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“You have to write the book that
wants to be written. And 1f the
book will be too difficult for
grown-ups, then you write 1t for
children."

-Madelelne L’ Engle-
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Chapter 1

The holidays were over and that’s exactly how it felt to
Genevieve. Her eyes opened. She looked out from her wicker bed
and pondered the possibility of staying there in the oft failed
hope that her inaction would cause everything else to also be
tranquil. ...... That thought also just happened to seem a
better one to profess than just admitting that she was lazy and

liked being in her warm bed.

Genevieve; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license; modified.

Christmas Eve and New Year’s Day had come with their usual
celebrations, and gone leaving their usual post-partum despair.
One could not be too critical of the holidays themselves, as it
was not their choice that they had to come to an end. That

abomination was more attributable to the makers of calendars,
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who in turn were just trying to make a few bucks off some not-
yet-disproven, scientific theory suitable to those with an
extravagant need to find some degree of solace in having others
define things undefinable for them, those with an interest in

the time value of money,

Calendar; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license; a tad modified.

and/or that relative Einstein guy-legend-myth with his silly
notions about those space-gravity-time inevitable limitations.
“And that’s more or less all there is to it, relatively speaking

or not.”

Einstein with his equation; property of the author.
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Despite that, or more likely totally unaware of that the

decorated tree sat there, stoically, but also resplendent.

Christmas tree; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license; modified.

Maybe the worst part of this season for Genevieve was the
necessity of once again un-decorating the glorious tree which
gently presided over and was a center of attention during the
holidays, and now being stuck with the unenviable task of
disposing of a friend. The spruce had been cut down and
sacrificed for celebration because it was the prettiest. But,
now, denied water and roots for two weeks, its gquadrangled
needles were browning. The drier it became the greater the fire
hazard. Genevieve knew that she had to get it out of her house,
but kept thinking; “Tomorrow. It’s only a little bit tanner

today.”



Genevieve; the Third of January

Page 4

Little Genevieve in her big yard; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license.

Duties are most often not fun and many times it might have
been preferable to again be a puppy, and let all the adults make
the decisions. This desirable situation opens up the possibility
of having absolutely no responsibility to make the tough
decisions. All be said and undoubtedly will be said in proper
choir format, there are just some situations when no decision is
good; lesser of evil the maximum possibility. When Genevieve was
a pup, she had every opportunity to admonish her parents for a

bad choice. She was only surprised when they agreed with her.
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Chapter 2

A few doors away, Gizmo had not strayed from his computer
screen since Christmas morning when his grandest wish had come
true. His parents, Barney and Clara, came through once again,
getting him both the “Resident Evil 7: Biohazard” cartridge AND
the 1024 bit, 4096KB Nintendo 4DS, for a maximum, four screen
visual experience. Whenever tiresomely and inconveniently
necessary, he slept, out of fatigue rather than a reasonable
conception of any semblance of choice, right next to the setup,
oblivious to whatever might be happening in the ridiculously

superfluous parts of the world.

Gizmo and his game; property of the author.

He may have put on a few pounds. But he was excited. He was
still young, a beginner, and getting better at “Resident Evil 7:
Biohazard” every day. He was already ranked at #238,516 in the
entire world, and that number was getting smaller every time he

checked it.
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Barney and Clara were becoming more than a little concerned
about Gizmo, as they previously had had no idea whatsoever as to
the level of Gizmo’s inability to occasionally remove himself
from the seductive cyber world. Because they wanted to have
given Gizmo Christmas presents he liked, they had hoped for and
expected a short term infatuation, like with all loved toys, but
with his complete fixation they were now concerned about a
harmful addiction rather than any sort of innocuous infatuation.
They knew that they could end it whenever they chose to, but
also realized that in doing so they would likely increase
Gizmo’s attachment, in the typical, ascendant, and sometimes not
so petty rebellion in a personal or family sense. Lines can be
difficult to draw, even with the aid of a cyber drawing program.
They were playing it by wary ear, hoping for a voluntary and
customarily foreseeable degree of Gizmo disenchantment with

“Resident Evil 7.”
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Clara and Barney; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license, modified.
Much like ones observing a loved crack addict without the
“pbenefit” of having had personal experience in the process,

Barney and Clara were on an unfamiliar, hazardous territory.
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Chapter 3

Though it was the most that the area had received in
anyone’s memory, it wasn’t as if the mid-winter snow was all
that much of an impediment to pooch play on Pacific Lane. The
pooches all had four legs, and unlike the showoff bi-peds the
dogs had seen on the net, if one slid, there were three others
available to eliminate any possibility of a fall. It was more
just that the overall feeling was one of that “something-has-
just-ended” and the “new” replacement left a bit to be desired.
The snow was kind of fun, and as it was of the moist variety, it
was also conducive to the construction of many Frosty-the-
Snowmans.

But, that intermittent North wind could be brutal.
Fortunately for the playing pooches, thus far it had not yet
demonstrated an ability to maintain any sort of capacity for
more than a minute at a time. In fact, the Frostys, like those
which Clement’s kittens had built in Lucky and Bella’s front

yard liked its hardening effects.
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Mrs. & Mr. Snowman; property of the author.

It was that way since the evening of the first. The sky
seemed intent on casting a continual dull pallor on that which
it had whitened. It had taken away that which it had given. That
would have seemed fair were it not so quickly done at such
length. The sky had been bleak for two days, while it only took
it a few hours to lay on the white cover.

Genevieve nursed her coffee while she looked out the window
at the snow. She reckoned that she’d eventually take her morning
walk, but was in no rush to do so. Any delays would only result

in an increased outside temperature.
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Bleak winter; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license.

Notions of night and day had visually blurred for her; and
without dangerously resorting to her former computer habit,
Genevieve had only the digits on her microwave to tell her the
hour. Though the thing didn’t trouble itself to specify AM or
PM, Genevieve was still on enough of a personal routine to know
the A’s from the P’s herself.

She planned to again bundle up in her many-times-patched,
blue winter coat. She was proud of all of them in their
diversity. They were like little flags proudly tacked onto the
coat of a war veteran. And there were a lot of them. Some
pooches joked with her, saying; “When are you going to stop
wearing those patches and get a real coat?” Genevieve always
smiled and offered her patented reply; “As soon as it falls

off.”
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Genevieve knew that the sky’s persistent gray would again
make it feel as if it was ten degrees colder than the current
thirty-two the outside thermometer read. This might be an
uncomfortable level for the hominids she had seen on her
computer. But, in addition to her coat of patches, Genevieve had
her own natural white coat too. Basically, she was just very

willing to sacrifice some degree of mobility for assured warmth.

Genevieve; the kind courtesy of Pexels,com under their CCO license.

Her coffee depleted, she wrangled that “coat” over her head
and onto her body. That operation was not as simple as it
sounds, and necessitated a lot of contortions performed while
rolling around on the floor. When done, she opened her front
door and walked down her path to Pacific Lane, unable not to

smile at the silly snowman the kittens had made for her.
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Genevieve'’s silly snowman; property of the author.

“Hi, Mr. Silly Snowman,” she said, in a chilly but silly
mood herself. She felt undeterred by the mere color of the gray
sky and had a completely free day to be enjoyed ahead of her.

“What more can one ask for?” Genevieve thought.
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Chapter 4

Genevieve soon got her answer and it made her wonder why
she was always asking silly questions. She immediately noted
that on a silly level she understood that she was a silly
Maltese with a silly snowman and a desire for silly
irresponsible days in the silly perfection of Pacific Lane.

That thought circled, inverted, did some indecipherable
math, and/or got silly when she was hurriedly presented with an
image suggestive of her being late for the Pacific Lane of this
particular day. A crowd had already gathered near the house of
Tardiff and Lenta. The couple were adorable little shelties and
Genevieve quickened her pace, hoping to be promptly assured that

they were all right.

Tardiff and Lenta; property of the author.

Well, they were all right, all right. Genevieve saw them

prancing around in the midst of the crowd. They seemed agitated
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