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Introduction
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Seven teen Cousins, the Stiles-Tracy brothers, Tyson, James, Jason, the Zane Twin sisters, Sammy and Tammy and the Cupp brothers Dev and Mel meet for the first time at Zane Lagoon.  Deceived by Great Aunt Rosie Zane on the pretense of celebrating her 75th birthday, to be there visiting for the summer only, when in reality they are there at Zane Manor for a whole year.  So that she can decide who gets the Zane fortune when she dies.  Or is this her only reason to have her 5 grandnephews, and her Twin third cousins there.  The Zane legacy is a family tree going back to 1900 where there is a Cupp married to Benjimen Zane the first Lumber Baron of Zane Lagoon.  His son marries a Stiles, and his grandson marries a Smith.  A Smith future descendant marries a Cupp future descendant, and their son marries a niece of Rosie Zane.  Another niece of Rosie Zane marries a future descendant of a Stiles.  That future is here, 2025 and the seven cousins sort out the family tree and discover a mystery.  It is not the only thing they sort out.  The Stiles-Tracy brothers 17, 16, 15 have issues.  Their mother widowed twice, and the younger brother comes out Gay.  The Twin sisters 15, their father married twice are identical twins but have different traits and personalities, that conflicts as twins.  Our Cupp brothers 15 and 14 appear to be your average siblings but are they?  In the Foothills of Zane Lagoon, they not only discover personal growth to overcome their issues.  They, discover a 105-year-old mystery together that’s saves 3 billion lives.
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Chapter 1
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Zane Lagoon

––––––––
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“Mel are you sure our Grandparents where to meet us here at the Dock?”  Devlin asked his younger brother.

“Yes, I am sure Dev. You know the Doc’s, never on time, always something coming up at the last moment like grandma having a last-minute patient at the clinic, or grandpa rescuing a wounded woodland creature for the animal sanctuary.  The bus was early arriving here after all.  It is more than a 2-miles from Zaneville on the other side of the Zane Lagoon.  The Ferry is ancient the way Ma tells it.  Slower then a Sloth riding a snail in a bucket of cold Molasses.”  Melvin told his brother.

“Really, Mel that is a mouthful of redundancy a Sloth riding a snail in a bucket of cold Molasses.  Why not just say Ma said it was slow and stop wasting words.”  Dev admonished his brother.

“Ma didn’t say the ferry was slow, she actually said it was like a Sloth riding a snail in a bucket of cold Molasses.  I am just repeating what she said, and not to expect the ferry to be some jet powered Hydrofoil affair speeding over the water.”  Mel reiterated. 

“Alright so the ferry is slow, can’t take that long for it to go 2 miles across water no matter how old it is.”  Dev said.

“Dev it is not a car on a freeway going 60 miles per hour and going two miles in two minutes at full speed on a straight road.  A watercraft has lots of friction on the water, its haul plowing through water.  It’s a small car ferry flat bottom and that makes it slower at its top speed cutting through waves.  I am sure if they left on time then allowed for the time to cross the lagoon and meet us here on time.”  Mel explained.

“Well, I don’t see any Ferry in the lagoon if it was on time we should be able to see it by now going as slow as a Sloth on a Snail in cold Molasses.”  Dev stated.

“Now who is being rhetorical.”  Mel chided his brother.

“I am not Mel.  Just repeating what you and mother said.  Don’t get me started on what Dad said about that Ferry either.”  Dev said then regretted it.

“Alright, Dev, spill it, what did Dad say about the Ferry, so help me if he told you it was a leaky old wash tub of a boat, so help me, I am going to strangle him.  I didn’t want to come here as it was.  I could have stayed home for the summer and caught up on the latest science fiction novels.”

“Simmer down Mel, Dad said nothing about it sinking.  Just that it was named the Titanic III in a long line of ferry’s on the lagoon for the last 100 years.”  Dev informed his brother.

‘That is just great, that mean the first one sank in 1912 on its maiden voyage from England when it hit an iceberg.  If this one is number 3 that means number two either sank or decommissioned, and number 3 could be cursed or ready for the scrap heap if it is ancient as Ma described.  Has the bus left yet?  Dev our tickets are good for a round trip back home.”  Mel insisted.

“We are not going back home Mel.  So, forget it.  I am sure the ferry is seaworthy, or our grandparents would not have asked us to meet them at the dock.  Furthermore...”  Dev was interrupted by an air horn honking coming through the tree’s where a dusty dirt road could be seen to his right.  Out of the tree’s pulled by a team of two horses was an old-fashioned horse drawn trolley car that had to be some 100 years old.  Above the drivers head was a sign that said, ‘Zane Land Ferry Titanic III’.  Grandpa Tom Cupp Sr, was the driver holding the reigns to the team of horses.  Grandpa Tom lead the horses pulling the trolley up to the two Cupp teens.

“My, you boys have certainly grown, how long as it been since we last saw you two.  Must have been 2 years since your grandmother and I moved to Zaneville.  You boys where 13 and 12 at the time.  Now close those mouths boy’s or the flies will find a place to lay their eggs.”  Grandpa Tom laughed.

Mel was the first to speak.  “Grandpa Tom, I thought you were coming to pick us up in a water ferry, not a Trolly car drawn by horses.”

“Now grandson whatever gave you that notion it was a water ferry.  I told you mother it would be the Titanic 3.  She road in this same Trolly since she was born in Zane Manor.  Now the Titanic 2 was a water ferry until she was decommissioned 50 years ago.  Then her Aunt Rosie bought this old trolly at an auction in San Francisco some 30 years ago and restored it to its glory.  It been the land ferry ever since.  Now get your gear on board we got to make a stop on the way back to pick up your Grandmother.  She is delivering a baby as we speak.  Mind the critter in the back seat.  One of my patient’s, sedated with a possible broken leg.  Found on the side of the road about 15 minutes back.  I will x-ray the leg when I get back to my clinic.  Now I suggest you don’t make any sudden loud noises, or you will find quills flying everywhere.  That Porcupine might be sedated, it still can hear.”  Grandpa Tom stated.

“Grandpa Tom, Porcupines do not eject their spines or commonly known as Quills.  You have to either touch them or they touch you in defense for the barbs to stab you and get stuck in your leg, foot or hand.  Once they are stuck they easily pull out of the Porcupine but not so easily out of your hand or leg as the barb catches in your skin.  Requires being cut out of you skin to remove them.”  Dev stated.

“Well, I guess they do teach you something in that fancy school your parents send you too.” Grandpa Tom said as he shooed the horses to move and turned the Trolly around back on the road heading back to where he came from to pick up Grandma Mary.  Fifteen minutes later, they came to large log cabin where Three boys ages 8 to 12 where playing outside in a side yard.  Grandma Mary was sitting on the long porch rocking in a porch swing talking to a small girl around the age of 6, maybe 7, it was hard to tell.

“Sally Mae, my ride is here, now you follow you mothers instructions and mine, and make sure that new sister of yours is taken care of.  She is a healthy baby so there shouldn’t be any trouble for the both of you.  Now remember the baby is too small and delicate for you or your brothers to pick up.  Not until at least 6 months at best.  You help your mother by getting things for her, she needs to rest in bed for at least 3 day better if it would be 5 days.  Your mother is not as young as she was when you came along.  In six weeks, you mother and father agreed, 5 children are enough, so I will be taking her into the city hospital to have that taken care of with a minor outpatient surgery so she can’t have any more babies.”

“Does that mean mama and daddy can make love and not have to worry about making a baby.”  Sally Mae stated.

“I do declare, parents these days are so progressive, when I was your age I believed in storks bringing babies into the house.  I never did catch that bird sneaking in when my younger brother was born, nor the sister after him.  You just mind your manner’s until you married Sally Mae, well until you know for sure your ready to be a mother, and the father is sticking around.  Now I must get going before Grandpa Tom decides to blow that air horn.  I have two grandson visiting for the summer I have not seen them in 2 years since we moved here and set up shop.”  Grandma Mary stepped off the porch and hollered at Grandpa Tom.  “Old man hold you horses I am coming.  Mister and Missy have more patience then you do.”  Grandma Mary stepped up into the Trolly.  “Now where are those grandson’s of mine.”  Grandma Mary looked and didn’t see the boys.  “You did pick them up Old man, or did some critter get your attention and you forgot all about them.”

“Dev and Mel on cue rose up behind the middle row of benches backsides and shouted.

“He did not forget us Grandma Mary, though he did pick up a critter on the way to us.  It has a hurt leg, maybe even broken.”  Both teens said in unison.

“Doesn’t surprise me, one bit.  I suppose it was a rattler he ran over with the Trolly.  I swear that man needs glasses.”  Grandma chided her husband.

“Dear snakes don’t have legs anymore, not since millions of years ago, and I didn’t run it over.  I ran over a Porcupine, and I was wearing my glasses, it’s you who needs glasses, if you can’t see I am wearing glasses since we were first dating.  Blind as a bat she is.”  Grandpa Tom, lovingly teased his wife since he first saw her on the University Campus 45 years ago.

“Old man I know you have a lot of free time on your hands as a semi-retire veterinarian.  But do you have to go shopping for new patients?  Now boys he didn’t try and convince you Porcupines can shoot their Quills at you like arrows hitting a target?”  Grandma Mary asked.

“He tried Grandma Mary, but Dev sent him straight on that fact.  Quoted word for word from the Animal Kingdom book he got for his 12th birthday from Grandpa Tom.” Mel said.

“Good for you Dev. Your Grandpa needs someone around here who is smarter then he is.  Shush old man, the boy’s need encouragement to speak up and say what knows and not just nod his head as if he knows what you are talking about.  You might have the local’s here believing you are some wildlife activist who traveled around the world saving endangered species with all your tales around the campfire.  Don’t go filling these boy’s head with all that nonsense.  It is my turn to tell them how I saved a whole native village from scurvy.  Then there was that time I delivered the village chief baby, the first to survive after his wife had two still births.  He was so grateful he didn’t even care it was a girl and not a boy.”  Grandma Mary said.

“Dear plenty of time for fairy tales later.  I am sure these boys are tired from that long journey by bus across several states, not counting the layovers and transfers.  Boys’s we don’t have a big place, but it has one large spare bedroom we have set up for you two.  I know you used to having you own rooms, and the comforts and privacy of those rooms.  Its large enough to have a small seating area, twins beds and a private bath.  Plenty of dresser space and wardrobes and room to spare.  If you can’t get along together, one of you will have to bunk outback in a tent, or I have a small room in the sanctuary clinic.”

“Small my foot old man, more like a privy on an airplane.  They will get along or they can have two tents outback in the sanctuary yard with the animals.  I am sure they won’t mind cuddling up with a few furry critters.”  Grandma Mary stated.

“Now dear, that would mean I wasted money on that new 65-inch TV, and that new gaming system.  All the teens in town would be disappointed if our grandsons can’t get to use it.”  Grandpa Tom said.

“Then they will just have to get along won’t they.  The Teens your Grandpa is talking about are ages 15 to 17.  The Twins girls are 15, and the Stile boys are 15, 16, and 17 or there abouts.  They are summer guest just like you.  You will get to meet them later tonight at the Zane Manor where the Twins are staying.  There is a little gathering to celebrate the Lady of the Manor’s 75 birthday.  She owns everything around here, some 10 square miles including the lagoon, trees and Zaneville, all the way to the coast.  Zaneville was once a logging camp some 100 years ago, and the Lagoon was just a lake back then with a manmade channel to the ocean to float logs for shipment.  Most the tree’s here are new sustainable growth in the west of the lagoon.  Rosie Zane leases cutting out on the West side of the lagoon, which is now shipped by truck out.  Every tree cut down is replaced by a new tree planted.  There is a limit of trees cut every year for the last 40 years since conservation was started by Rosie Zane.  Over the decades due to water surge and water erosion over a hundred years that manmade channel has expanded to 3 miles wide through the sand dunes on each side of that man made channel.  It is now Zane Lagoon not Zane Lake.  A sea wall channel on either side stabilizes that erosion.  The channel isn’t deep enough for ocean liners, but the center of the lagoon is very deep. Some say it is cauldron of a very old extinct volcano. Small yachts under 60 feet with a shallow draft are allowed or smaller to get through the channel.  The logging operations is west to north of the lagoon, and the summer campgrounds at the west pacific coastline side of the lagoon.  Along the West side of lagoon, are private rental short- and long-term lodges with docks on the lagoon.  Everything east of the lagoon are private leased long team residents, Zane Enterprises staff, or Retailers in Zaneville, who’s like Salley Mae’s father is the forestry warden here, for both the west commercial forest and the east forest which is old growth 50-100 + year old tree’s.  Zane port is where the Port master lives with his family and support staff.”  Grandma Mary explains the history of Zaneville and Zane Lagoon. 

“Well, it looks like we are here boys.”  Grandpa Tom explained.

“Wait a minute who was driving the horses, or rather leading them if you where sitting here with Grandma Mary, Grandpa Tom?”  Mel asked.

“Mister and Missy where Mel.  They have been doing it for the last 8 years, know the whole route around the lagoon.  Mister is ready for retirement and Missy is only 3 years old and now knows the route and commands.  When Mister retires, in two years a new stallion or mare will pair off with Missy.  Missy sister just fouled 8 months ago and by then be ready to team up with her.  The younger horses are trained on smaller rigs like Buggy’s and small work wagons.  Eventually they move up to the Trolly.  The Trolly serves the campground and private leased lodges on the west side and the East side.  The buggy’s are rented affairs with drivers for pleasure rides in the moonlight.  Aunt Rosie has a private buggy and horse she uses.  It has taken 50 years to build this place up as a destination place for all income levels from low to moderately wealthy, that is under 1 million income.  Aunt Rosie has some long-term leases in that high income level, and the campground trailer park has moderate income and the tent park low to moderate income.  The tree farm is only a small fraction of the income that comes in where the Zane fortune has a 100 years of investment earnings, and in the last 50 years the summer camping, and lodge rentals pays for itself most of the time.  The investment capital keeps the infrastructure updated like recent years windmill farms, Cell/Wi-Fi tower land leases bring money in.  The Cell provider covers more than 20 square miles providing services to 2,000 isolated homes.  Our 3 towers are linked to 7 others in that 20 square miles of the coast east and west.  Enough about the Zane family business, lets get you two settle into your room.  I have a Porcupine to x-ray before that sedative wares off.”

“Grandpa how did you inject a sedative without getting stuck with Quills.”  Dev asked.

“Very carefully Dev.”  Grandpa Tom said.

“What you grandfather is telling you he has dart guns, Rifle for long range shots for larger animals and a handgun for short range shots, smaller animals, and a blowgun a native gave him.  He keeps the blow gun in the Trolly for an occasion like this.  A selection of darts are color coded for strength and type of sedative.  I am sure he just walked up to the critter, nudged it with his boot to expose the tender belly and blew a dart into it.  The poor thing didn’t have a chance to run.”  Grandma Mary said.

“Don’t let your grandmother fool you, I have seen her jap a crying child with lighting speed before then kid could run.  She once took a man down by throwing the syringe like a dart at a dart board.  Got the poor fellow in the rump and when he reached around to swat his rump he injected the fast-acting sedative.  Your grandmother was standing at least 15 feet away.  I wouldn’t play darts with her boys, a bull’s eye every time.”

“Old man you don’t run fast enough, and with a rump that large hard to miss it.”

“Dear, I would have gotten away if I hadn’t swatted my rump.”

“Well, next year I will sneak up on you in your sleep to give you your annual flu shot.”

“I never sleep when there is a lioness on the prowl.”

“Dev, now I remember why I like our only grandparents.  They are so full of horse manure with their wild stories and teasing.  I would laugh if I didn’t know they were serious about their stories and real-life adventures.”  Mel said to his brother has they left the Trolly to into the lodge next to Doctor Mary’s medical clinic and Doctor Tom’s veterinarian clinic and sanctuary, to find their bedroom in the lodge.

“Mel, real or not, they are the only grandparents we have. Ma lost her mother giving birth to her and her father in his grief turned to the bottle and died a few years later.  Great Aunt Rosie Zane raised Mom and her two older sisters Linda, and Susan.  It is going to be strange to visit the Zane Manor and meet our Great Aunt Rosie.  She would be equivalent to being a grandparent to us being the last of her generation.  I am still trying to figure out the Zane family tree with all its many branches.   There is Ben Zane a cousin to Mom and her sisters, whose second wife was a Stiles, her late brother married to Mom’s sisters Linda. Stiles, another branch of the Zane family tree with an ancestor married to a Zane.  Then Grandma Mary’s, Smith family tree has an ancestor married to a Zane, so does Grandpa Cupp have an ancestor married to another Zane male. That is 4 Zanes intertwined into the Cupp, Stiles, and Smith family tree linked to 3 Zane sisters and a Zane male cousin today.  Does that make us first cousin to the Zane twins, and then the Stile boys, or cousins once removed?”  Dev asked.

“I would think once removed all around yet of the same generation all having a link to a Zane through 4 family trees all leading to our Great Aunt Rosie and cousins we never met.”  Mel said.

“Well, you know what they say as the world population grows the world gets smaller and eventually we will all be cousins to each other.”  Dev revealed.

“What a dreadful thought, Dev, that would mean by most laws we could never marry our cousin.  With no marriages, no children, no more population growth.”

“Maybe, no marriages by law, I don’t think it will stop the population from growing Mel.  There will always be the ‘Kissing Cousin Factor’ somewhere around.”

“Are we overpopulated yet Dev.”

“Nope, got at least a 150 more years or more to go Mel.”

“Oh, Fiddlesticks, I will be too dead by then to have any pucker left to kiss with.”

***
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“Jason, as usual you are late getting changed for the Party at the Zane Manor.  Mother will not be please you are still undecided what to wear.  She said casual, dress slacks and a short sleeve shirt, and your loafers.  Not those cut off shorts and that dirty t-shirt you put on this morning Bro.  And those sandals will not pass muster with mother either.” Tyson told his younger brother.

“Ty, my dress slacks are a more suited for high water.  I must have grown two inches since moving here 4 months ago.  Either that or this hot humidity here shrunk them.”  Jason told his brother.

“Don’t give me that bull Bro, you just don’t want to go, admit it.  Aunt Rosie is family, she raised our mother right here in Zaneville.  You really got to get over being shy meeting new people, and girls, there our cousin’s I am sure they are not going to jump you like some sex crazed kissing cousins.  And I know for a fact mother bought you a new pair of dress slacks, last week when she was in the city, waist 32, string bean length 38 up from 36.  Puts you officially in the Tall category, even for your age of 15 and half.  You make a great basketball player if you weren’t so clumsy, Bro.”

“That’s another thing Great Aunt Rosie has all those sculptures she created.  I am afraid I might knock one over just by looking out it Ty.”  Jason moaned.

“Then don’t look at them close your eyes when you walk by them.”  James said as he came into the Jason’s bedroom.

“James, don’t encourage him, even with one eye closed he will topple them all like Dominos.”  Ty laughed.

“That settles it I am not going.”  Jason said as he fell on his bed.

“Yes, you are if James and I have to strip you down, throw you in the shower and dress you afterwards.”  Ty threatened. 

“I already took a shower.”  Jason said..

“Good, we won’t have to see you skinny butt.”  James said.

“Yes, you will, I am not wearing any boxer’s, these are my swim shorts.” Jason said.

“Mother will murder you if she found out you went commando.  Just one look at our girl cousin’s and your junk will be hanging out in those swim shorts.  Never mind it will knock over the nearest sculpture.” James said with a smirk on his face.

“James, you will find a jock strap in the top drawer in my dresser.  You get it while I strip this Giraffe down.”  Ty said.

“Alright give me some dignity here, I’ll dress myself Ty, and wear the Jock strap so my junk does not knock over any of Great Aunt Rosies Sculpture’s.  Let alone get excited like you two do just at the mention of girls.  Not that you two have anything to brag about.”  Jason hit the target with that arrow.

‘Did you get the load of that crap about our junk James.  He thinks he is King Kong in that department, and we are just baby chimps.  Time we show him who is in charge here.”  Ty flexes his muscles.

“Neither of you two are, I am and why isn’t Jason dressed yet.”  The boys mother demanded as she walked in the bedroom.

“I was just going to dress him mother like I did when he was 3 years old after I threw him in the tub to bath him.”  Ty said.  

“He is a bit too old and too big even for you Ty.  Jason, you have 30 minutes no more than that to dress properly and where underwear, you are not going commando as usual.  Clocks a ticking, now you two, get out and let Jason have some privacy.”  Mrs. Linda Stiles-Tracy turned around and added as she left the room.  And no more talk about whose junk is bigger or smaller.

“How in the H, E, double LL does she do that, I swear she was outside in the front yard a moment ago.”  James said.

“I can spell too James Stiles -Tracy, that will be a Quarter for each letter in the cuss jar young man.”  Mrs. Linda Stiles-Tracy shouted from the second-floor hallway.

***
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“Sammy Zane, I think you need to tone it down a bit with the make-up, and that blouse is just to sheer, I can see the lace on your bra.  Great Aunt Rosie will have a fit with that short skirt your wearing. She said modest casual clothing not what you usually wear in school to show off you assets.  These are our boy cousins, not your usual jocks you hang out with who are only interested in one thing, well two things given what that bra is covering or not covering.”  Tammy told her twin.

“Our step-mother would have approved, so why should I dress any different, and I know there cousins we have never met.  Not a lot of Teen boys our age around here to show off my fashion sense.”  Sammy informed her twin.

“That is not fashions sense to give away your treasure and a map leading to them, and our Mother’s would object if she knew you dress modestly for her when she visits with her husband then change clothes after she leaves.  Dad would ground you for life.  Now change clothes, slacks or a longer skirt to the knee’s, and a blouse that doesn’t show off that lacey bra your wearing.  Blouse buttoned to the top button, better yet a school tie would make you look intelligent and not look like some bimbo looking for a good time.  Or so help me I will tell Dad the game you play before school, and after school as a quick-change artist Sammy Zane the school tease.”

“Your just jealousy you can’t pull off the look I can.  You really need to stop wearing baggy clothes and tighter blouses to show off you assets.  I wish I had those Double D’s you hide under lose blouses and those hips are to kill for.”  Sammy told her twin.

“Leave my Double D’s alone and my hips.  I got better things to do then fend of boys groping dirty paws all over them.  Those Double D’s are very comfortable In my lose sports bra’s not in lacey stiff cages with all that wire to make them look like Double D’s.  You could stop wearing those padded panties that give you a bigger hips.  You will give your future husband a frightful shock in the honeymoon bed where he will wonder where half of you went.  At least I won’t be a disappointment to my husband.”  Tammy pointed out. 

“Why do you have to be so cruel Tammy. I would be happy to have a figure like yours.”

“Well, at age 15 that figure is a curse, makes me look 21 and legal, some whore selling tricks on a corner with the clothes you wear Sammy.  The truth is you don’t need to look like you are selling tricks to get a boy to look at you.  You got a brain, just like me so why not use it to attract boys?  You don’t need to look like your easy for a good time.  Which I hope your not sis.  Oh, so help me I will have that talk with Dad.”  Tammy threatened.

“Tammy, In am not that easy.  I admit I am a tease, and it has more to do with fitting in with the right crowd at school.  Call it insecurity I suppose the way I dress for attention.  As for the right crowd, most are shallow debutants, family with money.  Not that we are poor church mice.  Maybe I dress the way I do in defiance of Mother.  These clothes are not exactly Gucci or Wang.  Secondhand shop to be honest.  Not like those 1,500-dollar rags Sara Jane brags about.  Heck, her closet could feed the homeless for decades the way she brags about the cost.  Her parents want her to dress like the rich snobs they are.  I dress to impress myself, not our family money.  Our stepmother was a rebellious teen the way she tells it.  Just following in her footsteps.  Not that she thinks I should be like her, or our father the successful civil rights lawyer.  If you really want to know, I tell Sara Jane, these clothes are Paris originals, that if she knew anything about Euro fashions she be wearing them also.  She is beginning to dress down herself.  Got her believing where I got them is an underground knock off store for 2/3 the price.  I even took her there myself got her to pick out a few outfits and had her give me cash and I would pay the bill.  She handed me a thousand in cash and the bill came to $100 dollars.  I put the $900 in the Feed Me Charity jar, and donated her outfit she came in with thinking she was getting a discount off her new outfits.  That was the week before summer break started.  She walked out believing they cost her a thousand dollars.  She will discover it’s a secondhand assignment shop not some underground knock off of Euro Fashions.  Those girlfriends if her will drop her faster than a hot potato.  Knock her down to mission row level it will.  I did my research, she is a fraud, her parents do okay, but not that okay for her to wear 1,500-dollar outfits.  Her Grandmother is dress maker, makes knock offs for her, and she knows the difference Tammy.”  Sammy related to her twin.

“Then were she get the $1,000 from Sammy?”  Tammy asked.

“She told me her father gave it to her for the asking.  It matters not where she got it. That is her responsibility if it wasn’t hers to have.  All that matters is she will have to face her crowd with some hard truths.  I never lied about the cost of my clothes.  Always said they were knock off’s as in reality the secondhand price, not fashion knock off’s.  Which, I like to wear, its me, so live with it.”

“Alright, I will keep my mouth shut for now, I always leave for school before you, so I guess I know nothing about your quick-change artist tricks.  We don’t have the same classes, so I know nothing.  Just back me up on that Sammy.  What about when school starts, won’t Sara Jane be after you for that stunt you pulled?”  Tammy, asked.

“Tammy we are not going back to that school.  I was to tell you later then sooner. Our father is taking a sabbatical from the law firm and traveling to do legal charity work across the US.  We are staying here in Zaneville for a year.  We will be going to a small school right here in Zaneville.  A public school, with less then 30 students from grade K-12, with our cousins the Stiles boys.  Four certified teachers will be teaching 15–18-year-olds, 12-14, 8-11, and k-10 groups.  Like a good old-fashioned country school of 80 years ago.  More on that later.”

“Why did they you tell me before I agreed to come here for the summer Sammy?”

“Would you have come if they I?”  Sammy said.

“That’s not the point sis. What ever happened to our family meetings, where we get a voice in serious matters.”  Tammy demanded.

“If you recall the last family meeting had you throwing a fit because you didn’t want to go to that private high school we just left.  As I recall you still hate it.  I was never that found of all those rich brats either, example Sarah Jane.  Anyways, the matter is settled, we are staying here as Aunt Rosie’s heirs remember.  All this will be ours eventually.  We will then be the rich brats for real.”  Sammy bragged.

“A lot of good that will do you Sammy with no Sara Jane and her crowd of rich brats to show off too now will it.  Might has well throw those slutty clothes away won’t need them to tease any boys, they will be all our cousins and not kissing cousins either.”  Tammy remined her twin.

“Fine I will change clothes to please you, if you find something less baggy then you are wearing from my closet, or I am wearing these.”  Sammy said.

Deal, if you don’t mind if I tell dad off when I call him for taking my civil rights away and he calls himself a civil rights lawyer.”  Tammy made clear to her twin.

“Deal, you might as well know, it was our stepmothers ideal to set Sara Jane up.  I hate these slutty clothes, well most of them.” 
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“Dear do you think we should tell our grandson’s now, or later after the party?” Grandpa Tom asked.

“Old man we have been married for 39 years, and I have been a pediatrician and family doctor for 39 years.  I learned you don’t wait until later.  You pull the Band-Aid off without warning, get it over with.  The outcome is still going to be the same now or later that the kid cries.  Except today it’s all hurtless Band-aids, sort of spoils the analogy.  Our grandson’s won’t cry, it’s not that kind of bad news.  They might be upset their parent’s didn’t have the guts to tell them before they came here, and I told Tom Jr. he was a coward.  Lets get it over with before Aunt Rosie spills the beans and make matters worse between our grandsons and us.  I suspect Sammy Zane has told her twin by now, and the rest we leave up to Aunt Rosie tonight.”  Grandma Mary said.

“Before or after they finish that battle game on the screen.  I am interested in who is going to come out with the most kill of alien’s, Melvin or Devlin.”  Grandpa Tom stated.

“My bet is on Mel, Old man.”

“Dear, I say Devlin, his dexterity and speed on the controls paddle would envy a brain surgeon.

“Old man when it comes to brain surgery, it a slow and steady hand or you are apt to cut the wrong nerve and blind the patient.”

“I say Dev wins.”  Demanded Grandpa Tom.

“Don’t underestimate youth old man, its Mel.”

“Okay, put your money where your mouth is dear.

“Five bucks says Mel score 5 kills over Dev.”

“Your on, double if Dev scores 6 kills, dear.

“Triple that if Mel scores 7 kills, old man.”  The two argued until the bet went down to a kill number one over the loser.

“What are you two arguing about?” Melvin asked as he entered the kitchen, Devlin right behind him.

“Your grandmother and I had a bet on who would get the most kills of alien’s, you or Devlin.  We settled at 1 kill or more over the loser, 100 bucks per kill.

“I won Grandpa Tom, 60 kills out of 100, that would mean 60 kills over Dev and Grandma owes you $6,000 bucks.”  Mel reported and added.  “Dev. usually beats me at 80 to 20.  I guess he is tired from all the traveling to get here.”

“Alright dear pay up, 6,000 shiny new one-dollar bills.”  Grandpa said.

“Sorry, old man I don’t exactly have 6,000 shiny new one-dollar bills on me.

“Then I will take a check dear.”

“Sorry, my bank account is overdrawn old man.  You will have to take 6,000 kisses, which brings the total up to 6 kisses at bedtime, 7 kisses in the morning for the next 20 years.  That 94,900 kisses and counting down or up depending on how often I lose a bet.  You owe me 3 cuddles a week, or 3,120 for the next 20 years and counting down or up on how often you lose a bet.  Or we pay the I.O.U on the bets in cash at any time.  That 95,000 dollars for me and 3,200 dollars for you with interest.  Or Kisses and the Cuddling stops Old man.”

“I am sure I can pay the 3,200 I.O.U by tomorrow dear.  Do you have 95,000 to pay yours losses off?”  Grandpa Tom asked.

“Now why would I want to pay off my bets, how else would I get you old man, to kiss me 13 times in a day.  Now would you give up the cuddling 3 times a week if you pay your losses off?”  Grandma Mary asked.

“Well, I was thinking with these teen boys here for a year, we might want to cut back on the cuddling part to save them the embarrassment of me chasing you around in your skippy negligée and me in my boxers dear.

“Well, we could visit the old cabin up north and go all-natural old man.”

“Hold on a minute here old man, I mean Grandpa Tom, what do you mean we will be here year-round?”  Mel and Dev both spoke up.

“Oops, I guess I let more out of the bag then our cuddling routine dear.”  Grandpa Tom said.

“Boys, it would appear your father didn’t want to tell you himself he asked us to do so.”  Grandma Mary started with and was interrupted.

“I knew it, our parents are getting a divorce, I told you Dev something was up.  The way they were acting in shipping us off here.”  Mel told his brother.

“Wait a minutes it not about a divorce or anything serious.  Your folks are going to take some time off from their practice and go to South America with a Medical Charity group for a year.”  Grandma Mary said.

“Then why not tell us themselves?”  Dev asked.

“They would have except they were under orders not to reveal that until you where here and we told you.”  Grandma Mary tried to explain.

“Dear I think its best you pull that band-Aid off and get it over with.  I never did like the secrecy about the whole affair.”  Grandpa Tom insisted.

“Your right Old man.  Now that they are the last to arrive here, there is no reason why they can’t know the truth.  Sit down boys, this is all about your Great Aunt Rosie and her last wishes before she dies.  Not any time soon, I assure you, fit as a fiddle.  She has come to decision as to who her heirs are going to me.  Well at least who gets want.  Of course, your mother Terri, her sisters Linda and Susan the nieces she raised, and her Second cousin Ben Zane will get a share of the estate. As the closet living relatives.  That leaves you two boys and the Stiles boys her grandnephews and the Zane twins her Third cousins.  She wants to have you all spend a year together as cousins and you get to know your Great Aunt and she know each of you.  Your likes, your dislikes, traits and personality so she can make a decision what to give you from her estate when she dies.  Not only is that family money, its land going back 100 plus years, but you Great Aunt in her hey day was a very talented and celebrate abstract Artist and Sculpture.  The personal pieces she still owns are worth a fortune.  And the rest is on exhibit in several major art museums around the world.  You 7 cousins are set to inherit a good sizeable fortune along with your mother and Aunts and second cousin.  This summer visit was all to get you here without you being aware of your prospects, and to keep that out of the media.  You will be going to school here in Zaneville this fall.  The twins and your parents, are going on working sabbaticals for a year.  Before they leave they will be shipping the rest of your clothes and personal items to you.  Your Great Aunt has been out of the limelight for many years now, and finds herself confined to a wheelchair, yet healthy.  All this secrecy was to keep the media away from Zaneville and her heirs unknown to that media.  Your Great Aunt will make an announcement tonight at her birthday party about the reason why she invited you here to stay a year.  Just act surprised along with the rest.  Even the Stiles brothers and their mother don’t know the real reason yet.  They have been here for four months now, your Aunt Linda works for me part time as my nurse and is her Aunts nurse, and care taker.  As for your Grandparents peccadilloes’ about their sex life, I guess we will have to curtail our territory and limit it to our bedroom.”  Grandma Mary said.

“Why, our parents don’t.  Now I know where they learned those peccadilloes from.  Dev and I tell them to go get a room at the motel or send us to a motel.  Really this is 2025, we see more nudity or innuendos on commercials these days.  And Dad give us that talk ages ago.”  Mel told his grandparents. 

“I guess dear it is either a Motel in the city, or the cabin in the woods, or the barns hayloft. 

“Not with my hay fever Old man.

***
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“Welcome to Zane Manor, I am Nurse Linda Stiles-Tracy, Aunt Rosie niece and currently her caretaker. These are my sons, Tyson 17. James 16 and Jason 15.  I believe it is very obvious these are the Zane twin’s Tammy and Sammy 15 my cousin Ben’s girls.  And these two, boy are my younger sister boys Melvin nearly 15, and Delvin Cupp nearly 16, Doctors Tom Senior and Mary Cupps grandsons.  Their parents are also Doctors.  What is amazing is that you are all cousins and for the first time are meeting each other and your Great Aunt Rosie Zane will be meeting you all for the first time.  Through the twins are staying at Zane Manor they have yet to met their great Aunt, nor have Melvin and Delvin meet her yet.  My sister Terri and her husband live on the East coast, and I until recently lived on the southern West coast with my boys.  The twins in the northern Midwest with their father.  For one reason or another neither families have been able to cross paths, which so often happens given geography and busy professional lives of being doctors, lawyers, and raising families.  Now don’t be alarmed if Aunt Rosie surprises you if she knows more about you then your parents, do.  Well not everything, she is a very determine and resourceful person, and your parents do get phone calls from her and her 21 questions about her 3rd cousins and grand nephews.  Oh at least what you parents know about their offsprings.  So don’t panic.  I must warn you Aunt Rosie may appear fail at 75 and in a wheelchair.  She is faking it most of time.  As her nurse she is very capable of walking if she chooses to walk, and I make sure she does.  She does when no one is watching, so if you hear anything about a ghostly figure walking the estate ground late at night or into town, that is our Aunt Rosie.  She likes to be busy body spying on her tenants.  She literally owns roughly 10 square miles around Zane Lagoon.  Used to be all virgin woods some 100 years ago and her great grandfather made his fortune in the lumber business and her father became a forest conservationist.  The West side of Zane Lagoon is new growth of 20 to 40 years old, while the East side is a mix of virgin growth of 200 plus years old to younger growth of 40 years old.  The East wood still bring in money from cutting every 10 years with every tree cut a new one is planted in its place.  It is now a small tree reserve.  Through wise investments since her grandfathers days, her fathers investments and Aunt Rosie fame as an abstract Artist and Sculpture the Zane family fortune is very sound.  The campgrounds, and, summer lodge leases, annual tree cutting, continue to manage to pay for themselves and management staff, stabilizing the family fortune.  In a few minutes Aunt Rosie will make her appearance without her chair, she promised me.  The rest of our birthday guest will arrive later after she has met you all.  Please call me Cousin Linda, or Aunt Linda, not you three I am still you mother.  Now enjoy the refreshments and get to know each other, I shall now go upstairs check in on Aunt Rosie.”  Linda stated.  

It was awkward at first between the cousins until Tammy approached Devlin.  “Did your parents pull that trick on you making you believe you and brother were only going to be staying the summer here, instead of you will be staying a whole year.  While our parents are going on sabbatical around the world.”

“I guess they pulled the same trick on you and your sister two.  Grandpa Tom spilled the beans just an hour ago to Melvin and me.”

“Sammy was delegated to tell me.  I was happy at first that that my father couldn’t have told me as well, Devlin.

“Call me Dev, Grandpa Tom told us our parents were not to tell us under Aunt Rosie orders. She would announce that news at the party.  We are supposed to act surprised when she does.  I guess our parents are taking a kind of working sabbatical in Africa as Doctors for a year.”  Devlin said.

“I suppose I can’t blame my twin under those circumstances.  Still, I promised her I would tell dad off for his deceit.

“Grandpa Tom said we should act surprised when Aunt Rose explains.” Devlin explained.

“I guess we better please the old lady if we are going to be stuck here for a whole year.”  Tammy said.

“I think respect would be a better approach then to just please her Tammy.  You father is after all one of her heirs and so is your cousins, which one of them is my mother.”  Devlin said.  Then walked away.

Sammy stepped up behind her twin and whispered in her ear.  “You might want to consider Dev is right, respect can go long way then just trying to please the old lady.  She might decide to rewrite her will and leave your name of the lists of heirs or our dads.  Be mad at our dad sis, not Great Aunt Rosie. She holds the purse strings in the Zane Family, rightly so that she knows who that money goes to when she dies.  Nothing personal, just practicality.  Best you don’t make it personal, or our father may disown you for meddling, if he loses his share, then you end up with nothing in the end.  Worse we all lose, and she gives it all to charity.”

“Do you really think our dad needs that money Sammy, nor our cousins parents need that money, well except for Aunt Linda, Aunt Susan does well enough as a Hollywood producer and writer.  Our father and the Cupps are very successful professionals.  Good solid financial foundation.”  Tammy whispered back.  

“Wake up girl, that’s new generational money.  The Zane family fortune is built on 4 generations of investments, Landownership, interest on very large savings account, and who knows how much Aunt Rosie’s art and sculptures are worth or will be worth after her death.  Our father might be very a successful Civil rights Attorney, he not anywhere near Aunt Rosie personal wealth.  Nor is being a doctor make you a multi-millionaire when you consider the cost of a practice with all that medical equipment, clinic, qualified medical support staff.  The Cupps get by, by a good deal of charity foundations work to keep taxes down.  So does dad.  Now Aunt Rosie isn’t in the top 500 Fortune list, nor the middle more like the lowest on the list.  That is still ten times higher than our dad, or the Cupp cousin folks or Aunt Susan.  If it was me, Aunt Linda could certainly use a double share of that inheritance and her sons.  We don’t need it to be truthful.  Well, it small portions just to satisfy legality, sis.”  Sammy pointed out.

“Where do you suddenly get so knowledgeable about the Zane family fortune Sammy?”  Tammy asked.

“Research on the world wide web.  Stock exchange, Zane Family background, Aunt Rosie career as an artist, the Zane Lagoon and Zane Lumber industry local history.  I am not just some dumb blonde in a wig who likes to dress in slutty clothes sis, to play tricks on Sarah Jane.  I have a brain like yours, only yours is more Tom boyish then me.  Except those Double D’s of yours defeats that image you’re a tom boy.  Even our male cousins can’t keep their eyes off them, and you call me a tease.  On the subject of Double D’s, where do you think you inherited them from? Great Aunt Rosie might just even at 75 surpass you.”  Sammy stated.

“You got to be kidding me, at 75 no wonder she can’t walk, gravity must have them at her knees.”  Tammy spoke a bit above a whisper.

“I am sure our cousins heard that Tammy, and Aunt Rosie.”  Sammy pointed at the entrance into the room.

“I sure did Tammy Zane, and what a curse they are, and it is not why in I am in a wheelchair either.  They should have invented Sports bra’s when I was 15 would have saved me all these back problems.  Now they only drop down to my navel not my knees.  What is so funny Nephews, God could have cursed you will a similar condition with those gonads between your legs.  You will be walking around with bowling balls between your legs.”  Aunt Rosie said without any shame.

“Now Aunt Rosie, you promised to keep a civil tongue about you.”  Linda admonished her Aunt.

“Oh really, Linda, I recall when you and your sisters where their age you didn’t mind my gutter talk.”  Aunt Rosie claimed.”

“As that may be, we didn’t know better growing up here in isolation in Zaneville.  You had a very civil tongue when outside Zane Manor and on your exhibit tours.  No reason you can’t show that better side of you.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Foothills
Of Zane






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





