The Raines Family

Chapter One of Dragon Raines
Athena Raines stood at the foot of the stairs and yelled up to her six children.  

“Come down to breakfast!  We have to be at Dragon Manor by ten for your workout.”

Athena went back to the kitchen and continued bustling about, pulling out dishes, flipping pancakes, and pouring fruit juice into cups.  Her auburn hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail at the nape of her neck, and the silver streaks at her temples shone like twin streaks of lightening.  She looked to be in her early forties, but she always joked with the kids that she was really 341 years old.  She had a youthful and playful quality about her, and she still loved to train.  She could often be seen on the running trail passing the kids and urging them on, or kicking in class beside them while grinning and yelling out a count.

First to come bounding down the stairs was Dag, the youngest of the Raines children.  Dag had a curious trait – his spiky, messy, purple hair.  No one knew why it was purple, but Dag’s charm was so infectious that after awhile the color of his hair just didn’t seem to matter compared to the vivacity of his laughter and smile.

He jumped into the kitchen with two feet and greeted his mother with a grin.

“Pancakes!  Yum!”  

Next came Kami, Konni, Sam and Rose.  Konni and Sam were having a heated discussion about sparring.  

“I’m just saying that a hook kick is hard to beat.  You have to evade or counter fast enough to keep from getting knocked out.  You can’t block it,” Konni was gesturing boldly with her hands, her long dark ponytail bouncing for emphasis with her words.

At the age of eleven, Konni, was the newest edition to the family.  She was eight years old when a drunk driver hit her father.  Her mother had died from complications when Konni was born, and her father had never remarried.  She never wore dresses, loved the tonfas – a type of side-handled baton weapon – and sparring, or sport fighting.  She seemed in constant conflict between wanting to help others and defiantly trying to establish distance from others, and usually her siblings got the brunt of her emotional conflict.

Athena looked sideways at Konni as the kids sat down at the kitchen table.  “Isn’t it a bit early in the morning to be talking about sparring strategy?” she asked.

Rose sighed as she slid into her seat.  “My sentiments exactly!”

Konni piled two pancakes on her plate and reached for the syrup.  “It’s never too early to talk about sparring.”

“I agree!” said Sam as he also dove into a pile of pancakes smothered in peanut butter. Sam also loved sparring, but his favorite activity was forms, or poomse as they were called in Korean.  Poomse were sets of choreographed movements. And he loved the flexibility of being able to do the flips and jumps in his own made-up poomse for demonstrations.

 “Hmmm,” Athena murmured and turned to the littlest Raines girl.  Kami was munching quietly on a piece of toast, humming to herself. 

“And how did you sleep, Miss Kami?” she asked her little six-year-old daughter.

Kami, like all of the Raines children, had been orphaned and then adopted by Athena. Dag, Kami and Sam had all lost their various guardians in the same plane crash, and while they were not related by blood, the same tragedy had brought them into the same household.

Kami dipped her toast into a puddle of syrup on the edge of he plate.  “Great!  I had a dream about Prince Gabriel and the Totally Kool Dragons last night.”

Athena smiled.  “You did, did you?”

“Uh huh.”

The Totally Kool Dragons were the characters in the stories that their grandfather, the Millennium Master, told them whenever they visited him at Dragon Manor. The children loved the stories and often begged their grandfather to retell them over and over. The kids would gather around the Millennium Master’s chair in the Great Library as he opened the Dragon Lore Book and listen to tales of courage, integrity, perseverance, and victory.  

Gabriel, Kami’s younger brother, had died in the same plane crash as her biological parents. Kami was only two years old when she survived the plane crash, and so she did not remember her brother, parents, or the crash.  But she had heard about Gabriel, and since she was a dreamy and imaginative child she would often ask Athena about him.   To amuse her, Athena would create grand bedtime stories about “Prince Gabriel” and his wild adventures, and Kami had even named her favorite weapon, the bo staff, Prince Gabriel.  She had met another child at a competition who had named his long stick weapon “sticky,” and Kami thought that while she wanted to name her weapon too, Prince Gabriel sounded much more grand than “Sticky.” 

“The Dragons are so cool!” said Dag, his mouth full of pancakes and bananas.

When the plane crashed with Dag’s parents on board, Dag had been at home with his grandmother.  When his grandmother heard the news of her daughter and son-in-law’s death, her ailing heart gave out.  Dag had been only eighteen months old, so he was too young to remember any other home but the one Athena had given him.  Now, at four years old, he had no emotional scars, just the physical scars he got from running into doors, stairs, or the elbows and knees of siblings who got in his way as he ran about the house and Taekwondo school.

“Yeah, the Dragons are cool!” agreed Sam.  “Especially the Fire Dragon Sahm!” 

“That’s just because he matches your fire-red hair,” said Konni.  Sam stuck his tongue out at her, but quickly shoved a forkful of pancakes into his mouth when he saw his mother out of the corner of his eye.  She didn’t say anything, but let him know with a look that she had seen his gesture.

Like Athena, Sam never knew his biological parents either.  He was raised by an aunt, and she was taking him on his first plane trip when it crashed. Sam was four years old when he was in the crash, and so he remembered more than Kami about the experience.  He was terribly afraid of heights and even after four years he still shook uncontrollably at the sound of loud, crashing noises. Otherwise, he was fearless and adventurous and spent most of his time training or chasing down Dag when his little brother had pestered Sam beyond his patience level.  Sam never hurt him, but their mother had often found Dag hanging off the towel hook in the bathroom, yelling to be let down.

“And where is Slade?” Athena asked as she poured glasses of chocolate milk.

“My twin,” said Rose, “muttered something about sleep being the breakfast of champions and turned over into his pillow.”

Athena turned to Dag and Sam who had just taken their plates to the sink and were starting for the stairs.

“Can you please wake your brother and tell him I said he has ten minutes to get ready to go?”

Dag and Sam bounced out of the room and towards the stairs.

“You know they are going to jump all over him, right?” Konni said.

“Well, that should get him up,” Athena replied calmly as she poured herself a cup of tea.

Sure enough, within minutes they could hear a major ruckus coming from the general area of Slade’s room, accompanied by a lot of boyish laughter and teenage yelling.

Rose giggled.  “Oh, he’s gonna be fun today!”

Konni shrugged and reached for another pancake.  “Grandpa will straighten him out with a workout.”

Rose and Slade had come to Athena at the age of six. Their parents had fallen sick and died while traveling, leaving the twins a large trust fund that they would inherit at the age of twenty-one, but they had been left with no family.

Now, as teenagers, Athena marveled at their personality quirks, bright minds, and kind hearts. Rose was somewhat shy, but had amazing emotional strength when it came to protecting those she loved.  The other Raines children looked to her as a second mother and adored her, even if they couldn’t help but provoke her sometimes by arguing with each other.  Slade, Rose’s brother, could be a bit cocky as befit a young man of his age on his journey to independence, but showed genuine concern for others and loved to read anything that would build his knowledge base.  Athena often thought about how they were growing up so quickly.  Ten years had gone by so fast.

“Well,” she sighed as the girls finished their breakfast and started to clear the table.  “We’d better get moving.  Your grandfather doesn’t tolerate tardiness.  Especially for a workout.”

Ten minutes later as the kids bickered while getting into the car - about who would sit in which seat, which Taekwondo techniques scored the most in sparring, who got in first, who wouldn’t listen to the other kid’s story – Athena smiled, shook her head, and started the car.

“All right, everyone,” she said.  “Put on your seatbelts and settle down.  The day is gonna be a challenging enough without you guys yelling at each other the whole way.”

Athena had no idea how true that statement was.

