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We write and publish these stories only for you.
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The Girl Who Believed Tomorrow
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BY S. H. MARPEL AND J. R. Kruze

- - - -
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"YES, I KNOW. SYBIL just called about her niece missing, and Jenna called Brigitte about her errant grandchild.

So we're all briefed up now. And keeping an eye out for her."

A glow came in through the front door window, about the time a thump landed on that small front porch.

"Wait - let me call you back. I think I might have some news..."

I signed off through the green pendant transceiver hanging around my neck. And walked across the main room toward the door.

It swung open ahead of me. On its own.

There was a brown-haired smallish girl there who took a couple of short steps inside. Wearing an off-white muslin blouse and well-worn jeans. Sturdy socks and boots down below that. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail under a bluejeans ball cap on her head. Covered with a visible glow all over. Like a light bulb shining behind her.

She raised the bill of her cap with one hand and looked at me through deep gray eyes. "Hello, Grampa Joe. Mind if I come in?"

I had to smile. The phrase 'better to ask forgiveness than permission' ran thick in our family.

"You're more than welcome here, Olivia."

She wasn't surprised to hear her name. "I suppose the word of my escape has preceded me."

My smile widened. "'Worried sick' comes to mind."

Olivia shrugged. "Mind if I sit down?"

And then a chair scooted across to meet her outstretched hand, while that glow diminished - slightly...

I

AT LEAST I WASN'T LEANING on the table when Olivia shifted us to this molten-magma planet. My chair was still there, although she seems to like doing her “work” standing up.

The heat was intense, though.

“Hey, Grampa, look at this...” She made a volcano bloom and explode. Looked interesting, since having exploding gases do their thing when the atmosphere of the planet is all exploding gases, well that's a trick to watch.

“Pretty good, kid. And the point of us being here is...?”

Olivia looked over from her waving hands and frowned at me. “Just getting the hang of this stuff. Fire used to make me anxious.”

I nodded. “Like having some snakes around to get over your fear of them?”

She smiled back and then waved her hand toward the surface below us. That started building a molten arch that tried to leap out of the planet's gravity. Of course, it only ended up thinning out, collapsing on itself – that then fell back with splashing tidal waves.

The grin on her face widened out from ear to ear.

I sighed.

That got her attention.

“Bored, Grampa?”

“Slightly. I mean I enjoy being here with you, but is there a point to all this besides making magma pies?”

- - - -
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THE HEAT DISAPPEARED and now we were orbiting some yellow-dwarf sun, above and out of the atmosphere of a blue-green planet below us, very similar to Earth. The reflected light here was more natural, if still dark. But gave her face a more healthy color, somewhat.

Olivia now had her own bentwood caboose chair back, and sitting in it. “OK, I guess you've got a point. I did come to see you, to learn how to fix my skills.”

“Your skills look fine. By 'fix', do you mean squash or evaporate or disappear?”

Olivia nodded, serious now.

“OK, kiddo. Sure, you can do that if you want. But it looked like you were having fun there.”

“Sure, I love this stuff. But these things tend to upset people.”

“Like how?”

“Mom doesn't like to go to other exotic locations with me. And Dad would rather I fix things.”

“Well, you are good at fixing machinery, from what I hear.”

“Sure. That's a piece of cake. You just have to find out what it's supposed to do and then 'twitch' it.”

“Twitch?”

Olivia shrugged. “I just touch it. But mostly I don't have to. By the time I reach out physically, it's already changed.”

“Bet your Dad likes that.”

She nodded. “He's pretty amazed by it. And tells me not to 'twitch' anything he's working on.”

“Because?”

“He says it takes all the fun out of repairing something. I keep telling him it's a lot cleaner than what he does, and cheaper – since you don't have to buy parts that wear out. Mom doesn't mind, as I don't get grease or oil on my clothes like my brothers do.”

“None of the other kids can twitch?”

She shrugged and looked off at a comet going by. Well, Eggy is too young, and my older brothers are more interested in racing and girls, so they don't want to learn.”

I frowned.

Olivia explained. “Eggy is what I call the baby. Because he was bald for a long time. He's starting to crawl around now, and get into trouble, which means we have to look out for him and keep things out of reach.”

“So you're the only girl in the family?”

“I was the youngest for awhile, then Eggy came along. That makes me I'm a middle child now, I guess.“

“And your mother has to spend time with the baby, but your brothers aren't interested in dealing with a kid sister who's better than they are at fixing things.”

She nodded. “I like it when Aunt Sybil comes around. I think she brings me broken things just to watch me work my magic on them.”

“Does she call it magic?”

Another nod. “Sure. She's probably just teasing me. But we have some great fun together. Recently, she's been bringing me puzzles. Stuff that's only partly built. And I try to get it working. And sometimes I have to ask her what it's supposed to do. Usually she won't tell me. Or I just make it do something, which can turn out really funny.”

“Like what – some-thing's?”

A big grin showed up on her face. “Well, she brought some electronic gizmo and I made if fly and chirp like a bird. But she said it was some sort of thermo-sensitive switch that was supposed to be a motor control by telepathic thought-waves. Instead, it just looks and acts like a bird. Except it doesn't have wings. Sings good, though – what ever song I want. And when Mom is whistling a tune, it will fill in harmony, even full chords. So she sometimes has it baby-sit Eggy. Mom swears that it's teaching him to whistle bird tunes. But I don't think so. That kid's just smart, like all of us.”

“Too smart?”

She looked at me with a puzzled expression. “Not yet. Well, because only our family and some relatives see him. He hasn't run into the 'curse' yet.”

My own forehead wrinkled. “Who named it a 'curse'?”

“Oh, one of the normals at school. Friend of my oldest brother. He says that being too bright is a curse.”

“Because...?”

“Oh, I think he is girl-crazy, and thinks the one's he's interested in are going for the jocks instead.” She shook her head.

“Not the case, obviously.”

“Obviously, for sure. The guy is bright enough to keep up – mostly – but when my brothers start brainstorming about some gizmo improvement to their racers, you can see him sort of glaze over.”

“How do they handle that?”

- - - -
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WE WERE BACK IN THE main room of my small house. My coffee mug was on the table again, and still steaming. I could smell the mocha in it. My chair placed me within reach – and it was tempting to take another sip.

Olivia was still just inside the door, in that bentwood caboose chair we kept around for visitors – although we all liked it's curvy support.

She put one arm over the back of her chair, and crossed one jean-clad leg over to that side. “They're getting better at recognizing that look. I mean, we're in a 'gifted' school and there's all these talks we get about tolerance and understanding and 'walking a mile in their shoes”. All in addition to time-outs and demerits for teasing or practical jokes.”

“So 'gifted' means a lot of different things...”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “No Duh.”

It was then that I did reach for that cup to take another sip. And give her time to consider a fuller answer.

“That's obvious. Always has been. One of my friends said it was like 'there are stupids and there are really-stupids.'”

“I guess you two are in the non-stupid club?”

Olivia smiled with one corner of her face. “Well, sure – but the jury is still out about her.”

I chuckled. “Now we are getting closer to the problem.”

She frowned. That logic just hit her. She was her own problem. Again. As usual. And she had come here to solve her problem.

II

THE BARN LOFT WAS DUSTY, but not bad. The hay and straw had been removed, except for two, and the windows were latched open to let the air circulate. A little hot, but the roof wasn't that far away, and no big trees nearby – but any shade was better than being out in the direct sun. On a farm, you take shade where you can get it.

We each had our hay bales to sit on. I'd left my coffee mug on the table down inside that cabin-home Brigitte and I shared.

“Looks like you'll be staying with us for awhile. Hope you like home cooking.”

“Grandma's?”

“And mine. We trade off, depending on who has the bigger project to finish by when.”

“Meaning it's mostly steaks, hamburgers, and pancakes.”

I chuckled. “My cooking is a bit more varied than that. But for the most part, you're right. That doesn't mean you can't perfect your cookies – I've heard a lot about those.”

Olivia smiled. “Well, Aunt Hami has given me a few tips at times.”

“Like that whole summer vacation you took at her restaurant? Without asking?”

Another wry smile. “And where I also learned that a summer vacation in the desert means lots of iced tea. She showed me how to make ice out of dry air, too.”

“I recall it only took a couple of weeks to find you.”

“Because I swore Aunt Hami to secrecy.”

“Which your parents didn't appreciate.”

She shook her head. “You can't shame me with that. We both know that Hami let them know right away.”

I chuckled again. “No secrets among us savants.”

Olivia just looked at me with her open gray eyes.

“Did I say something – oh, 'savants'.”

“Yeah – you've never hardly ever said that before.”

I shook my head. Some old habit, I guess. From the days we used to be described as having 'syndromes' and so on. That was before the Autists fixed their quaint ideas about who's on which end of that scale of theirs.”

“We had a semester early on about the terms they used on our kind. So it's more that not only those words weren't used, but were almost forbidden – especially as a tease between us students.”

“Sorry if I alarmed you.”

“So why did you use that term now?”

I scratched at my grizzled chin. “Good question. Maybe to get you back to looking at your own abilities and your relatives as a bit different from everyone else's.”

“I already know they are different...”

“Sure, but you're here to learn how to deal with your particular ones, some that you think are either out of control – or you wish you could turn them off. And that is what we need to look at.”

- - - -
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I GOT UP AND WALKED over to the big open hay door that looked out to the east across the old barnyard and our small cabin-home. “Well, you'll get a nice view every day.”

“So I'm staying here?”

“It's great for the research you'll need to do. Just don't catch anything on fire or tease the 'inhabitants' too much. And if you want, we'll set up a cot for you in our little home's main room. I don't exactly have a spare room or much time to build one. Now you could go over to John's – he's usually got a spare cabin, depending on who's visiting...”

“Or, I can sleep up here.”

“If you don't mind the mice and owls skittering around. And the barn cats who want petting.”

“When they aren't mousing or keeping out of the way of the owls.”

“There's that.”

“Maybe just put that cot up here?”

“If you want. Or maybe one in both places, since some of the rain storms can be pretty unpredictable as to what gets wet and what stays dry.”

“Deal.”

“OK, Olivia, now that that's settled, what's first on your research list?”

“My research list?”

“Sure – you didn't think this was going to be some dull classroom set up with homework and grades?”

She frowned. “Actually, I didn't get that far. Grandma and Mom said you were good at teaching stuff. But they never said how you did it.”

“OK, take us to a classroom and I'll lay out some ground rules, then.”

III

ROWS OF DESKS INSIDE a pale green room, with tall, paned windows on the back wall. Blackboards on the front. And a teacher's rostrum between them and the first row of desks.

I wound up at that rostrum, while Olivia was seated right in front of me.

At least she left us dressed the same. She liked her muslin blouse over jeans. And I preferred my gray pocket t-shirt and dungarees. Comfortable shoes or boots, depending on what you needed to walk through that day. Soft socks, and soft everything you wanted to wear next to your skin.

“So, Olivia, you wanted me to teach you some things?”

Olivia had a notebook and pen appear into her hands. Then became studious and alert.

I found a stub of chalk in the tray below the board, along with an eraser.

“Well, OK, then.”

I wrote a one and a dot. “First, Life Thinks Itself.” Those words wrote themselves onto the blackboard right after I said them aloud.

Turning back to Olivia (so my words didn't need to be auto-inscribed on the board) “This you already know. It's how you make all this appear around you. All your visions. This particular phrase turns up over and over in various versions. Lots of people observed this and describe it so many ways.

Olivia nodded and wrote that three word phrase down.

I turned back to the board, and wrote a two with a dot. “Everything Is Connected.” And those words wrote themselves.

Again, I turned away. But this time, I put down the chalk. “And that's about it. From those two observations you can work everything out.”

When Olivia finished writing that down, she stopped. A shocked look gradually came across her face as I didn't say anything more.

I was looking around for my coffee mug, but that was more theatrics than anything else.

“Grampa Joe...”

I waited for her to figure out her question.

“Grampa Joe, is that it? There must be something else, something more.”

I shook my head, but smiled. “The rest you can figure out. Oh, well one piece of advice goes with that: Test Everything.”

Her shocked look didn't fade.

So I waited, leaning up against the blackboard.

After awhile, I picked up the eraser – and the words disappeared off the board.

Setting down the eraser in the tray I turned back to Olivia and found her with a frown.

So I waited, leaning back against the board.

That took a while to sink in. We had all the time in the world. So she sat there and I stood there. Well, until I got tired of standing and then I went over and sat at one of the desks next to her. At least I could still fold my long legs underneath one of these things.

Her frown lasted a while. Sorting things out for herself.

And that was the point.

- - - -
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AT LAST, SHE LOOKED up at me with a little lighter look. “Wow. That's going to keep me going for awhile.”

I just shrugged. “The rest is practice. Testing and practice.”

At that, Olivia changed the setting again.

- - - -
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PASTURE. GREEN, TALL grass. A partly sunny day, with tall and fluffy clouds playing hide and seek with the sunshine over head. We were in the shade of a tall oak, with a cooling breeze for us down here.

She'd gotten us both standing up this time. Considerate of her.

“Grampa Joe, so there's just those two things?”

I nodded. “Well, theres a lot more specifics, and you can spend a lifetime looking for different ways to apply them, but those are pretty much the core basics.”

“So I can see that this is how my visions affect others.”

“And how their reactions affect you back.”

“How about Evil and Good?”

“Answer me back your own question.”

“Evil tries to have the effect without the connection. Good sees that the connection always goes along with the thought.”

I nodded. “Nice having such a fast student.”

“But you're going to make me answer my own questions after this?”

“Now you're catching on. Class is over. Time for recess.” I grinned at her.

She grinned back. “Cookie time!”

- - - -

[image: ]


HAMI'S SALOON-TURNED-restaurant seemed to never change. As I followed Olivia through the front door, Hami rounded the end of the long wood bar with a tray in her hands. Like always. Somehow knowing when she was going to have guests.

We all met at one of her round tables in the center of the long room.

Hami set down her tray and hugged Olivia and then me.

We both sat into one of her matching bentwood caboose chairs while she took another. Olivia got small plates and tumblers for each of us and then passed the cookie plate around. She gestured and the tumblers all filled with iced tea.

Hami smiled, pleased at Olivia's progress. “Toll house – still your favorite?”

Olivia just nodded, her cookie keeping her mouth full with munching.

“Thanks for having us, Hami.”

“Well, thanks for visiting, Joe. You don't seem to get around here much.”

“Brigitte keeps busy and that keeps me busy. But I do keep track of things.”

Hami put a play frown on her face, which didn't last long. “That doesn't mean you shouldn't come in person to catch up on things.”

I shrugged. “Right as usual. Guilty as charged.”

Olivia, finished with her cookie, closed her eyes to concentrate.

With no flash or announcement, Brigitte showed up sitting at the fourth place at that round table. Her hands had been typing something. When she looked up from where her computer monitor used to be and saw Olivia's smiling face, she grinned back. Then Brigitte saw me and Hami. And the grin got wider.

“I should have known this was going to happen. Well, I guess I did, but I was busy with that report.” Brigitte leaned back and beamed at all three of us. “Well, what's the occasion? Oh – let me guess. Our student has just graduated...”

Olivia nodded. And had the last plate with a scoop of cookies show up in front of Brigitte, along with a tumbler that filled itself with tea.

And as if a second thought, napkins flew into place by each of the plates.

Smiles all around as we munched and enjoyed the afternoon break.

- - - -
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“ACTUALLY, OLIVIA STILL has some testing to do, so maybe she's on post-graduate work now.” I was answering Brigitte but looking sideways at my granddaughter.

Brigitte joined in the tease. “Some things never quit. And some things keep getting better and better. These cookies, for instance. Hami, I don't know how you keep improving your desserts. Every time I visit, I find the food is the best I've ever eaten.”

Hami smiled in return. “Lots and lots of practice does it. But that goes along with everything you do. The more you do, the better you get at it, as long as you keep working to get better at it.”

And her smile was focused on Olivia by the time she finished.

“Speaking of which, I've got a kitchen full of pots and dishes to clean, and someone is sending another 'special order' my way, so...”

She rose and placed the cookie plate and the iced-tea pitcher into the center of the table, taking that tray along with her own empty plate and tumbler with her as she turned back to her kitchen – leaving us all with her smile.

Brigitte was next to excuse herself. “Olivia, thanks for the delightful break. But I do need to get back to what I was doing – so if you don't mind... Oh, and I've got a special dessert cooking, so if the two of you could keep your time sense tuned, I'd appreciate it.”

Like the Cheshire Cat, her smile seemed to linger a little after Brigitte disappeared – but I always liked the shape of her lips, so maybe that was just me.

Then I turned back to Olivia. “What do you want to practice on next? Oh – I've got it: what you fear most!”

And the look on Olivia's face went from delight to near terror in an instant.

IV

THE BARN LOFT WAS A comfortable, safe place to be when you wanted to examine your worst fears.

Standing this time. We'd left suddenly and I still had a cookie in my hand. So I split it and gave half to Olivia.

That calmed her face a bit, though she only nodded her thanks through that worried expression.

I chewed my own in quiet, while waiting for her next question.

That didn't take long.

“Why my worst fear? Shouldn't we work up to it bit-by-bit?”

I shrugged. “Well, look at it my way. You're already pretty good at all your visions. But if I just let you go and get into trouble by yourself, then that's not me being very responsible, is it? Kinda like 'Sorcerer's Apprentice' but in this case, you're the one at risk – not some cartoon up on a big screen.”

She nodded. “Well if you put it that way...” and swallowed – like getting ready to do the worst thing possible next.

“Hold on there, we can talk it over a bit first.”

Her shoulders lost their tenseness and the worry lines on her forehead eased a bit.

I gestured toward the two hay bales, and we both sat.

“Now, tell me why did you want to 'fix' your skills – and what you were saying then was what? To make them 'disappear' or something.”

Olivia shrugged. “Well, maybe then. Now, I'm not so sure. Why did you disappear your own talents?”

I gave her a wry smile. “Well, I guess I deserve that. When Brigitte found me, I looked and acted to her like some rural rube. But she quickly found out that such wasn't the case.”

“You were hiding out?”

I shook my head. “No, it wasn't that at all. I was just tired of being arrogant, and being out here in these pastures helped my find peace with myself.”

“I can't imagine you being arrogant at all.”

I chuckled. “Well, I was. And all that problem was just not knowing myself as well as I needed. Some time out here helped me balance everything out. Then Sybil found me and then your Grandma, and then your mom met Sybil's brother and you found them.”
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