while  I am just searching and searching... both of us... separately... without each other ...and then it suddenly ends... and ...” she stopped and took a deep breath... “just like that...this weekend... we get to go build sand castles...I don’t know, John... It feels too ... BIG to explain....” 

“I get it...you don’t have to explain... now... ARE You ready to...rumble....” He handed her a pillow and put it under her tee shirt... remember last time... “ his eyes got big... “I’d hate for you to displace a rib.”

He pulled the Squirt guns from the closet and filled them in the bathroom sink. Jane took one and stood dramatically READY at the door before opening it and quietly starting to tiptoe through the living room with John covering her from behind. Jane turned to look at him... and then started laughing so loud that it alerted the children. 

“Goggles really?” she was still laughing as the doors began to open and children poured out  with their foam weapons... yelling for the attack. Jane grabbed John and tackled him to the couch. “GET HIM....GET YOUR DAD” She handed her squirt gun back to whoever would grab it , as  she sat on him in victory. The youngest toddled out with plastic saw, pretending to saw off daddy’s leg.  “Get himmmm....” Jane giggled  and kissed John before she jumped up and commandeered her super soaker back. John sat and caught his breath as he listened to the delighted squeals of their home, now  bursting through the weather stripping, as Jane chased them through the house. 
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Jane sat at the table with John and looked through the comic strips and the want ads. 

“What’s on your mind, Lover?” Jane stood up and sat on John’s lap, “I can tell your mind is heavy.” She used her thumbs to trace his eyebrows and then she kissed his eyelids.  He wrapped his arms around her waist and put his head against her chest and held her for minute. 

“I just have this sudden urge to show the kids all of the things. I know this house is in need of some TLC and you are still looking for something part time, and our budget is tight... but... I just want them to know all the different colors of the desert, and what it’s like to see the fireflies that we have only seen on tv...Jane... I just want them to feel the wind in their hair and recognize the smell of the ocean.” She held him tight. “We don’t need much time... please... let’s pack and just... leave in the morning. Please...”

She kissed him, “I can have us packed in a couple hours if you make dinner... AND get the kids to help with the dishes.” She put her pinky out to shake his. “DEAL?”

He locked his with hers, “DEAL! When should we tell them?”

“The sooner the better...” She stood and did a happy dance. “Team Boys vs Team Girls?”  she rummaged for a pen but could only find a  crayon and took some mail from the countertop. John looked to see what she was writing, but she used her hand to keep  it hidden. It was two lists, one for the boys and one for the girls. 

“Wow... it’s come to this... competition...” he looked over the tasks, and then Jane, “Ohhhh... Baby... IT’S ON!” She put her fingers in her mouth and  whistled. The kids all ran out and took their places in the kitchen and waited for their assignments with excitement. 

“RAISE YOUR HAND IF YOU WANT TO GO ON A ROAD TRIP...” 

The kids looked at each other, and raised their hands as they expressed their enthusiasm... and then... all the different questions from all the different children started being shouted at once... so loud that it was hard to hear ....but mostly... the consensus was... “WHERE ARE WE GOING...”

John settled them a little, and put his finger in his ear, in sarcasm to their loudness... 

“Crazy of course...” he joked.  “It’s teams... your mom and I are going to think of a way to decide where, while you guys see who can get done the fastest so we can leave ....” He did the air drumroll, “IN THE MORNING! Last one done is a rotten egg...” Jane and john both collected their team to huddle up and discuss the plan... “

John to the children “ Remember... winning is never as important as having fun...” The boys squinted at him in suspicion to what he was saying, “BUT WINNING IS FUN, RIGHT?”  they collectively agreed. “NO ONE GETS HURT... okay?” There was silence,” LOOK AT ME... I mean it corn children... if we go to the emergency department, there won’t be a road trip...” John started to discuss the chores. “Last one done does the litter boxes.” 

Jane to the children... “GIRLS RULE AND BOYS DROOL...” they all giggled. Jane gave them all their tasks  “the winning team gets to help pick the road trip snacks...yeaaaaa...” jane knew that would get them motivated. “What’s the rule Ladies?” they looked at her and stood tall...before collectively answering, 

“NO EMERGENCY DEPARTMENT VISITS...MOMMMMM...” 

“That’s right,” she kissed them all on the top of the head and put her hand in the huddle for them to follow. 

The children thought it was funny, the way Jane looked back at John to make sure he wasn’t listening to their game plan, as John did the same.

“EVERYBODY READY?” , each team huddle in excited anticipation, “1... 2... 3... BREAK”  the children all scattered to their roles. John pulled  a tape from the drawer and put it in the boombox that was still sitting on the kitchen table while Jane made pancakes. 

“You can’t make these fast enough, huh...” it seemed one child, or another would run through, each time,  slowly shortening the stack as they came for their morning hugs.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way... John truly... this is a dream
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