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    To all my nieces and nephews, permanent or temporary, past, present, and future. Love you all so much!

 

 

Thanks to everyone at KDWC who read the story and helped me with the cover design, and special thanks to Danielle, who got me inspired to finish the story for my own starter prompt!

      

    


It all started as a way to keep the kids busy on a rainy Saturday afternoon. Charis and Matthew had finally quit fussing and fallen asleep, and I was desperate to keep them that way as long as possible. Unfortunately, the older six were running on an explosive mix of boredom, cousin fatigue, and an oatmeal-cookie sugar rush that made the question of picking a movie the equivalent of World War III.

I asked myself for the thirty-seventh time in the last two hours how on earth Sage had managed all eight kids for an entire week without losing her mind as my brilliant idea of drawing a title from a cup failed, with Lizzy bursting into tears and Philip storming out of the room and halfway up the stairs before I finally got hold of the tail of his shirt long enough to hiss a reminder about the sleeping toddlers. When I got back to the living room, Bree had just finished a victory dance that ended with a foot through Aidan and Jonah’s pillow fort, and Rachel was curled up on the recliner with her hands over her ears, kicking at any of the combatants who came within her reach.

“Enough!” The word came out louder than I’d meant it to, and I winced as I waited, but miraculously no answering cry came from upstairs. All the kids were silent for once in the hours since I’d gotten there—maybe they were starting to feel the weight of their misbehavior, or maybe they just weren’t used to Aunt Vannie raising her voice. “Never mind. We’re not watching a movie. We’re going to—” I glanced desperately around the room for inspiration, and my gaze caught the bag of craft supplies I had brought in the hope that I might be able to work on Sunday school crafts in the lull that was supposed to be naptime. “We are going to make—” I fished in the bag and pulled out a handful of construction paper. Paper chains sprang to mind, but that would require too much cooperation for the present state of things, so I switched to the next idea that presented itself. “Cards! We’re going to make cards.”
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