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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  Dedication




  For Barbara, my best friend who shared stories of wonder with me on the play ground. Thanks, Barb, this one’s for you.One For All




  One For All




  I fluffed the pillows on my bed and quickly straightened my ocean-blue down comforter. I walked across the hardwood floor and pulled back the white, lined curtains over my desk. The desk had been my grandmother’s and I took good care of it. I loved the feel of the smooth, glossy wood under my fingers.




  My room has light blue walls that match my eyes, white, lined curtains, and the ceiling and trim are white. Against the far wall there is a blue-and-white covered love seat with a cozy, cream-and-white fleece blanket. It really adds warmth and hominess; also, it is my favorite place to read.




  I smiled at a little ruby-throated hummingbird sitting on the feeder outside my window. It was beautiful, with its bright black eyes and long, slender beak, light green head, bright red, iridescent throat (the color spread down and across its chest), then bright green-blue shoulders and back, with a soft grey underbelly.




  The bird flitted away a few feet, looked at me, and then came back and sat at the feeder again. I stood there and watched for a few moments.




  I always felt happy when I saw them. They really lifted up my spirits, there was just something about them. They were fast and feisty. I had read that they were the bird that the Aztec warriors used as their totem. Not only were they fast, but also they were agile fighters who defended their territory with an incredible fierceness.




  I wasn’t sure if I should have a quick shower, dress, and then have breakfast like normal...my stomach growled loudly in the silence. Nope, I had to eat first.




  I could smell toast and coffee coming from the kitchen; I started to salivate.




  I grabbed my thick purple robe and slipped it over my rose-pink fleece nightgown. I finger-combed my shoulder-length blonde hair and tucked it behind my ears as I opened my glossy white bedroom door. I peeked out of my room to see if I was alone. I slowed before I reached the kitchen. I finished belting my robe, then entered.




  I already heard my parents talking and my younger brother Scott whining about his breakfast. Why were they talking so loudly? Scott had run out of his gross chocolaty cereal and had to eat something a little healthier. Poor baby.




  They all stopped talking and turned to look at me. I smiled first at Mom, a tall, slender, pretty woman, with dark blonde hair and a touch of makeup to subtly accent her large blue eyes and full lips. Next I saw Dad, or Professor Jacksen as his students called him, a gentle man of medium height, dark complexion, and warm brown eyes, who sat with his toast and coffee at the kitchen table near my brother Scott. Scott looked up at me from his cereal. He was eleven years old and looked like Dad, with his brown eyes and hair. They were all dressed and finishing off their breakfast.
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