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Author's Note

HIS FUN TALE WAS supposed to be a short story.
But, then the characters decided it ought to
be longer. So here's a littl sample of the book.

There is child dialect in this story because many
little kids do not talk like English professors. Each
child has his or her own way of speaking. Some-
times they get it right and sometimes they don't.
Sometimes they mix their baby talk with correct
speech because they're learning. Some have a lisp.
[ find it adds to the humor and to the character of
the story. Which is why I never apologize for using
it. I just like to let readers know it’s in here.

Ah, and yes, all of Reyia's family have names that
start with R. Sorry about that . . . it's her father's
fault!

Please enjoy!

Anita M Shaw



CHAPTER ONE
Monday

66 L 00K, ROYCE, THE ONLY reason your brother

shows up here is to insult you! He brags
about his construction business like he’s soo00
much better at it than you are, and mooches break-
fast! 7ell him offf 1 mean, my goodness, but build-
ings need a good roof as much as anything! What’s
he thinking? And, by the way, I'm tired of him
showing up almost every morning for breakfast!
Doesn’t your mother feed him?”

“Ryshonna, don’t start! And so what if he wants
a good breakfast? Not like he’s married, you know.
Maybe he wants to give Ma a break!”

“Give Ma a break? He /ives with your parents,
Royce! There's just the three of them! I have four
kids to see off to school and a husband to get off to
work! Where’s 72y break? Not that I've ever felt |
needed one—too often anyway! Come on, Royce!
Just because he’s your older brother doesn’t mean
we should have to put up with his—"



“Man, Reymund a/ways gets the bathroom
first!” Rodney, one of my older brothers,
slouched into the kitchen, interrupting the ar-
gument brewing between my parents. Scowling,
he flopped into a chair across from me. “Thinks
because he’s the oldest, and the girls all go ga-ga
over his red curls, he has exclusive rights to it!
He fusses longer than you do, Reyia!”

“I'll roust him out if he isn’t down in ten min-
utes,” promised Mom, filling his plate with pan-
cakes and sausages. “Jealous, are we?”

“Are you kidding? I'm glad I'm dark like Dad
. .. no offense, Mom! You look great with red
curly hair! It doesn’t matter to me the girls chase
him more. I just want the bathroom!” Poking his
sausages, he glanced at me. “Get your turn yet,
ReyRey?”

[ ran my fingers through my own red curls.
“Does it look like I've gotten my turn yet?”

Rodney peered at me. “Nope. Guess not!” Pop-
ping a sausage into his mouth, he waved his fork
at Mom and Dad. “Go on with your fight!”

Dad, who had tilted his lean frame back in
his chair to signal Mom for seconds, frowned.
“There’s no fight! And you can use the down-
stairs bathroom, you know.”



“All our stuff is in the upstairs bathroom, thanks
so much!”

Mom plopped Dad’s refilled plate in front of him.
“Back to our discussion!” Hand on a hip, she thrust
out her chin obstinately. “Isn’t it funny how you can
tell him off in practice to me, but when you have
the chance to really do it, do you? No! Seriously,
I'm sick of him treating me like I'm his personal
cook and waitress!”

Dad hunched a shoulder, drawing in a long
steadying breath. “It’s no big deal, Ryshonna.”

Mom gaped. “No big deal! Royce, | swear—"

All this use of their proper names instead of the
usual Babe and Hon got to me. Hoping to defuse
the tension, I broke in to get confirmation of trans-
portation matters. “Mom, don’t forget we have—"

She cut me off. “Yes, Reyia, | know you three
need a ride to the stable after school. Yes, I will
be there! Yes, I will truck the horses to the show
Saturday! Haven't I said so? Although, I shouldn’t
have to say so since I've entered it myself!”

“Just checking! Jeepers, if Uncle Willis is going to
make you act like this, let’s just disown him!”

Dad’s stare could’ve chilled my milk. “Would you
care to stay home from the show Saturday?”

“Well, Royce, Willis is an arrogant jackass . . . and
you're a spineless jellyfish!”



“Whooooaaaaa!” chorused Rodney and me.
Mom never said things like that. In front of us at
any rate.

Four-year-old Ryleigh didn’t look up from her
food. “Uh-oh, Momma in chouble!”

Reymund, perfectly groomed now, halted
abruptly in the doorway, his silly Mom-1-NEED-
Your-Car-1onight grin frozen on his face. Glancing
at Dad, I was amazed to discover that, instead of
wrath, he was staring at Mom with considerable
amused resentment. Mom stood there beside him,
one hand on the table, the other on her hip, her
blue-green eyes alight with defiance.

“How come ... Well, ske can’t...” Rodney
sputtered, emotions riled. “Hey! If one of us said
that, we’d be banished to our room for a week!”

“You just threatened to ground 7z2¢ from the show
for saying we should disown him. It isn’t fair! Why
can s/e be disrespectful? Twice!”

“She’s setting us a bad example, Dad,” declared
Reymund. “Send her to her room! For a month if
not for life!”

“Oh, give me a break! A month!”

“They’re right, Ryshonna!” Dad informed her. “I
wouldn tlet them get away with that! I wouldn’t say
grounded for a month, but yeah, a week. Wives're
supposed to stick by their husbands, aren’t they?



Be supportive? You'd want that from me, right?
Apologize—or else . . .! What if I called your
sister a gossiping busybody and you a—"

“Me, a what? I've put her in her place so of-
ten, there’s no counting it! You can’t do it once!
But [ wouldn’t be grounding you for saying any-
thing about Cassandra—and you 4ave said plen-
ty! Cassandra is a gossiping busybody! It’'s why
the rest of us call her Motor Mouth after all!”

“Well,” said Dad, laying down his fork and giv-
ing her The Look. “Be that as it may, [ am sending
you! Unless of course, you'd care to apologize?”

“Pol’gize, Momma! Quick!” Ryleigh glanced
up now, concern in her blue-green eyes. “You
d’'wanna be in your room alla days! Who dunna
take care of us?”

At that inquiry, Mom’s indignation suddenly
melted. “All right then, fine!” She sounded like
a little kid . . . like me, in fact. “You know every-
thing I've said is true! But, hey ... I can certainly
live without having to cook, clean, or chase after
kids for a while!” Her look and tone included
Dad.

Out she went, shouldering Reymund aside.
“Oh yes,” she called back tartly from the top of
the stairs. “My car, my truck, and their keys are
grounded with me!”



The horrified look on Reymund’s face cracked
me up. “/Vo! Mom, you carn?! I've a date tonight
with Delora!” He rounded on Dad when the sound
of the bedroom door firmly closing cut him off.
“How long is she grounded? Just till tonight? A few
hours? Five minutes?”

Dad shrugged. “Weren’t you all in agreement
with this? A week if any of you'd said that? What’s
the condition for getting off earlier if this was one
of you? Huh? Gotta have an apology—an honest to
goodness sincere apology. I don’t see that happen-
ing for awhile, do you? Get ready for school. You've
about twenty minutes.”

“But Dad! I need a car! Can I use yours? Just this
once?”

Dad’s eyes held a mocking light in them. “Not a
chance, Rey! Get a job that pays!” He left the table,
and a few minutes later, left the house. Didn’t even
go up to say, “I love you, Babe! See you later!” to
Mom.

This was serious.

Reymund declared his date with Delora
doomed, slumped dejectedly into his seat at the
table, ignoring his breakfast. Rodney teased him
mercilessly. Me, I ran upstairs to reason with Mom.
Ryleigh followed me up.

“All you have to do is apologize,” I pleaded.



“Yeah, ‘pol’gize, Momma! Jus’ say, I sorry, Honey.
[ won’t eber say it 'gain!” She leaned on Mom'’s
knees, staring up at her with a wide repentant gaze.
So darn cute!

Mom couldn’t help but smile. But it didn’t change
anything. “I can’t, Ryleigh. Not this time.”

“Mom, how are we getting to the stable after
school? How can we go to the show if you don’t?”

“Reyia, how do things go when you're the one
confined to your room?”

“Mo-om! I'm just a kid! And besides, I apolo-
gize—"

“I a kid, too, huh, Mom!”

“Yes, you are! Reyia, it’s too bad about the incon-
veniences to you kids, but you did back your father
in this—and I will not apologize! I've listened to
Willis once too often put your father down. Insin-
uate that he hasn’t the brains to run a lemonade
stand, never mind make a go of a rea/ business.
Say things like he shouldn't have had kids . . .
can’t take care of us if he can’t keep a job . ..
So stupid when he knows your father’s done roofs
for Fred Thomas’ company for years! Not his fault
Fred took his business south! But he goes back
to his Mommy and his Daddy, and tells them that
stuff—and they believe it! Ooh, when he uses that
smug tone, I'd like to drive a . ..” She broke off



abruptly, the grim intent fading off. “I won’t finish
that. You'll mention it to him, and I wi// be here for
life! Not that I don’t have something with which to
occupy my time!”

She made an expansive gesture toward a cou-
ple of easels set up on her side of the big room,
some paintings and drawings leaning against the
wall. She had several portraits and some land-
scapes commissioned that were in various stages of
completion. Which her clients wanted—Iast week.
Plus, we needed the money.

There’d been a dry spell where Dad couldn’t
find clients. Which was where Uncle Willis drew
his unfair conclusions that his little brother was a
failure. Didn’t seem to matter to him that Dad had
finally found people offering him jobs. Things had
begun to look up for him and for us. You'd think
he’d’ve been happy for us. For Dad—who’d started
his roofing business after Mr. Thomas moved to
Florida six months ago.

But no . . . he just kept mocking him anyway.
Mocking all of us for all the things we did that he
felt were a waste of time—Mom’s art, our love of
horses, Reymund’s job at Ma and Pa’s Grocery. ..
Dad’s new business . . . This was the first time I'd
heard that Uncle Willis felt Dad shouldn't have had
kids.



Her expression softened, and she cupped my
face in her hand. “I'm sorry, Reyia. I just don’t
feel I'm the one who needs to apologize.”

“Well, you don’t have to for everything! Just for
calling Dad a spineless jellyfish! Wasn’t that a bit
of an exaggeration . . . and, you know . . . kind of
... disrespectful?”

“Yeah, Momma. It not nice o’ you!” echoed
Ryleigh, shaking her redhead sadly. Oh, so darn
cute! Not even sure she knew what a jellyfish was.

Just was something icky about being the daugh-
ter of a spineless jellyfish. Something uncertain
about knowing your mother felt that way about
your father—her husband.

Since she did feel that way, and he hadn’t come
up to give her his customary hug and kiss before
he left for whose ever roof he was working on
today, I was experiencing a good deal of uncer-
tainty. For [ hadn’t a clue about how to deal with
the feelings this issue between my parents was
conjuring up in me. And I wanted to do some-
thing about both my feelings and their dilemma.
But what?

“Reyia! Ryleigh! Bus!”

“Oh, great!” I kissed Mom swiftly and flew to
retrieve my backpack from my room. With my little
sister in tow, I made the bus just as the driver was
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reaching to close the doors. This guy waited for no
one, not even a cute little kid like Ryleigh.

Was a perfectly lousy day. Had to borrow a brush
to fix my hair. Forgot I'd needed paper and some
new pens . . . and my math book must’ve been still
under my bed where I'd tossed it last night, because
it wasn’t in my backpack. Couldn’t concentrate on
much of anything with my mind occupied with my
parents’ argument this morning. Such a relief when
the bell rang at the end of the last class of the day.

You would have thought we could’ve found a
ride to DreamWynd Equestrian Center since there
were a few kids in our school who also boarded
horses there. Some of them were in our riding
club.

Since our club was made up of kids of all ages
though, we wouldn’t be able to connect with any
of them until we were out of the building. So we
dashed out to see if we could catch someone. We'd
have to find someone willing to take the time to
pick Ryleigh up from her school across the street.
Fight those lines.

Kids rushed here, there, and everywhere trying
to get to their bus or other ride. We saw Todd
Tedmond heading for his mom’s car, but by the
time we got to that spot, she’d pulled away from the
curb, cruised past the buses and out of the school
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driveway. So it went with the other kids in our club.
We just weren'’t in the right place at the right time.

Reymund, with problems of his own—Delora
apparently having dumped him already for lack of
wheels—didn’t want to hear about ours. He, how-
ever, did find someone to drop him off at Ma and
Pa’s which was considerably closer to the school
than the stables were.

Well, if all she cared about was the car, she wasn’t
worth anything herself anyway. I liked his other
friend, Andie, better anyhow, and felt he should
date her. She wasn’t quite as gorgeous as Delora,
but she was cute and a w#hole lot nicer! 1 say friend,
because, while he liked her, he’s never considered
her more than that.

Just then, though, I didn’t care about his troubles.
It was a long walk, and we had Ryleigh. She wait-
ed for us in front of the school with her teacher,
Mrs. Smith. Assuring us she could walk forever, we
started hiking it to DreamWynd.

It was rather a warm, early June afternoon and
about halfway to our destination, Ryleigh and I
simply collapsed in the grass beside the road and
declared ourselves dead. We were so-0-o thirsty.

“Come on, guys. There’s water at DreamWynd.
And, at least someone there will probably bring us
home. Get up! It’s not much further!”
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“It’s miles and miles,” I exaggerated. “I feel like
we're in the middle of a—"

A red and black pickup truck approached,
slowed, and stopped. Uncle Willis. Thought he’d
still be working.

He surveyed us with that irritating smile of
tolerant amusement as if we were three years
old, and he observed lazily, “Hoofing it, huh?
How come? Your momma forget you today?”

“No she didn’t forget us!” Rodney retorted.
“She’s been grounded—"

“Yeah, her’s drounded!”

“By her clients,” I hurriedly interrupted, getting
to my feet. I'd club Rodney later in private.
Ryleigh was just a little parrot. “They want their
paintings.”

He regarded me with that annoying mockery
as if he didn’t believe a word of it. Turned out he
doubted something else too. “I'm sure they do!
A regular Michaela-Angelina she is, isn’t she?”

“Better!” 1 answered defensively, glaring at
him. Wow, [ was seeing him through my mother’s
eyes at that moment. Weird. And I was under-
standing her feelings. Weirder.

He grinned unperturbed. “Get in. I'll take you
to your steeds. What're their names? Trigger?
Champ? Scout?”
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“Yeah, right” I didn’t bother to enlighten him.
He wasn’t a lover of horses any more than Dad
was, so where’s the point? In any case, a ride
the rest of the way to the stable was entirely
welcome. Even from Uncle Willis. He dropped
us off at the end of the long white stone driveway
of the center and went on his way.

Jeepers, couldn’t he have taken a couple min-
utes more and brought us the w/ole way to the
barns?

Rodney hoisted Ryleigh upon his shoulders.
“Just walk, ReyRey. Just walk. We'd still be way
back there if he hadn’t come along.”

True. Butstill . . .

My practice session went much better than my
day at school had. Hard to believe. I was sure my
concentration would be about nil.

My uniquely marked red and white Paint,
Jester, was in top form and I was right in sync
with him. Most of us rode Western, but we also
practiced some of the the things that required
English tack. This show Saturday had a Western
theme, so we were all tacked up accordingly.

“Nice work, Reyia! Just keep those heels down.
You've got nice steady hands. Okay, people, canter
and show me some flying changes of lead!” called
Storm Van Kirk, our tall, auburn haired instructor.
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“Spread out, people! You've got the space! Hey,
hey, Ryleigh! You're doing it! Very nice!”

Yes, Ryleigh rode her cream colored Welsh
pony, KryssaGuen, like a little pro. She and a cou-
ple of the other younger riders were way past the
walk-trot stages most kids their age would be in at
the show. For such a little squirt, she performed
with confidence and poise even at a canter.

After that, we practiced the obstacle course
which Jester could probably have done with his
eyes closed. Each show could feature different
obstacles to challenge riders.

Storm tried to have a good variety so we
wouldn’t be taken off guard the day of the event.
Or, more likely, so our horses wouldn’t be. Some,
like Jester, would ace the course no matter what
new thing was there. Others, not so much. Any-
thing to do with water, for instance, or crossing
a bridge. If we had to drag a bag of empty soda
cans or whatever. Some horses spooked at those
things.

Like Nanci Jo Kester’s mount, Hopeful Chal-
lenge—a horse that actually belonged to the sta-
ble. This horse pretty much refused to do any-
thing except step over the cavalletti poles. Most
of us called her Hopeless because if she didn't
want to do something, she wouldn’t.
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Which is often a trait of a stable horse since
they were, much of the time, ridden by people
who hadn't a clue how to control a horse. Some
were lucky to even stay in the saddle! Many had
never ridden before in their lives, or only when
they came occasionally to enjoy an hour or two on
one of the trails.

Nanci Jo wanted to buy Hopeless because she’s
a flashy Palomino. Built well, with a long, flowing,
white mane and tail. So going by looks, I could see
why she wanted her. But Nanci Jo hadn't a clue of
how to make Hopeless mind any more than one of
those occasional trail riders did. Seemed like she
was as hopeless as Hopeless! Some of us wondered
why Storm let her join the club. But, then, she'd
allowed Ryleigh and other little ones to join, so it
wasn't up to us.

Storm, seeing how our teasing was affecting Nan-
ci Jo, told us if we couldn’t call Hopeless, Hopefit/,
at least refer to her as Hope.

“Because there is always that for her!” she said.
“And we need to show empathy and sportsman-
ship to our members and others. Nanci Jo doesn’t
need to keep hearing your snide comments every
time she takes her turn. Yes, she needs to learn to
control Hope. But I don't want to hear you people
constantly putting her or Hope down. Clear?”
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“Hope! More hope for all the little ones and
their ponies,” uttered Rodney. “Nanci doesn’t
make her do anything she doesn’t want to do.”

Nanci Jo, sitting close by, slapped Rodney with
the ends of her reins. “/ #ry!”

“All right!” Storm broke in. “No, Nanci Jo, you
don’t. Not hard enough. She would do this whole
course if you stopped letting her get away with
things. If you actually expected her to do it. She's
not your boss! I'm not willing to sell you that
horse until you show me you can control her
better than you have been! And don't think you
can go asking Nick or Anetra to sell her to you!
Trust me, they'll be coming to me to find out if
it's a good idea!”

Todd Tedmond scoffed, saying, “Hopeless is
never going to be anything but a stable nag! Can
you really train her to be a show horse? Even for
local ones? Not seeing it, Storm! Sorry!”

“Yes, it can be done. If she puts in the effort to
do it! And again, I don’t want to hear that sort
of talk. Unless you don’t want to be a part of the
club anymore.”

Everyone decided they wanted to stay in the
club, so that ended the snide remarks—for then,
anyway. Because Hopeless continued to get her
way with Nanci Jo.
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So, finally, Storm told her to dismount. Taking
the reins from her, she vaulted upon Hopeless’
back and took her flawlessly around the course.
Flawlessly. As well as Jester had done even. We
were amazed.

“Wow!” breathed Rodney. “It's Nanci who’s
hopeless!”

“Yeah, we're not saying things like that either,
Rodney!” Storm dismounted next to him. “We're
going to be encouraging to one another. No more
tearing down here! You understand? Does every-
one understand that? We are a team! If you can’t
feel you can be a part of the team, leave the arena
now.”

No one did.

Todd pointed out, “Yeah, but you're way more
experienced than any of us, Storm. Not a surprise,
really, that you can make her mind.”

Storm then looked at me. “Reyia . . .” And she
held Hope’s reins out to me.

At once, I slid off Jester, mounted Hope and
urged her forward. She tried to play her tricks on
me, attempting to bypass obstacles or turn and
come back to the group. She got my firm cor-
rection each time, showing her she wasn’t getting
away with it. So finally, she straightened out and
took the course in stride. Storm had me take her
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around one more time, and this time she gave me
no trouble. Another flawless performance.

Each of us in turn took Hope around the are-
na’s obstacle course. If anyone refused, Storm
jerked her thumb toward the arena gate. That
changed their minds in a hurry!

Hope quickly showed us which riders she
could bully and which ones she would obey.
It wasn’t just Nanci Jo who was hopeless with
Hopeless. While they weren't asked to, Ryleigh
and little Stacia Tollefson, Nick and Anetra's
youngest girl, begged for a chance to ride Hope.
While it wasn't a flawless run, they kept after
her until she did what they wanted. Most of the
teasing stopped right there.

“All right, then!” Storm faced us all. “Now you
know where you stand—with e as well as Hope.
You can all start to show some sympathy for Nan-
ciJo. Those of you who made her mind you, offer
encouragement. Those of you who didn’t—offer
encouragement! You're in the same boat.”

“Gotta show her who's boss!” stated Todd
who’d been one of the more successful riders.

“Yes, but not in the way you did, Todd! Did any-
one see me or Reyia boss her the way Todd and
some of you others did? No, we had no need for
a whip or to slap her with the reins. Leg pressure,
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voice, hands . . . gentle hands . . . but firm. That’s
how I want to see all of you ride from now on.

“Spend time with your horses. Not only riding
them in the arena or the pens, but trail riding, and
more time spent just grooming them. Hang out
with them in the pastures. Learn what’s making
them tick.”

“That’s a lot of work!” declared chubby Caroline
Peters who was one of those Hope had bullied. She
herself had just bought a horse from the Tollefsons.
Just not one of the stable's trail horses like Hope
was.

Storm just said, “If you want to make a connec-
tion with your horse, if you want to ride better, if
you want to win competitions, you'll do the work.

“And again, when I say riding them, I'm not
talking about just these club meets or your private
lessons—those of you who have them. I'm talking
about you riding the trails or practicing things on
your own time. Invest in yourselves and your hors-
es. All right then, walk them off, and I'll see you all
tomorrow!”

She walked next to me as I started to walk on
with Jester. “Reyia, nice work today. Love it if you'd
work with Nanci Jo and Hope.”

I beamed at Storm’s praise and at her confidence
in me to help Nanci Jo. But, truthfully, [ wasn’t sure
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how I was to do that. Especially if [ was expected
to help her ride as confidently as I did in just a
few days . .. yeah, I wasn’t seeing it happening!

Besides, I was one of the younger riders.
Todd Tedmond and Traci Woods were the old-
est. And there were others aged between them
and me—like Rodney. That she’d asked me first,
[ took it as a huge compliment. So I said [ would.

Of course, if Mom was still grounded by the
weekend, we wouldn’t be going to the show or
anywhere else. All this would be for nothing for
us—me, Rodney, and Ryleigh.

[ suppose though, if Nanci Jo got control over
Hope, that would be a plus for our club. Could
make it so the club as a team would have a better
chance of coming home with more wins even
without us.

Rodney and Messenger had done pretty well
themselves, yet Storm was inclined to feel Rod-
ney hadn’t concentrated quite as he normal-
ly did. He responded grudgingly, “Doesn’t mat-
ter—we’re probably not going anyway!”

She looked surprised. “Why? What’s going
on?”

“Mom’s . . . had something come up,” I ex-
plained quickly. “So, she can’t take us. And you
know our dad works most Saturdays.”
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“Well, that’s too bad. But don’t despair!” Storm
said. “We’ll get you there! It'll just take getting an
earlier start that morning.”

I wasn’t so positive. There were quite a few peo-
ple from here who would be going besides our
club members. Many of the adults would be partic-
ipating at this event as well, including Storm her-
self. Maybe there wouldn’t be room in any of the
trailers for our horses. No room in anyone’s truck
or car for us kids. The niggling feeling that some-
thing was going to go wrong worried my brain.

Happily, we didn’t have to beg a ride home. Dad
picked us up after practice. Hopping into the front
seat, Rodney asked, “So, Mom apologize yet?”

“I haven’t been home yet. Why, she say she was
ready to?”

“We haven’t been home either. But you talked to
her this morning, right, Reyia?”

“And?” Dad glanced in the rearview mirror at
me.

“She says she doesn’t think she’s the one need-
ing to apologize. Says she’s tired of Uncle Willis
putting you down like you haven’t the brains to
even run a lemonade stand, never mind a real
business, and like you're not able to really take
care of all of us.  don’t know . .. some of the things
she said . . . Maybe—"
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“Leaning her way now, are you?” His tone
wasn’t accusing. Just curious.

“Yeah, a little. Uncle Willis happened to come
along and bring us to practice. He was kind of a
jerk.”

“He was a huge jerk,” Rodney stated and then
said, “You were a jerk right back though, ReyRey.
Proud of you!”

“Thank you! You were pretty good yourself!”

“Guess it’s a good thing I didn’t hear any of it,”
Dad remarked. “I might have to ground the two
of you along with your mother!”

“Oh, well, I'd be yakking with her about how to
shut him up!” I retorted, half jesting, half serious.

Then, in altogether another tone, I confided,
“I have to say, though, that I didn’t like the way
she called you a spineless jellyfish. Kinda hard to
think of your dad as someone you can look up to
if he’s a jellyfish.

“But she believes in you, Dad. She just hates it
when Uncle Willis makes it look like you’re a big
time loser—like your business is going to fail any
second. And after the things he said to us today,
well . .. I hate it, too. You skould tell him to kiss
off! Mom's on your side; /4e’s not!”
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He met my gaze in the mirror a second. But for
the rest of the way home, he was silent. Didn’t even
ask us what Uncle Willis had said to us.

When we got home, Reymund had come home
from Ma and Pa’s and was outside Mom’s door,
begging her with intense desperation to reconsider
her rash decision to ground her vehicles. Rodney
and [ sneaked upstairs and hovered by the hallway
table where we could watch and listen.

“Mom! You can’t do this to me! Delora won’t go
with me if I don’t have wheels! Please, Please! Save
my life! 1"

Couldn’t quite hear what my mother said, but
Reymund’s response was agonized. “Mo-om! I
have asked for a raise. I wi// get my own car!
But right now, I need yours! If I can’t have it, it’s
kiss Delora goodbye! She’s got her eyes on Garry
Couper. He’s got a sweet convertible!”

Plainly came back Mom’s answer to that for
she opened the door to confront him. “Reymund,
I can’t help that! While I go nowhere, my car
and truck go nowhere! Whenever you've been
grounded we never let the others use whatever you
wouldn’t be during that time—Ilike your bike and
skateboard, for instance. Not getting my car. Be-
sides . . . you suggested the period of a month—or
life! Deal with it!” With that, she shut the door.
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“Aauugh! Mom! I didn’t mean it! Honestly, I
didn’t mean it! Please, you can come out! [ don’t
care what you said! Well, it was kind of mean, the
spineless jellyfish part, but—"

“But my car matters more! Reymund, enough!
Go away!”

“AAAUUUGH!” He beat his fists on the door,
then backing away, he turned and bolted down
the stairs.

Dad appeared at the bottom of them to order
me to come find something for supper and to see
what all the ruckus was about.

Reymund paused to glare up at me and Rodney
for eavesdropping and to make a terse recom-
mendation to Dad. “Keep her there for life! She’s
ruined mine! Can’t believe she’s going to let this
happen to me!”

He stormed out. In a minute, he was biking out
of the driveway and pedaling madly down the
street.

“How come,” I wondered, “he blames only her?
You don’t let him use your car ever!”

“I've never indulged him,” answered Dad in a
matter of fact tone. “My car doesn’t get driven by
teens! He'll get over it! Come on, let’s get some
dinner going.”
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Not what I wanted to do, but I followed him into
the kitchen. “I'm sure he will—at some point! I
hope he doesn’t turn out to be like Uncle Willis!”

“Can we stop harping on Willis for a while?” Dad
went from cabinet to cabinet searching for supper
ingredients. “Reymund’s nothing like him!”

“Early in his life,” I responded unimpressed.
“Anything can happen!”

Dad really wasn’t good in a crisis. Or good as a
cook at any time. I'm sure he was wishing he could
pardon Mom long enough for her to come down
for this chore. But as he seemed to be determined
to stick to his guns, he plopped the chore on me.

I found the chicken Mom had marinating in the
fridge. Everyone liked mashed potatoes, so some
would have to be peeled. If we hadn’t insisted Mom
be punished for her rash words, I could’ve been off
doing something way more fun.

“Don’t forget a veggie or two,” Dad reminded me.
“T'll peel the potatoes, okay? Then I'll leave it to
you.”

Not sure why he thought I could handle it. I
hadn’t done more than load the dishwasher some-
times!

He peeled the potatoes and set them on to boil.
I kept pawing through the freezer, trying to decide
what else to have. I finally settled on peas with little

26



onions. Those shouldn’t be too hard to fix. I poured
them into a pan, put in some water, and started
them going.

Then, I wondered if I should start the chicken
too. Should I make some kind of batter? Would she
have cooked it in the oven or on the stovetop?

[ plopped the chicken back into the bowl, rinsed
my hands, and ran upstairs.

I needed some advice for this!

“Well, first thing,” Mom said, “the peas can wait
till the potatoes and chicken are almost done.
They’re going to be done way ahead of everything
else. You don’t need to drown them in water either.
A little and cover the pan will do it.”

“Oh.” I'd covered them to the top of the pan with
liquid . ..

“I've marinated the meat, so just cook it as is
on the stovetop. Cook it on a medium flame so
it doesn’t burn. You want it juicy, not dry. Use a
little oil with some butter. Wait to start it when the
potatoes are getting soft but not mushy. So, yeah,
start the peas when you start the chicken.”

“Okay.” I took a step back toward the door. “I
hope it all turns out edible. Are you sure you don’t
want to come make sure nothing gets ruined?”

“Can’t. You know the rules.”

“But, Mo-om!”
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“You’ll do fine, Reyia. Just don’t go off and
leave it unattended!”

I eyed her accusingly. “You’re actually Zappy
about this, aren’t you? You're acting like it’s a
vacation or something!”

She smiled, patted my head, and sent me on my
way.

As the door closed behind me, I remembered
that she’d said she certainly could live without
having to cook, clean, or chase kids.

Heh! Some punishment! Wasn’t one for /er at
all, turns out!

Was for us!

Long story short, I followed her instructions,
and it turned out better than if Dad had done it.
When Rodney praised me up for a decent meal, I
actually felt pretty good! Even Ryleigh declared
it, “Bery dood!”

But then, I had to clean up the kitchen. I felt
that Rodney and Dad could’ve done that part.
But no. It was all mine.

They went out to the living room and turned
on the TV. Reymund joined them when he finally
came home. Well, at least I could hear it, so |
didn’t feel so all alone. Before Dad headed down
to his mancave, though, he sent Ryleigh off to
bed.
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She didn’t stay there. “Reyia!” came her urgent
whisper from the hallway entrance to the kitchen.
“Reyia! I help you!” Flashing a quick glance over
her shoulder toward the living room. Seeing Dad
wasn't there, she scurried into the kitchen.

“Okay!” I said, smiling upon her. At least, one
person in this family cared enough to want to help!
Together, we cleaned off the table and loaded the
dishwasher. Then I washed the pans in the sink,
and she was able to put those away in their proper
places.

“We’s done, huh, Reyia. We did it!”

“Yes, we did. Thanks for helping. Ryleigh! I love
you!”

“I love you too! Will you read me a story? Daddy
didn’t”

Of course, I should have said no, it’s late. Of
course, I said, “Yes, let’s go!”

And I tucked her in and read her all her favorites
until she fell asleep. Then, I went over to my side
of the bedroom and sat down at my desk to do my
homework.
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Anita’s been telling stories since she was four
and writing them since the fifth grade. In high
school, she wrote fan fiction and westerns—usu-
ally when she was supposed to be paying atten-
tion to the teacher. As she is a lefty, left handed
kids are featured in her work.
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She’s had the pleasure of speaking in classrooms
and at workshops about writing in general and
self-publishing.

She’s currently working on a teen novel entitled
A Tale of Two Diaries and a middle grade time
travel novel called Stagecoach at the Old Gristmill,
plus planning the next two middle grade Kings-
ley Twins stories which are entitled Mystery of
the Missing Malley and Dancing in the Rain with
Gramma.

She and her husband have four sons, grown now,
and two granddaughters, plus a cute little Grandog-
gie named Tobi.

Anita has a passion for horses. While in the past
she owned a small herd of horses and ponies, she
doesn’t own any presently, She trained her own
animals and those of others and taught riding for
a few years. Those days are sorely missed!

Besides reading, writing, and spending time with
her family, Anita enjoys horseback riding, biking;
bowling, hiking, woodworking and laser crafts, and
playing card and board games with family and
friends.

31



More by Anita

Under the Paw
The Incredible Whacky Air Hockey Show-
down
How do you silence the Biggest Bragger in the
Universe?

Jerrianna Kingsley, the creative optimist, be-
lieves she has the perfect solution.

Will her plan silence Ralph Henry’s bravado
once and for all? Or will he prevail and be worse
than ever?
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How MollyMai Got to Stay! — A Short Story

A lovable calico cat with a mind of her own is
about to turn one Dad’s life upside down.
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How MollyMai Got to Stay is a celebration
of family, resilience, and the unbreakable bond
between pets and the people who love them.

kokck

The Incredible Tale of Robbi The RoboMaid
— A Short Story

What happens when a vacuum cleaner sparks
a life of her own?
ksksk

A Purrrfect Napping Spot — A Short Story

How do you find a comfy spot to snooze in
a houseful of pets and people?

If you love stories about pets and their antics,
you'll love A Purrrfect Napping Spot. Download
it today, and see where Zacq gets to snooze at
last!
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What a 17 Year-old Will Do for Love
How far would you go for love—especially
at17?

kokck

The Disciplining of Mom
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What happens when the tables turn, and an adult
gets grounded?

With its lighthearted mix of humor, heart, and
family chaos, 7%e Disciplining of Mom is perfect
for readers who love coming-of-age tales. Get it
today and find out what Reyia discovers Mom is up
to!
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Marooned on Planet EARTH

A Tale of Two Diaries
What if your mom’s teen diary read almost ex-
actly like yours—crushes, drama, and all?
If you enjoy heartfelt stories about family,
self-discovery, and the bittersweet journey of
growing up, A 7ale of Two Diaries is for you.
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Another Author You Might Enjoy
Neenah Davis-Wilson
Ride ‘Em Tough

One determined rider. One infamous bronc.
Once challenging event for the win.

If you love the rodeo and horse stories, you'll
love Ride ‘Em Tough. Download it today, and see
whether Eli learns his lesson.
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