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NEW YEAR’S  EVE- PROLOGUE 

In the Barrington household, as the clock chimed to midnight, if Auld Lang Syne didn’t quite echo 

through the hills of the house, it at least bounced off the Paisley wallpaper. David Barrington 

surveyed the flock who were his family with quiet pride. He swayed slightly in the after glow of one 

more whiskey than he really needed, and two less than he intended to drink. Through that  Tawny 

fog the world was as clear as it is wont to be. He could sense  that the coming year would allow them 

to move one step forward to wealth beyond the dreams of average and the happiness that surely 

follows. 

And, if success is measured by disruption, turmoil, strive and the odd disaster -then his vision is as 

accurate as one would expect. 

1 - January  1st 10.45am 

David gazed at his wife with the fondness he always felt, then to the snow coloured Christmas tree 

bauble she had co-opted as an ear ring. For an instant he is transported back 38 years.  

The seven year old David is conducting an experiment. In the Penguin Youngster’s book of science he 

has seen brightly painted pictures of Galley Leo throwing cannon balls from the leaning tower of 

pizza. He’s not entirely sure what this is about, but the general principle seems a good one. Not that 

at the time he dealt in any general principle other than  “I wonder what would happen if?”. 

Having searched the house quietly and diligently for cannon balls, and finding none, he has adopted 

a safer path. Since good judgement is in very poor supply at the age of seven he has relied on luck, 

and found a small pale balloon in a silver foil pack in his father’s bedside cabinet.  

With surprising dexterity, and the aid of a small chair, he has filled this balloon with water. By fixing 

the confusingly large mouth of the balloon around  a tap he was able to tie a hair ribbon around the 

neck to keep the water in. This is written as  two sentences but in the actuality,  the event has left 

him looking as though he has taken a bath in his clothes.  But young David is most definitely the 

father to the man, and  whilst not able to define  the word succeed, is already a great believer in 

trying, trying, and trying again. 

So now he is looking out of the second floor window of the bedroom, which  itself is  above the front 

door porch of the house. He sways back and forth a little, swinging the balloon as he does. It 

stretches surprisingly and for a moment he begins to think like a true youngster of science, and 

wonders if the rubber will split. With a final desperate push he releases the cannon ball substitute, 

and leans forward to see it fly through the air. 

For a wonderful exciting seven year old’s moment of triumph it seems like the ball hangs motionless. 

Then it falls. As it does, a figure steps out from the porch. It is his Nan – always full of sunshine and 



smiles for him. She hears his little gasp of surprise and turning her face upwards is struck by a water 

filled prophylactic which explodes and sticks to her like a limp and dying jelly fish. 

 

The point here? David’s family is at this very moment like that balloon as it flew through the air. In 

those few moments it seemed as though all was well. It was a complete and happy little experiment, 

travelling on its smooth path. When the crash came, and little David found himself spanked, scolded 

and sent to bed without supper it was a shock to his world. But nothing like the shock that is soon 

flood the grown up family Barrington. 

2 – January 1st 11am 

The Barringtons have a snug harbour house in a quiet corner of Cambridge, to be precise the corner 

of Carlisle Road and Holland street. Such names might propose an odd geographical juxtaposition, 

but Shakespeare’s admonition not to get hung up on nomenclature is wise advice.  Across from their 

house  stands the Alexandra Gardens, an  oasis of calm surrounded by a sea of tranquil terrace 

houses. Pedants might complain that a sea cannot surround an oasis, but surely that noble beast  

the camel, ship of the desert, can justify these metaphors. 

In Cambridge of the late two teens this is a favoured location. Science parks are springing up in a 

way that argues that Penguin’s tutoring of the youth of yesteryear was not in vain. Whilst in the 

North of England the call is  to link muck and money, in the South the truism has a different focus. In 

every college (and Cambridge has 31 of them) there are dedicated teams who mine for money. Not 

for them the rapidly closing coal mines.  In the grand halls of academe a different mother lode is 

worked. The EU (no longer pronounced as though the speaker has just stepped in something nasty) 

has grants for science and technology rivalling those that flooded wine and milk across the continent 

ten years before. Where grant money pays for science those who sell large grey boxes of equipment 

or larger grey cells of brain power are the ones who are most to benefit. Such money runs like a river 

to flood the town, and out to the swell the sponges which make that most  of capricious of Banks, 

house prices.  

The Barringtons live closed to the city centre. A brief walk to Jesus Green and the Cam, then  over 

the foot bridge through its tangle of bikes, emerging with bruised legs and buoyant soul to stride 

within a few minutes to the city. The flood of grant money is lifting all house values, but those 

houses in such prime positions are the first amongst equals. 

The main entrance to their house is at the very apex of the corner, hinting that these premises 

might, in the days of corner shops, have been just that. Above the entrance the legend “The Old 

Sweet Shop” (pleasingly without the burden of any superfluous peas and ees), confirms the thought 

as a good one. It is thirty years since the Matthews family had delivered a dentist’s dowry of sweets 

and chocolates to the children who played in the park. But, the house still retains that air of 

expecting visitors that any self-respecting shop develops, and also that feeling of perpetual 

welcome. 

The corner premises in its previous prime, and now, displayed that peculiar talent of all such corner 

plots. That is, that whilst appearing to be boxed in, somehow it has twice as much space inside as 

out. Through this Tardis like capacity there is squeezed into the house  four double bedrooms, three 

large living rooms, two tiled bathrooms, and, whilst prosaically  a garden containing a spotted bird in 

a fruit tree might  be anticipated, in actuality a good sized kitchen diner makes up the last room.  

 



All of these have been “architectually” inserted into the space in a way which at first glance has all 

the illogical confusion of a boxing day Rubix cube. However,  such a comparison would be unfair. 

David is a man of uncommon common sense and planning perspicacity and despite what seems to 

new visitors a confusion of doors, passageways and  unexpected turnings, the house is a triumph as 

a place to live and the Barringtons are very happy there. 

 

3 – January 1st 11am 

The Family Barrington are that mix of predictability and surprise that makes up most families when 

their surface is any more than a little scratched. But, again like most families, they do not take things 

to inappropriate extremes. There is an attic in the house, but it does not contain a pyromaniac wife, 

instead it is the bedroom  of the twins, Bryan and  Michael. Being 12 years old they should posses 

the potential to wreak the havoc of a Bertha Mason, but to date have been responsible for little 

more destruction than is their right in a free society. 

That short paragraph of introduction reflects a fundamental challenge that the boys, the twins, 

experience most days. The dialogue hopped skipped and jumped from a reference to the attic room 

to land in a philosophical puddle about rights in a free society. For a just a  fleeting moment it  

hovered over the two words “the twins” then moved on.  

But the boys are first and foremost twins. When they were six years old they had discovered the 

existence of Siamese twins, and had begged piteously to be joined in the same way, and had 

borrowed one of David’s sweaters so they could walk around as if they had been. Estelle suspects 

that they still quietly believe that their parents separated them against there will. 

They enjoy being twins. They understand how the other thinks, and generally like what the other 

likes. In a sense they are at this moment in their lives one person in two bodies. Over the last twelve 

years they have created a world which suits the two of them very well. A world of shared 

knowledge, shared experience and shared ways to use the time given them. 

Though they don’t know it, this perfect time in their lives is soon to change. They are soon to 

discover the joy, and the tragedy of their own free will. But for now, they face one last joint 

challenge, one final act before they put down childish things and meet the storm of puberty which is 

beginning to break on them. 

But now, now, they are engaged in the  important and challenging task of  circumnavigating the 

room without touching the ground. This is something they have done for many year, and whilst they 

both feel they have just about outgrown it, they seek one last attempt to secure a new personal 

best.  

Since the attic makes up  almost an entire floor of the house this is not quite the mundane 

occupation  it might at first appear. It is true that the beds and sideboard make the first part of the 

journey akin to when a jockey is led around the show ring prior to the race. However, that horse’s 

doover passed, they now face a vast  expanse of carpet, bridged only by a book case.  

There are two options here. One involves stepping on the bottom most level of the bookcase, 

separated from the carnivorous carpet by no more than a few inches. Should a heel or any part of 

the foot touch the carpet then they will fail and  dire consequences and  unknowable amounts of 

bad luck  will result.  



The second option is the top of the book case. The top of the book case is a vast distance from the 

ceiling, a gulf of nearly 30 continental centimetres . By carefully using the first two shelves as a 

ladder it is possible to then belly flop forward and wriggle along its length. 

This is a day and age  when “dissing” is one of those great crimes which must not be visited on the 

young. A google search using the topic  “self respect is everything” produces over 4m entries in less 

than half a second. In such times It is pleasing to see that Bryan and Michael have not been dissed to 

any significant amount, and  are well provided for in the respect department. So it follows from that 

lofty principle that they will seek to climb to the top of the book case rather than the coward’s way.  

At this precise moment Michael, always the leader, has edged his way onto the bookcase. He is 

surprised to find though that 30cm is far less than he took it to be, either that or the ceiling has 

lowered. With each squirm forward he contacts the ceiling, and to edge forward must needs be rock 

the book case a little off the perpendicular. But, after all, what is a little perpendicular between 

brothers, that is what we must ask ourselves. 

Bryan, who of late has become a little withdrawn, is standing on the safety of the bed, and watching 

the book case tilt. 

“Michael…” his voice has not broken and, even ignoring that, has always been a little softer than 

Michael’s. 

“Michael, I think it’s going to…” 

A few  family heir loom encyclopaedias and dislocated travel books slide from the top shelf. Storing 

them on the bottom shelf would have done so much more to  establish the bona fides of the  

bookcase as a training ground for mission impossible operatives, but on this occasion David has 

failed his children. 

Bryan watches the books cascade to the floor. They strike him as  ungainly birds disturbed from their 

nesting places. “Cascading”,  he thinks, is not something  books should do. 

The bookcase leans a little further. Bryan has a poor grasp on the laws of physics, but a firm one on 

the rules of the game. Books, are not carpet. With a swift leap, gazelle like he imagines to himself, he 

should be able to jump from the bed, and land on “Himalaya with Michael Palin” with one foot and 

the ancient copy of “Penguin Youngster’s book of science” with the other, and stop the book case 

from crashing forward. 

Michael, hears the bed springs creak as Bryan prepares to jump.. 

“No, wait” he shouts. 

As if. Bryan is already airborne, flying like Zeno’s arrow… 

 

4-  January 1st 11am 

Meanwhile, in another bedroom in  the house, Estelle’s mother, Jenny, is having one of her higher 

ranking senior moments.  

She has been working diligently through today’s crossword and has not yet resorted to one of her 

fall back ploys of just filling the blanks in with random words. When she does do this she does so to 

hide from David and Estelle that she is having difficulties. In actuality they have both already noted 



the tactic. However, they  feel that as long as she knows she is struggling and has the wit to find 

creative ways to hide it, then she can’t be doing too badly.  

David has confided to Estelle  that if you substitute the word report where crossword is used above, 

then many of his work colleagues seem to have been resorting to the same approach for some time. 

The major difference being that they think they have filled the gaps with meaningful prose. 

Jenny came to live with The Barringtons when her husband, also Bryan, died, six years ago. For most 

of that time she would say of Bryan that he was “gone but not forgotten”. Of all her concerns about 

her own struggles it is the thought that soon he might simply be forgotten that most distresses her. 

To outward appearances she is the image of good health, slim and upright. In her pose one can see 

the delicate and refined steps that have led her to the house. Her place is secured by bonds of both 

filial and fiscal duty. A sizeable proportion of the sale proceeds of the  house in nearby Alpha Terrace 

that she had shared with Bryan, financed this property.  

Despite this, and perhaps as a further symptom, she is growing increasingly nervous that David and 

Estelle will demand she leaves them and that she  be placed in “a home”. There is no truth in this but 

as is often the way it is the unspoken fear that haunts most. Modern physicists point to the quantum 

world where observation is required to call uncertainty to reality, yet in life often it is the other way. 

Speaking of what she fears will not make it happen. Were she but to let her family know her fear 

then,  rather than being pushed out into the cold, she would be warmed by the bonfire of their love.  

At this moment whilst the worm of that worry continues to gnaw at her core, she is actually dealing 

with a more pressing and frustrating problem. The nature of the issue is one that statisticians 

calculate affects 25% of the people of the world at any given moment of the day.  

It is the eternal mystery of the disappeared object.  

Magicians pay significant fees for lessons in prestidigitation. They practise fades and passes in front 

of mirrors for hours at a time in order to make coins, cards, and well trained rabbits seemingly 

vanish into thin air. When they do, the watchers, the audience, applaud excitedly to recognise the 

skill involved.  

Yet, deep in their hearts it is not the disappearance, but the reappearance, that they  applaud. In 

their day to day lives they are more than capable of vanishing everything from cars keys and phones 

on desktops, through to children at funfairs and cars in airport holiday carparks. Of course, they  

typically do recover the object, regaling friends with the story of the search and the redundant “and 

it was in the last place I looked!”. That  phrase particularly appeals to David who once performed a 5 

minute Christmas office party skit based around the futility of continuing to look for an object after it 

was discovered in the (no longer last) place you looked. 

So,  Jenny now strives to recover her lost building society passbook which she knows, believes, she 

had not half an hour before. Even now she is asking herself “where did I last see it?”. The answer “in 

her right hand” is of little use. She recalls going to the little office bureau in her room and looking in 

the flower patterned cardboard box dating from, she can no longer remember when.  She 

remembers clearly picking the passbook up from the papers that included her paper NI card, 

vaccination and birth certificates and a yellowing picture of her and Bryan on holiday in Cromer 

when she was 24.   



She remembers too, checking the sizeable balance in the account.  Also she recalls  trying to 

calculate how long this would last were she to find herself in the Victoria Road homes just a ten 

minute dodder from where she now sits.  

But then, then, it was gone. Estelle had brought a morning tray of  tea for her when she was looking 

at the book. that, she could now recall. She recalled the room ringing to the quiet chattering of the 

cup, saucer, teapot, sugar bowl and milk jug. This was the usual chorus to this time in the morning. 

These are sounds of quiet solicitations and care. For a short moment that real act of kindness had 

swept the cobwebs of imagined fears from her mind. Then Estelle had gone, leaving her to her 

crossword and doubts.  

She did not need to recheck the figures in the book, she remembered them clearly. She did not 

imagine for an instant that Estelle had walked off with the passbook. Jenny is still well within the 

warmest shallows of any dementia, waving in a slightly distracted way perhaps, but certainly not 

drowning. 

 

 

At the Victoria Road Old people’s home there is a section of neat houses where the elderly folk  

commend themselves to each other with the words “I’m doing very well for my age”. It is no 

happenstance that this section is the most frequented by the carers and local hospital accident and 

emergency department. The warden of the homes, such an unfortunate title, has long recognised 

that It is those that think they have it all under control who are least likely to actually be so. This is 

the second time, when discussing Jenny, that life has thrown up a truism which David Barrington 

would apply to many of the management team with whom he works. 

At this particular moment, which is about the same time Michael is beginning his assent on the 

Machu Penguin book case mountain,  Jenny is   beginning slightly to lose her composure. 

 It is anger at herself rather than the frustration of the loss. Daily she berates herself to take more 

care,  not to allow this type of thing to happen, and daily she fails.  

Jenny has eighty two years of living behind her.  In her life she survived a world war, choking smogs, 

the winter of discontent and Punk rock. She  successfully raised three children from birth, and 6 

champion Pekingese dogs from puppies. She was for a brief time the mistress of a Major in the RMC, 

then enjoyed fifty years of marriage. During those fifty years she even allowed herself a glorious six 

months as the secret lover to the headmaster of the local junior school, who lived just 100 yards 

from their present house. Her life, overall,  has been a success. Yet now, she feels such an anger and 

frustration with herself for this small failing. Surely she is unique in this respect, few people would 

judge themselves so harshly? 

What has happened is this. Estelle, when making space for the tea tray, had pushed a magazine from 

one spot to another. The passbook defying all logic and sense had slipped into that magazine. As 

Jenny moved the tray, first one way then the next she had caused  the book to slide deeper and 

deeper into the magazine. Of course, had this been planned, intended, practised, then it would have 

take a wine lake of tea before it could be caused to happen, but, accidentally and unlooked for, it 

becomes the most natural and explainable phenomenon. 

Now Estelle is becoming more concerned. She now realises that this loss is nothing to do with any 

form of Dementia. The odd lapses she has suffered have been gentle absurdities, like starting to the 



en-suite shower when wanting her walking boots,   or taking her tea rather than the milk to the 

fridge.  Simple transformation mistakes, which the famous for his bedside manner TV Doctor Jamie 

Saveille , says are in the DNA of us all, are quite usual, not signs of deterioration.  

Having searched rationally and diligently she knows that the loss of the book  is not a “silly mistake”. 

It  is one of those times when the world has just got in  for her.   

It’s on a par with the last one pound coin for parking falling into the track that the front car seat 

slides back and forth on. This impossible hole in one shot being achieved without practice, and 

immediately jamming the seat (and driver) immovable, at the same time as now not being able to 

pay for the parking.  That the parking attendant is at that moment making his rounds goes so far 

without saying that any good editor would remove this sentence.  

Now Jenny has leapt beyond rationalization with the dexterity which only the truly pissed off can 

muster.  Now it is not the cause, nor even the effect, which builds her anger. It is a good old 

fashioned desire to get back at a world which allows such absurdities, that’s what drives her.  

 

Were Jenny on a horse charging at a windmill there would be no less certainty about the  futility of 

her decision to take on this challenge. Against her attack the world has not even bothered to go out 

to buy boots to consider quaking in. 

 In a flash of anger inspired brilliance Jenny guesses that the tray must have something to do with 

the loss of the book. She grabs to pull it up, as though fearing the passbook will scuttle off like some 

nervous woodlouse to a new hiding place. At that very moment, as her hands grip the side of the 

tray, there is a crash from above her head, and a not too distant scream of pain and fright. 

Women can multi-task. This is a well-accepted and validated fact. Jenny has been an excellent 

exponent of that skill, but there is something just too confusing about the gripping of the tray and 

the immediate crash above her head. She jerks upright at the sound, still gripping the tray. 

Everything on the tray flies into the air. Everything includes, the milk and  sugar, half eaten 

Battenberg cake, cup, teapot,  milk, and sugar, saucer, teapot lid, and milk and sugar (there is always 

far more milk and sugar than is rationally possible). 

5- January 1st 11am 

As Jenny experiences the magic of bullet time vision without the safety net of watching The Matrix,  

some 300 yards away, lying in what ideally should be long grass, is Snoozette. Snoozette is the 

Barringtons’ pet Pekingese dog. Her grandparents were bred by Jenny, and she remains a link to 

important memories in Jenny’s past.  

Very strictly speaking she should not be where she is. Where, is the Alexandra Gardens park. More 

precisely in one of the few remaining clumps of bushes which have remained after the accountant-

inspired garden design team had insisted that no more than 10 percent of any municipal garden 

should actually be garden. By that dictum ninety percent of the park is laid to grass.  

Sprouting across the grass in the space now vacated by the chopped down trees and uprooted 

shrubberies are various signs and warnings. They focus on what is not allowed, such as ball games, 

picnicking, dogs not on a leash, smoking, drinking, heavy petting,  and running. Confusingly for all,  

the pictures on the signs  show people in swimming costumes and men with whistles sitting in high 

chairs. This apparent anomaly arose when the Jesus Green Lido swimming pool was closed. The 



same horticulturally inspired accountants responsible for the park layout realised that they could use 

the signs from the swimming pool in the park.  

They and the legal team responsible for the parks are now involved in somewhat of a turf war 

because usually sunbathing would be one of the prohibited park activities, but the cartoon 

swimming costume bedecked council tax payers are sending mixed signals. 

The other major feature of the Gardens is a Crown Green Bowling Lawn. There is something of a 

mini Versailles in this construction, as long as  one has a great deal of imagination and a very poor 

awareness of what Versailles looks like.  Firstly a  terracotta bricked pavilion fronts the green. In 

splendid 1920’s finery it mutters in delicate middle class English of the days between the wars when 

cricket matches had more than twenty overs and popular music still  involved a maypole and shoes 

with bells stitched into the uppers. 

 

An immaculately manicured expanse of lawn fronts the pavilion. To step down onto this field is to 

step onto an Axminister carpet of refined horticultural splendour. The players, bedecked in white 

trousers, straw hats and rubber soled shoes paint a perfect picture. They contrast with, yet 

somehow enhance,  the privet hedge which borders the greens, separating the players from those 

who most definitely are not gentlemen. 

The hedge, four feet high and two feet wide of topiary triumph, forms three sides of a square which 

surrounds the green.  It was, planted in the perfect days of English history and has seen the many 

changes. From its early days, as storm clouds gathered over Europe to now,  with the insoluble 

certainty of the EU and Britain at its heart.  

One aspect that hasn’t changed is a perennial adornment to the hedge. The youth of whichever day 

it was.   Once called urchins, they became scallywags and are now just yobs. But since the beginning 

they have been a fixture. They take turns crouching below the hedge top and calling out to each 

other, their immortal words echo across the park and through history.. 

“I see the old men are polishing  their balls again”. 

But this small joke, fresh as it is with each telling, is of no interest to Snoozette. Snoozette’s mother 

died at birth causing Jenny to resort to drastic means to rear the pups. Some she bottle-fed, but 

Snoozette she managed to foster onto a neighbour’s whippet bitch. As a solution to an immediate 

problem this was a master stroke. However there is a law of unintended consequences which brooks 

little argument, and it was not about to pass up this opportunity. 

A whippet is a fine small dog, thin frame and sleek racing lines designed to hunt down a chase. A 

whippet looks back in time to ancestors who were Borzoi and hunted wolves in the Russian 

hinterlands. A Pekingese is a fine animal with great confidence and intelligence, but, it has to be 

admitted, makes one think of a cross between a hairdresser from Tilbury  and a floor mop from 

Tesco’s.   As far as a chase is concerned, it is clear that the ancestors of the Pekingese have been 

bred for something other than their ability to streak across open ground, turn on a one euro piece 

and bring down a she wolf. In fact, if one is fair, the primary thing that Pekingese have been bred for 

is the ability to look like Pekingese, and a splendid job they do at that. 

However, and here (as Shakespeare would say) is the rub. Snoozette’s first impression as a young 

pup, was of whippets. Her early, most impressionable days were of being surrounded by lithe young 

things of boundless energy and agility. Snoozette was not brought up by the selfie generation, did 



not possess a mirror. Arguably she didn’t then  (and still does not) have a great deal of a sense of 

herself. The only other dogs that Snoozette has really had any contact with are whippets.  So the  

only picture she has of herself is as a long-limbed, sleek,  running machine. 

We understand that life is generally a unfair. But that bias becomes more burdensome when you 

believe yourself to be the acme of small dog running perfection, and actually have six-inch legs and a 

tendency to trip over your own tongue when moving at anything faster than a gentle scamper. 

It is of course quite possible that Snoozette could have continued her life quite happily in blissful 

canine ignorance. Had it not been for the squirrels in the park. 

Squirrels with their hopping running jumps and tails flowing like cartoon commentaries. Squirrels 

free, easy and confident in their ownership of the park and many of the trees in local gardens. Their 

lithe smooth movement sparked a chord deep within her DNA, and she felt the call of the hunt. 

The first time she had launched herself in a scampering waddle at the squirrels had been the closest 

she had ever come to making a capture. The young grey squirrel had been busy on the park lawn, 

either digging up, or planting, beech nuts. At Snoozette’s yapping approach the squirrel had turned 

with a querulous tail rise, but with little concern. To the squirrel everything was happening in very 

slow motion. Its bright bead eyes had traced the erratic path of what appeared to be an animated 

faux fur hand muff, dawdling noisily in its direction. 

As the barking got louder the squirrel had deigned to respond, with the requisite jerky head 

movement,  by lazy hopping  to the nearest of the few remaining trees.  It then threw itself a short 

distance up the trunk to hang with a conceited over the shoulder stare at the approaching dog. 

To Snoozette, convinced that she was on a charge of such speed and grace that it was inconceivable 

she would not succeed this casual  vanishing was as distressing as dog blanket laundry day.  

She had stopped, unwisely attempting the sliding skid like stop she had seen her brother and sister 

whippets perform. On her it resembled more that she had stopped to scratch at a flea with her hind 

legs. The  overall effect here was  added to by her ears which could only react to  the instructions to 

stop a short while later and insisted on several furry oscillations before conceding to the inevitable. 

  

Since that first attempt this had pretty much been the settled story. Snoozette remained a whippet 

trapped in the body of a highly intelligent Pekingese. Destined to find that when she demands 

urgent sprinting, her body will respond  only with  enthusiastic  waddles.  

So. At the very moment when various items of Barrington crockery are levitating, and, as far as we 

know, at least one Barrington son is crashing to the floor, Snoozette is executing a new plan. 

Where speed has failed, she is attempting stealth. From the sitting room window she has previously 

observed the next door neighbour’s  Siamese cat sneak silently upon hapless blackbirds. This ploy 

she seeks to emulate. The world releases a sigh. Surely, it mutters to itself, isn't it bad enough the 

dog doesn’t know its breed, without it now being confused  as to its species?  

But isn't that the way. A door locked firmly shut will  keep much at bay, but if left even the tiniest bit 

ajar,  who knows what will slip through the crack? And so it is for Snoozette, the door to her split 

personality was opened soon after her birth, and all we can do now is watch and see what sneaks in. 

So, Snoozette the sleek Siamese cat, shoulders protruding from slim body, neck stretched and long 

thin tail held straight behind, stalks a squirrel. In her mind she has become one with the ground and 



the shadows. Her inner ninja self barely disturbs the grass she crosses. She can see the path to and 

beyond the squirrel. Needs only to spring forward and make the future as she wants it.  

 

In reality, whilst she has dropped her chin to the ground and depressed her ears,  as usual the rest of 

her body is not entirely bought into this persona. So it is that  her hind quarters and bush like tail 

follow the flattened  front, looking for all the world like a camel trying to hide in a brussels sprouts 

patch.  

 

She edges forward, silent snuffling, then, at the crucial moment, the high pitched cry of Jenny 

pierces into her dog persona. The squirrel is forgotten, the Siamese is forgotten, Snoozette waddles 

and scampers back to the house as fast as her legs can carry her, about which speed enough has 

already been said.  

 


