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    To my Grandson Francis, the bravest little guy I know. If anyone can be a real life Super Hero he will be the one!

      

    



  	
        
            
            In a world often overshadowed by uncertainty and fear, the story of Francis Allen shines as a beacon of hope and courage. At just five years old, Francis embarks on a remarkable journey that not only ignites his extraordinary superpowers but also nurtures his innate capacity for bravery and compassion.
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Chapter One: The Strange Climb
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Francis was five years old the spring morning everything began to change.

The backyard stretched behind the house like a patchwork of green and gold, the grass still wet with dew and the oak tree rising like a giant at the very back. It was the kind of morning when the air was warm enough to promise summer, but cool enough that every breath created fog in the air.

Oliver and Rooney raced toward the tree as soon as they were out the door. It was their favorite battleground Oliver, already ten and certain he was the fastest, scrambled up the trunk of the big tree while Rooney, only two years younger, chased after him like a shadow determined not to be left behind. Their voices floated down through the branches, sharp with competition.

Francis raced across the lawn after them. His shoes pounding against the ground, his small legs pumping harder than they wanted to. He was too little to keep up, but he didn’t care. He liked being included in the fun with his brother and sister even though they sometimes ignored him in the middle of their games.

By the time he reached the oak, Oliver was already halfway up, laughing as he swung from a thick branch. Rooney was right behind, her blond hair flying as she scrambled higher, refusing to be beaten.

“Bet you can’t catch me!” Oliver shouted, his voice echoing down through the leaves.

“Bet I can!” Rooney shot back, climbing with quick determination.

Francis stood at the base of the tree, staring at them. The branches stretched far above, dark against the bright sky. He put a hand against the rough bark, feeling its grooves under his fingertips. To him, the tree looked impossibly tall, like it touched the clouds, the branches too far to reach.

He wanted to be part of the fun and before he even knew what he was doing, something strange happened.

One moment, Francis was staring up from the grass. The next, his hands were clutching a low branch, and his legs dangled a few feet off the ground. His heart raced. He blinked, confused. He didn’t remember climbing. He didn’t remember pulling himself up.

He only knew that suddenly, he was there.

Above him, Oliver shouted once again. Rooney, you’re too slow. I’m already at the top!”

“No fair, you started first!” Rooney shouted back, still focused on her climb.

Neither of them looked down. Neither of them noticed that Francis had somehow reached the bottom tree limbs.

Francis’s palms were sweaty against the bark. He wasn’t sure how he’d reached the branch, but he felt proud and at the same time afraid, mostly afraid. The ground below looked too far away, and his little arms began to ache.

He wanted to get down.

And then, as quickly as it began, it was over.

The next moment, Francis was standing in the grass again. He wobbled, steadying himself, his heart pounding like a drum. He looked down at his hands, they were scraped, but only faintly, as if the tree had barely touched him.

Above, Oliver laughed triumphantly. “Ha! Beat you again, Roo!”

Rooney’s groan carried through the branches. “No fair, you’re just older!”

Their argument continued, but when they finally looked down, Oliver froze.

“Wait a second...” he said slowly, squinting. “I thought I saw Francis holding onto the bottom branches?”

Francis tilted his head. “What do you mean?” His voice was small, uncertain.

“I thought I saw you hanging from the bottom branches” Oliver said, pointing. “And now you’re on the ground!”

Francis swallowed. His chest felt hot, as if he’d been caught doing something wrong. But what had he done? He didn’t even know.

Rooney slid down the trunk and landed with a soft thump beside her little brother. She glanced at Francis, then looking back at Oliver she said, “I was looking up the whole time, how could he have gotten in the tree, he can’t reach the branches.”

“I just wanted to play to,” Francis said.

Oliver rolled his eyes. “You’re weird Francis” Oliver said as he climbed down out of the tree

When Olivers feet hit the ground, he took off across the yard and Rooney scrambled after Oliver. Their shouts echoing once more through the leaves and just like that, the mystery was forgotten in the rush of another challenge.

Francis stayed behind, he couldn’t figure out what had just happened, how he’d been hanging from the branch without climbing, or why he’d ended up back on the ground without falling.

It was like a dream. Except it wasn’t.

He pressed his back against the oak and looked up at the swaying canopy, trying to make sense of it. His heart still racing, and a strange thought whispered in the back of his mind... Don’t tell.

That night, when his mother tucked him into bed, Francis almost said something. He almost told her how he’d been in the tree one second and on the ground the next. How it hadn’t felt normal.

But instead, he yawned and shook his head when she asked what he was thinking about.

The secret whatever it was would stay hidden for now.
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Chapter Two: Dinner Table Oddities
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Dinner at the Allen house was always a lively affair. The smells of roast chicken, mashed potatoes, and fresh bread filled the air, mingling with the sound of Oliver and Rooney arguing over who got to sit where. Mom moved between kitchen and table, humming softly as she placed the food on the table. Dad, after helping bring food to the table, leaned back in his chair happy to be with the family after a hard day of work.  He was looking forward to everyone sharing what their favorite part of their day was.

Francis sat at the table; his legs swung beneath him. He was trying to eat but his attention kept drifting to what happened that day. He was thinking about the oak tree again, about the strange way he’d ended up on the branch and back on the ground earlier that morning.

Francis stabbed at the vegetable, lost in trance like thought. Oliver leaned back in his chair and smirked. “You’ve been awfully quiet today, are you OK?” Francis shook his head. “No.”

“Hmm,” Oliver said, clearly unconvinced. “You’re acting... weird. Like you’re thinking about something big.”

Rooney, always quick to defend him, frowned at Oliver. “Leave him alone. Maybe he’s just... imagining things.”

Francis felt a strange tension in his chest. He wanted to say something, to explain what had happened in the backyard, but he didn’t know how. How could he describe something that didn’t seem real even to him?

Instead, he took another bite of mashed potatoes.

As the family talked and laughed, Francis noticed other little oddities around the table things that no one else seemed to notice. A glass of milk teetered on the edge of the table, rocking slightly. He blinked, and it stopped. The milk didn’t spill. His heart skipped a beat.

“Francis?” mom’s voice broke through his thoughts. “Are you even listening?”

“Yes, Mom!” he said quickly, eyes darting toward the glass, which now sat perfectly still. He smiled awkwardly and focused on his plate.

Oliver raised an eyebrow. “You’ve got that look again,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “Like you saw something no one else did.”

“I didn’t see anything,” Francis said, forcing a smile.

But even as he said it, he felt a little thrill of... power? He didn’t know the word for it. He just knew that somehow, the milk hadn’t fallen. Somehow, something had shifted. He didn’t understand it, and that was scary.

Rooney leaned forward, dropping her fork. “Hey, did anyone see that?” she whispered, glancing toward the table. “The glass looked like it was going to fall off the table but didn’t!”

Oliver rolled his eyes. “You’re imagining things again.”

“No, I swear!” Rooney said her voice a little louder this time. She touched the glass cautiously, as if it might jump or tip over if she got too close. “It didn’t move.”

Francis’s stomach did a little flip. He didn’t want them to notice. He didn’t want them to suspect. And yet, he couldn’t explain it. Not really.

Mom cleared her throat. “Everyone calm down. It’s just a glass. Maybe the table is uneven. No big deal.”

The conversation moved on, and the odd sensation in Francis’s chest slowly faded. But throughout the rest of dinner, he found himself noticing other small, strange things: the way a chair seemed slightly lighter when he touched it, the way a napkin fluttered in a breeze that didn’t exist, the odd tug in his chest whenever he reached for something across the table.
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