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Dear Vivianna (The Greatest One, #5)

Dear Vivianna,

The mail arrived with my special edition of the last book of your Highlander’s Heart series. That makes I have three books already that are all special editions. One version I ordered originally a while ago is hardcover with inside the cover is the main characters Mindbender and Victoria together in a hug front to front. The second version is a large table book that has an artist’s drawings along with your written words included. That book made me excited to buy the preorder when it was highlighted online the bookstore Brick Rick’s website for readers to order it. I bought that book and once in my hands I snapped cellphone photos of the ideal pretty drawings I liked to keep in my device for admiring later. The third version is paperback with blue edges I got in the mail. I felt a compulsion to type this letter to you involving my enjoyment of your written works in the Highlander’s Heart series. 

Sincerely me

*
[image: image]


Dear Vivianna, 2029 

I need to introduce myself to you as I’m typing these letters with your name as the addressee. I start in the year 2029 to explain my life as I go along with the letters about my living situation. I typed letters to you from the enjoyment of your works which I’ve read over the years growing up. I am named Shania as my identity publicity for records including to you in this letter. I have blonde hair long as midback with green eyes an inheritance from my mother whose looks is similar, but my facial isn’t inherited from her. I live in the continent island nation of Americana Island States ruled by the High Council as the government leader in the group’s dominated city of United City on the east coast in the middle part of the area of the country. The High Council, as a group of nine members in leadership as the planet’s ruler group of international nations. The High Council are traditionally nine members of a group ruling the planetary world named United States Federation of Port Terranea. The shortened planet’s name is Terranea with natives referring to themselves as Terrains. I’m aged twenty-three, turning twenty-four in December on the solstice the twenty first of this year despite being born in the year 2018. I named myself the name of Shania after your Highlander’s Heart series having a book’s story involving a warrior princess like side female character having the naming identity. I got interested in your story’s paragraph from what I read of your book in the Highlander’s Heart series. I liked the book so much because the story impressed me to accept the name of Shania named after your character literally. I admit I was impressed with your story to literally take the names of Shania with the last name of Han as my public identity. 

“I’m Shania Han.” I’ve been referring myself to people whenever I do introductions that makes them spoke “Interesting name that sings.”

Sometimes I do say, “I’m named Shania Han for professional reasons.”

I’m typing this story as a series of letters to you Vivianna onto laptop computer about my life. I type as true that the names of Shania Han aren’t my true birth name, which is something else. I was named Bernadette Nadine Kent at birth by my single parented mother Nadine Kent. Mom habitually referred to me as Nadine her own name whenever she acted parental towards me. I found the name of Bernadette not special or ideal for me to reference myself. I got the nickname Bern occasionally by people.

Like one high school teacher said, “Miss Bern what’s the answer to this question?”

I had that said repeatedly out of hatred of the nickname Bern that made me change my name to Shania. Yes, I do use the names of Shania Bernadette omitting Kent, my mother’s original last name in my personal email or ID card, but I’m named publicity as Shania Han. 

Sincerely me.
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Dear Vivianna,

I woke up to my mom’s text email message this morning around five thirty by cellphone going off.

“RING A DING!” sounded cellphone.

The noise was making me sleepy eyed check the cellphone.

I was thinking “Who’s sending me a message at that hour?!”

Mom texted as said “I didn’t sleep too well enough to have a splitting headache. I don’t feel good right now. I’m going back to bed to get more rest.”

I went back to bed and slept until 8:15am which was the latest I ever slept up to. I habitually sleep until six o’clock and get up to feed Victoria, my regal snobby cat, her breakfast at seven o’clock. I got up and fed Victoria and then showered. 

Mom texted “I give my regrets for being unable to drive up to pick you up and take you to Antonia’s. I left a message with your aunt to call me to possibly pick you up for driving you to meet the others.”

The lunch at Antonia’s was for a party celebration for Auntie Sidonie’s birthday that recently passed by on October the fourth. Auntie Sidonie Sandwell is mom’s declared older sister even though they’re not biologically related. The Sandwell and MacBride families jointly adopted mom and me into their families’ units by treasuring us both as family members. I’ve called Sidonie the name of the term as Auntie because she habitually likes viewing me as her niece in a family way. I got emailed by my cousin Auntie Sidonie’s daughter Charisma that is older than me by nine years.

Charisma said around fifteen minutes to noon “Hi Love why aren’t you and your mother not here yet? We’re waiting for you both.” 

I had to complain to her as emailed “Mom’s sick. She left a message with Auntie Sidonie cellphone. Auntie Sidonie isn't paying attention to her cell phone to respond quickly.”

Soon afterwards Auntie sent me a text stating her excuse for why she didn't pay attention to her cell phone “Sorry I was at church. I habitually don't pay attention to my cell phone.”

I emailed Charisma “This, sucks when I lose out on things like the lunch outing with you and the gang.”

Charisma was sympathetic when she emailed “Sorry love.”

Afterwards I threw out the garbage while forcing myself to eat lunch at home. I didn't feel like walking the driveway for steps. I just went inside and had leftover ice cream from a carton. I also watched tons of tv focusing on the Novels’ channel watching soap operas back-to-back. I'm hoping that today goes away for tomorrow to come. Suchlike doing laundry and walking in the driveway during loads. 

I texted mom “I miss hearing from you all day. Love you.”

Mom never responded so I went to bed.

Sincerely me.
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Dear Vivianna,

Today was an outing with mom texting me “I’m on my way up to see you.” 

I texted “See you whenever possible today. I welcome your visit.”

I’m independent living on my own since I was twenty-one after graduating from Unity’s local community college with a science degree in general studies. Mom surprised me with this two-room residence in Unity in an apartment complex she lets me live rent free along with utilities for she’s the landlord. I know I’m to pay my own bills like cable services and for Victoria my resident cat’s veterinarian care. I pay for my cellphone, TV and internet services that sometimes cost half my five hundred dollars, like two hundred and fifty dollars a month.

I raged each month when the bill is over two hundred dollars “Rip off cable service company! I never used that service much!”

The rest of the money is to be saved for Victoria for her food of both solid dry and wet including kitty litter for her bathroom box and veterinarian appointments each year for physicals. Mom showed up hungry and ate some of my food and she paid me a dollar for it. We went to Duncan Nuts, the sandwich shop to eat lunch that I paid for. 

Mom threw an excuse as said “I paid last time. It’s your turn to pay.”

Afterwards was Brick Rick’s where I considered buying a nineteen-dollar black cat beanie baby.

I did beg “I want to purchase this cute thing.” 

Mom mentioned “I couldn’t justify the price and insisted we not to buy the toy. Too expensive for the price.”

I was disappointed despite I said, “Toy is cute.”

Mom agreed with me, but we never bought that toy. Mom did use her own money to buy three eight-dollar journals on sale for a discount. Yay the discount came from using my membership card. I got to use one for writing while in the car riding elsewhere. Mom stopped by Auntie Sidonie’s apartment. 

Auntie Sidonie said to me “Sorry I missed your communication from your mother and you.”

I hugged her in response without saying anything.

I was doing the saying “If you can’t say anything nice don’t say anything at all.”

Auntie Sidonie handed out blah a wakeup drink to mom and bottled water for me to drink. I kind of like Auntie Sidonie’s two-room apartment. Her residence has been used for a story character’s home apartment in one story, I worked on. I’m just aiming to continue the uses of former residential homes I lived in including mom and Auntie Sidonie lived in for stories’ backgrounds of Edenia series characters’ residences. Auntie Sidonie and mom gabbed for a while. Auntie Sidonie wound up eating a late lunch and early dinner meal. I fiddled by cellphone and drank water from a bottle offered by Auntie. Mom and Auntie declared the visiting socializing finished when three o’clock arrived by clock on my cellphone. Mom after that drove me home where she dropped me off. 

She texted me later “I forgot to take you to the library to have you check out a book from knowing you always loving books. We’ll have to do this another time when I’m visiting you again later in the future.”

“Oh well.” I say in response to mom’s texting message.

I had a good day hanging out with mom and visiting Auntie at her apartment. This included getting a bottle of water for recycling later for five cents. 

I said, “Ooh goody for recycling.”

Sincerely me.
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Dear Vivianna,

Today was an outing with Marina Brion, a friend from Unity’s local community college who taught Aurelia Sign Language classes as a teacher. I took four semesters worth of all four offered classes and all I got was a B grade. I couldn’t be interpreter level to be certificated. Marina and I met each other from tutoring I took with her at her office. Marina sensed I needed someone to be friends with and established our friendship we’re still maintaining now. While deciding on what to wear for an outing with Marina I managed to fit into those yoga pants she gave me. I lost weight to easily fit into them. 

I cheer “Yay me!”

I complained to mom previously just prior to turning twenty-one “I’m on a plateau unable to lose weight.”

Mom said “You just need to keep working on exercising and maintaining your diet. That plateau will drop I assure you of that for this is happening to me.” 

I admit since I turned twenty-one with an unexpected issue a day later the weight, I had gained making me heavyset had abruptly dropped off my body like shed. I was able to fit into those yoga pants Marina gave me I wore for our outing. 

I admit I could have just said “Screw it I’m fine weight wise!”

Nope I didn’t bother because I realized I needed to physically maintain my body’s exercising endurance by keeping myself physically fit with exercises. I know I lost weight, but it doesn’t mean for me to slack off on not doing anything to maintain a physical healthy lifestyle despite a nagging situation. Marina picked me up around eleven thirty while I was outside walking the driveway. 

“Glad to see your walking getting steps done.” She praised me after I got into the car buckling up my seatbelt.

I was thinking “Thanks Marina for your vote of confidence in me.”

I noticed her seatbelt looked tight on her like she had a paunch belly but couldn’t bring up the subject if she was pregnant or not. We went to a sandwich shop in Unionville that’s a suburban city bordering out of the limits of the United City’s metropolis. Unionville is where both my mom and Auntie live in separate apartments in different complexes across the town from each other. Their rides by cars take them thirty minutes to drive to Unity where I live that is a scenic forest like the city region of Unionville. Charisma lives in the United City in a brownstone townhome doing her commute to work as a lawyer for McBroom and Associates. I had a favored sandwich with chicken called a rancher. Marina treated me to the luncheon by buying our food and drinks. We finished our sandwiches and walked next door to a plaza’s store that sells food and products from other countries internationally in Americana Island States in that store. Marina bought me a white kitty baggie purse. 

I said, “I consider using the purse as a clutch to carry my wallet.”

Marina said, “That’s used for toiletry items like makeup and hygiene care products not for a purse like wallet.”

I was deflated when she said that to me. I figured I would use the purse whenever I sleep overnight at mom’s apartment if she ropes me into staying there for helping her sorting her apartment’s clutter kingdom. Marina bought miles of items from that store I swear were totaled in hundreds of dollars when the cashier rang her up. We went to the car to load up the purchases. Then Marina drove us across the street to the mall where she parked in a store vicinity in the garage. We walked all over the place visiting stores that hurt the bottoms of my feet from my slip-on shoes. Marina bought yoga pants, matching shirts and hairbands while ignoring the prices of the items. She was cheap for the hairbands but the yoga pants and tops she was a spender. She never bothered to try on the clothes in the dressing room. Instead, she just brought the clothes against her body and did an examination for fitting. We visited a favored store where they sell cartoon labeled shirts, sweaters and jackets. 

I said to Marina “I’m hoping for a jacket or sweater cardigan with that cartoon design on the clothes.”

Marina said “When they go on sale maybe consider them. Or ask family as a solstice gift for them to be given to you.”

The solstice on December twenty first is huge in United City as a major holiday where stores and businesses close for the day. This is the same because no transportation services are allowed or in running on that holiday day. I tried on two tops cartoon design that were in the discounted-on sale rack. One was a tee shirt in baby blue and the other was a dark navy sweatshirt with a rugby collar. 

Marina seeing me in the sweatshirt made her say “That looks too big for you.”

I said, “I don’t care for the sweatshirt has the collar I want for wearing.”

The collar of the sweatshirt was in rugby style I was looking for in sweatshirts to wear. 

Marina said, “I reluctantly agreed with you.” 

I admit there was a sign to buy two get one free. I was interested in a third sweatshirt with a rugby collar of an action figure.

Maureen said, “That character isn’t proper and negative.”

She was referring to the man in a sword glaring at the viewer pasted on the sweatshirt in a disapproval term. When Marina went to buy the two shirts, she added another shirt, a third. This was the action figure in white and baby blue that was a sweatshirt with the rugby collar for the discount sale I was examining earlier. There was a discount for buying all three shirts from that sale with one free. 

“Yay!” I was thinking.

Two shirts were discounted from the twenty-three-dollar price to around thirteen bucks while third was around nine dollars. 

I was questioning Marina “What’s with the discount instead of a free shirt like the sale?”

I asked in Aurelia Sign Language, the global planetary accepted language. Just to avoid having the salesclerk hear me referring to the sales price.

Marina explained in sign, “That’s a part of the sale. Discounted price to accommodate the sale of one shirt free for the business to make money.”

I thought “Good for the store to save Marina money for her buy those tops for me.”

We walked and found armchairs to sit down to rest which I noticed was the time of four thirty on my cellphone.

I said to Marina “Should we be going to the restaurant to accommodate traffic for you to drive us to there?”

Marina said, “It’ll take ten minutes to get to there.”

Marina added after a thinking thought as said “We needed to go to the restaurant to sit waiting for food for you to eat your dinner and not change the schedule of your eating habits when food arrives for us to eat.”

I agreed with her thinking as thought “She does have a point.” 

We went to a burger bar and restaurant to eat dinner. I ordered a strawberry lemonade, a tasty drink I like to drink occasionally at restaurants with Marina and whoever besides Unity’s eateries walking distance from my apartment. We ate food and took half home for eating later at another time. The bill was around fifty dollars that required Marina to pay ten bucks for tips. 

I was thinking when I saw the receipt slip “Ugh expensive!”

Marina paid by credit card like she used to pay for purchases at the malls’ stores. I swear she has money set aside from her paycheck she spends gallons on buying clothes and items including our meals. I got home happy to have new tops for wearing later. Victoria was a no show when I got home moving around putting items away. Unfortunately, I did have to feed Victoria her dinner at six thirty time I arrived home.

“Humph! Your late feeding me dinner!” Victoria seemed to say along with “I’m avoiding you because I’m annoyed with you!”

Poor kitty cat being snobby regal. I had a good day.

Cheers me.
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Dear Vivianna,

Today I woke up from Victoria’s kneading me aggravating my bladder.

I was thinking “Ah cats.”

Victoria was socializing with me and was pressuring my bladder to get up and go. Victoria was notorious for that status. She would sit on my front aggravate my bladder and make me remove her to get up to hit the privy for pee urges. 

“Ugh cats.” I speak.

I wound up staring at the computer for a bit till after I fed Victoria her breakfast when I typed something down into a story in progress I was working on. I wound up typing till nine forty-five is when I quit because I had to go outside and wait for Marina. I walked the driveway for fifteen minutes or around that time. I thought I left the window blind shut and went up to check. The window blind was open followed by Marina parking her car in the lot. 

She texted me “I’m here.”

I walked outside to load her car with the bags of books donations I was giving her. I showed her that deaf woman writer’s book.

“I’m expressing interest in reading that once you’re done.” She spoke. 

“Shania, where do you want to go?” she asked me.

I knew she had an appointment in the afternoon because she emailed me this last night.

I suggested to her “Anywhere where you can get home faster to make it to your appointment with your husband.”

Marina sensed I was considerate by saying “Thanks. We’ll go localized.”

I read around ten pages including finding a page having a drawing of the Aurelia sign language alphabet and numbers included too. The signs were involving both hands’ uses for the fingerspelling and numbers. 

I thought viewing the drawings of the fingers’ spellings “Very oddly weird!”

I showed that page to Marina during a break of her drive while parked at a red light. She nodded seeing that in agreement with me showing her the page.

Marina said, “The indigenous aboriginal Red Eye natives invented the Aurelia Sign Language from spoken languages were all over the place hard to translate. Sign language got invented and spread all over to be accepted globally in Terranea for people to maintain their spoken languages without having to depend on a translator.”

We went to a fancy clothing retail store where Marina blew money just to buy clothes, she won’t try it on in the dressing room. She even bought jewelry and items all over the place. She even included two notebooks for me to use as journaling. One notebook was a little bent out of shape costing around five dollars. 

“You’re buying this one.” Marina indicated to me.

I agreed for I had some money leftover in my bank account. Once it was time to purchase our items, Marina included the wrecked up five-dollar notebook sparing me from buying that thing. I didn’t say anything to her as a reminder of me buying that notebook instead just letting her purchase it with her purchases. We stuffed the paper bags into the car then walked across the plaza to the restaurant to eat lunch. I only ate half the food and parts of the snack side’s food. I brought them all home where I had the meal for my dinner. After putting the food into the car, we walked to an office store then walked to a craft store going inside to wander in the aisles.

I said to Marina “I saw beads and pendants I liked to purchase to pin them with a safety pin to my clothes as a decoration.”

Marina said, “Anna used to do that too.”

I recalled Anna was a deaf employee at the local community college that retired and then passed away earlier this year. I also saw sweatpants in another store I wanted to try on and purchase with mom accompanied me whenever she drives me around on a visit to me. I texted that request to mom during a conversation on the cellphone to her once I was home waiting for dinner. Mom seemed okay with that request. Marina dropped me off at home handing me two notebooks she purchased for me. I went inside, putting everything away then did laundry with the stackable in the boiler utility closet. The stackable laundry machines are very small so that some of my clothes couldn’t be laundered to accommodate the small washer. I’m trying not to overfill the laundry machines whenever I do laundry with my clothes. I habitually take something out and save the clothes for next week’s laundering. I walked the driveway while waiting for laundry to be laundered in both washer and dryer. I made it to over six thousand and four hundred steps. 

“Yay for me walking!” I cheer.

Six thousand steps are on my cellphone app I registered as a goal for achieving from walking around town or the driveway. 

“Ooh goody!” I praise myself.

After putting away laundry I fed Victoria her dinner then I watched TV eating leftovers for dinner from lunch today. 

I texted mom “Marina is a hypocrite. She spends money when she tells me to save.”

Mom responded, “Honey it’s her money.”

I was annoyed with Marina for not doing what she’s been lecturing me to do which is save money. She blew hundreds of dollars on items from one store. Most of them were full priced items like shoes, clothes and jewelry. She never once bothered to be cheapskate picking items that were on sale for a discount. Marina just went ahead and spent money blowing a small fortune on everything she purchased today. 

I say, “Ugh really?!” 

Even annoying is Marina has been lecturing me for a while “You to save money for your cat and for emergencies.”

I was to save for emergencies if my parents aren’t around to help assist me with bills including helping Victoria medically. She’s not doing what she lectured on as in saving money. Also, when I try to look at people for example, I consider friends like Marina, who aren’t doing what I’m to do as in saving money. Marina is spending money on herself buying expensive items fully priced and not discounted on sale like she did in that store in Unity and at the stores in Unionville. She’s not doing what she’s doing, which is putting her mouth to literally as in saving money for herself.

I said, “Marina, you blew it big time!”

Marina is cheapskate saving money for buying purchased items for me. She was cheap buying those three shirts from a store in the mall. She even was cheap buying only two journals for me in that retail clothing store.

I tried on shoes today that was making her say “I’m not buying shoes for you.”

She’s not saving money for herself. Marina’s making a bad example of saving money when I’m supposed to save my own dollars for emergencies. She’s not doing the same thing at all with her outrageous spending in stores buying items full priced without going with on sale items. 

“Marina, you’re a hypocrite.” I speak.

Also, earlier yesterday I handed in a family friend Brisbane McBride as I considered him a dad. I gave him two books to go to the UPS store to return for me. 

I scold “Dad, you blew it!”

He wound up making me lose twenty-four dollars on one book. I think he mailed both books together and didn’t mail them separately. I lost money from dad’s goof off status. He owes me twenty-four dollars for this. I must email dad soon about this and demand him to pay me the money he owes me for goofing off. 

I said, “Yeah not good for me.”

Hating myself, me.

*
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PS Dad responded to my rant “Sorry I goofed off. Nothing I can do to help you get money back. I’ll pay you twenty dollars amount of cat food if you run out for Victoria. I insist that Victoria benefits from this and not you. You shouldn’t have bought those books in the first place.”

I say in response “Jeez dad!”

Dratted me.

*
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Dear Vivianna,

I woke up early at five o’clock from pee urges aggravated by Victoria pouncing on my front playing with my hands’ movements underneath the blanket. I got up and went to the bathroom then tried to resume bed.

“I doubt you can sleep.” Victoria seemed to say when she resumed her pouncing game onto my front.

I figured that was speak in her cat way of saying “Get up! Feed me breakfast! I’m hungry!”

Victoria ate out her food bowls leaving nothing left that made me swear “Drat cat!”

I was dizzy and had a splitting headache when I got up to the bathroom. I tried to resume bed, but Victoria kept me up. I really resent waking up around five o’clock on Saturdays. Mostly because there’s nothing worth watching on TV like the Novels’ channel that is going to air that annoying TV series I hate watching. I checked online and discovered this. Champions Network of sporting events are what I’m stuck with watching for hours till like six o’clock is when I change the channel back to Novels. 

“I resent this!” I rage.

I really do not like getting up early at five o’clock on any day weekdays or weekends. I preferred to get up later than that. I don’t have anything to do early in the morning around five o’clock. Novels don’t air anything until seven o’clock is when the TV shows are junky reruns that bore me brainless. Victoria is fed around that hour too. I hate going online to ogle the products on websites I can’t purchase because I’m supposed to save money. I could go online on social media but what can I do online there? Otherwise post comments and wishing someone happy birthday? I already did emails last night to people. I haven’t yet emailed Marina what I said to mom last night.

I said to mom by texting message, “Marina is a hypocrite for she tells me to save money when she’s spending money too much blowing a fortune in front of me while shopping.”

“Honey it’s her money.” Said Mom.

Mom seemed not sympathetic towards me at all when she responded with her messages. 

“Mom really?!” I raged angrily.

Mom texted at first “I’m coming on my way.” but then texted “I’m out with Auntie Sidonie and coming over to see you.”

She arrived with Auntie driving in her car around noon. 

Mom told me “Joey a friend of Sidonie’s passed away.”

I meant to eat lunch like asked mom “You want to eat?”

It was around noon when she arrived at my apartment.

Mom said, “Eat now and hurry up.”

I refused to bother to eat anything because I wasn’t hungry. Mom got me outside to Auntie’s car. I brought along my pink backpack purse, a water bottle and a book one of yours I’m always rereading. I read one hundred pages of your book while I was out with Auntie and mom in the car ride from place to place. 

“Good for me for reading books.” I cheer. 

We went to Lyn Buys in Unity where Auntie told me “Joey the boyfriend of Brayden passed away.”

I said to her “He must have loved Brayden after his passing that he was heartbroken to join him in the Summerland soon afterwards.”

Auntie seemed deflated to me when I said that to her. I tried on a pair of drawstring pants that were a rich jade green color. I meant to have mom buy two additional pants in beige and blue coloring. Mom refused to buy those two pants.

“What are you going to do for emergency if there’s no money leftover?” she ranted at me.

She seemed nervously thinking “If there’s no money left, and Nadine has a huge bill who’s going to pay for it? Nadine out of pocket herself?”

I was forced to put away two pairs of pants and go with the green pair. I did convince mom to purchase a book. That purchasing a book is usually rarely done for mom doing that for me. 

I say, “Interesting for sure.”

We also bought hand soap for my hands. After Lyn Buys was to a diner where it was crowded with eaters. We had to wait a bit till the wait staff cleared a table in the nonsmoking section. That restaurant seems to allow electronic and vape smoking to be done there. 

“Yuck smoking stinks!” I think.

Once food was consumed, Auntie paid for the bill using a credit card. Mom supplied cash for the tip. I meant to keep money in my wallet for restaurants’ outings with either mom or Auntie separated or together with me. Auntie drove to Goddess Victoria’s Shrine an outdoor church-like area in a forest with a pathway for each of her eight disciples to honor them just for her to do prayers. Auntie came back and drove to Saint Tristan’s church for mom and her to attend confession. After they returned, Auntie drove me home with mom in the passenger seat. Mom saw me inside to socialize Victoria who was no show avoidance. Mom left with Auntie driving either to church or to home for mom to drive herself home to attend church. 

I say “Oh well church is church. Not my thing.”

I had a good day spending time with mom and Auntie Sidonie.

Sincerely me.
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Dear Vivianna,

Sundays were boring for me not to spend outside walking. I don’t normally go out on Sundays instead I stay home staring at the computer and watching too much TV while eating food to get fatter. I spent all day, starting in the morning typing onto the computer muse talk to an Edenia series story. That story is a new Edenia themed series I’m working on with other additional stories. 

“Oh, yay me.” I cheer.

I worked on that story then took a break in the evening for dinner and watching TV. I didn’t feel like watching TV, so I ate food off the kitchen counter. Victoria was a pesky bug socializing with me while I was trying to sleep. I was trying to think of muse talk like one story in progress I was working on. Victoria’s socializing kept me distracted from sleeping and thinking of anything. Just to entertain her and her demands for attention with her drooly mouth giving me slobber on my skin which is disgusting. 

“Really Victoria?!” I was thinking.

I resumed bed and slept some more till like five o’clock hour almost going on at six o’clock is when I woke up. I habitually wake up at that hour after bed at ten o’clock. Leaves me bored, unable to do much besides staring at the computer. Usually, TV on at that hour isn’t worth squat watching the screen. Novels don’t air anything decently worth watching until one o’clock in the afternoon ending with their nine o’clock TV show. Every morning going into the afternoon there are marathon reruns of TV series the channel airs than anything else. I worked on an Edenia story this morning. I considered cutting parts to the story to end in a positive note like themed romance happily ever after. Then putting story online, the Draft2Digital website for a fee for readers to download. I didn’t agree with that thinking instead just figured once I get writer’s block with that story I would consider editing and doing chopping to put it online. Right now, the muse is talking about that story so I’m still typing galore involving continuing its storyline. Around two o’clock in the afternoon the muse quit so I saved my work onto thumb drive and decided to take a walk. I remembered I had to go to the bank to deposit fifty dollars into checking. I walked out carrying a book in hand I thought would be ideal for me to stop somewhere to read. The heat was a bit too much for me to wear a hoodie. I had to stop on the way and take that off to go around with my tee shirt. The steps the cellphone counted were barely one thousand a total around eight hundred when I got to Greens.

I’m thinking “Drat that cellphone app not counting the ideal number I wanted!”

I tried to walk the driveway, but the heat was a bit too much. I walked to another school building intending to walk the sidewalk loop around the green. I decided not to bother. Instead, I walked the route I originally walked from Greens to back there. At Greens in the lobby is a set of triplet armchairs I like to sit resting for a while. Sometimes I can get books read done in progress. Like reading a book I had in my hands. I admit to you I’m so sick of spending money off the internet buying books that have fancy covers and special editions. 

“This is the pits!” I rant.

This is the same for books that are signed to me and autographed by authors. I’ve collected way too many of that already. Some of those books to your horror haven’t been read instead their stuffed into my bookcases collecting dust. They’ve been ignored and not taken out for me to look at their fancy covers or admire the authors’ handwritten notes with my name as the addressee. 

“Really Shania? Spending money on books for ignoring?” You would say to me.

I’ve enjoyed reading books while I’m in that spot. Sometimes I’ve made a dent in a book I haven’t been able to read much more of it in a while. 

“Good for me!” I cheer.

I read around forty pages straight of your book till a little passed three o’clock on my cellphone’s time piece is when I quit. I walked home to rest watching TV till four o’clock was when I fed Victoria her dinner. She was no show in hiding like being a snob on the bob towards me.

Victoria seemed to say “You left me alone. I hide to avoid you.”

She didn’t eat her food until around six o’clock when I checked after heading to the bathroom. I kept checking her food bowl to see if she was eating the food which she ate two hours later passed her dinnertime. I texted dad about my walking outing who replied. 

Dad said, “I was busy with yard work and doing dump duties with the bagged leaves and other ground’s debris.”

I’m glad I don’t take care of the yard of this apartment complex. 

I say “Yard work? Eek bugs no!”

I hate bugs and have an uncontrollable fear of insects of any kind. I refused to be around in a yard if there’s bugs flittering around bushes and plants. 

“Bugs are not my thing at all!” I speak.

I remembered I had a dream of a tall male figure in black with a black mask covering the head entirely that only showed the eyes a golden human shade. I was at a beached atoll in the dream meeting the godly being. I was unsure of who he was at first but after I analyzed the dream, I figured out his identity. I realized he was Mindbender the God of Death the Ruler of the Underworld from description of his masked hooded status.

Mindbender warned me “You’re going to be carrying a Kells that’s going to grow inside you as your companion. The Kells is not a parasite like you are thinking. I assure you the Kells will be beneficial for you carrying one. 

He refused to answer my question “What’s going on in the future?”

Mindbender said cryptic “Don’t worry about the future everything will work out if you take care of yourself having a Kells with you as your inner companion. I assure you this, but you need to obey my hints with others around telling you what to do for yourself in the future.”

That was all I could get from Mindbender involving a specialized event happening in the future that carrying a Kells would benefit me. This turned true because I developed a bug of my own dubbed Kells that are like ladybugs when visually inspected inside humanoid bodies a day after their twenty first birthday. Kells are oval head oval body shaped living beings that grow inside human bodies that act like a friendly living body organ to keep the body healthy and nothing to do with parasitical way. I know my human appearance of a blonde hair and green eyes are natural growers of the Kells that develops a day after being aged twenty-one. The Kells is declared nonbinary for they grow inside both men and women regardless of gender they still grow inside them. Once I developed the Kells, I was disappointed that I couldn’t get pregnant literally from the living being acted as a pregnancy blocker when doing sex. The Kells develop in Elis is another human species half the time. The Elis are naturally known for golden eyes and black hair with a weird ability to do telekinetic movements. Some of them focus on doing just physical objects telekinetically and hardly humanoids. I noticed this soccer game I watched featuring this male player Bris Mac that I wrote a story about is playing weirdly. He’s not an Eli but has the species traditional height of six foot tall with a muscular thick bulk despite the blonde hair and blue eyes alongside tanned skin from playing in the sunlight elements. I swear from his strange hand gestures he’s making whenever he’s playing in a way that he’s got telekinetic abilities to manipulate the ball.

“That’s ideal for servitude!” I recalled getting into my mind.

I felt disgusted with the game I watched turned into a lopsided way of Bris scoring all those goals like a me player and not sharing the glory that I gave up watching. I turned the TV off and just gone to type onto the computer. Oh, in case you want to know, mom texted me a lengthy message about church around eight thirty at that time. Her silence was from her going to church for confession around six o’clock hour and arriving home two hours later around eight o’clock. We didn’t chat long in our texting messages because mom expressed tiredness wanting to go do chores then go to bed.

“I’m going to jump.” Mom habitually says whenever she ends her communication.

I told her a joke one time, “Have fun jumping into a lake. Beats me why you would at this time of year. Too cold.”

Mom would laugh but insisted on ending communication.

I would end communication with mom by saying “Love you lots of hugs and kisses mommy bobby.”

Mom replied from tonight’s communication “Love you too. You’re the best. Text you in the am.”

She habitually says, “You’re the best.”

Nice saying of mom to say that to me. Mom says that, because she loves me as her daughter, her child and greatest treasure she cares about unconditionally with love.

Loved, me. 

*
[image: image]


Dear Vivianna,

I stayed up late again as twelve thirty in the morning to your shock of me overstaying past my ten o’clock bedtime. I was working onto a story I was editing one version to be a lettered version like dear whoever sincerely me. I finished my work around that time and went to bed. I was socialized by Victoria being a pesky bug of a cat demanding attention from me. My Kells was bouncing around inside me while twirling and rubbing my inner wall in tandem to Victoria’s socializing.

“Oh, really Victoria?!” I rant at her.

I was trying to sleep rest and daydream muse talk. Victoria and her socializing distracted me big time made worse with the Kells’ behavior. Both kept me up from sleeping much from Victoria’s dancing and Kells’ jumping around inside me.

I rant, “Victoria your terrible with your sense of timing!” 

I wound up waking up around eight o’clock in the morning. 

“Eek I’m late feeding Victoria her breakfast!” I was thinking at the time.

I texted mom who responded around ten o’clock. We both were in a texting chat conversation for an hour till eleven o’clock is when mom quit to go do errands. I walked to the Greens but didn’t go inside. I figured library was a much better alternative to where I was to walk to than sitting at Greens doing nothing but fiddling with cellphone and writing notes by notebook I brought along. I didn’t bring a book with me. I left my e-reader at home for anticipation of walking to the library to check out books. I went to Curious Cat’s Bookshop that was open. I looked around at the books but didn’t buy anything. The store didn’t have the ideal books I wanted in your Mindbender series I was thinking about purchasing. I changed my mind and decided after all not to purchase those books after examining them at the library when I stopped by. I did consider buying a book that was on sale for a discount of twenty percent, but it didn’t bother me. 

I was thinking “No I’m not going to bother buying this author’s works from now on.” 

Mostly because I’m burnt out from reading that author’s books that I won’t read her works anymore. You’re the exception. I don’t feel inclined to read anything she’s written in the past or published presently and for the future right now. I just don’t. I also walked to the library to ask for your Mindbender’s series to check and examine where I was in the four books series. I’m in the third book a few chapters in and not a good dent into it like not halfway through. I felt like I couldn’t read that book at all, so I didn’t take it home. I just dumped the book in the drop off. I took home two library books, and I purchased a book. One book was unfinished, that’s a library book. That book has sexy artist’s drawing images in its contents enough to snap photos of them later. 

I was thinking “Ooh impressive drawings.”

I read a little in that book like finished a chapter or two. I like that book enough to think of purchasing a copy, but I won’t bother with purchasing it. I read that book on and off enough to like the contents. The problem is I lose interest in reading that book from distractions of other books and focusing on my stories on the computer. I’m struggling to finish that book even though I like the contents as written whenever I’m interested in reading it. I found a memoir book about a rock climber losing his hand in an accident in rock climbing. I already read that book years ago when it came out. I bought that book for two dollars leaving six bucks’ worth of dollars leftover in my wallet. I walked home carrying a total of three books in my backpack. I got a few steps leftover to make six thousand counted steps on my app on the cellphone. I nuked lunch and walked in the apartment totaling six thousand steps achieving the goal I wanted. 

I cheer “Yay for me!” 

Afterwards I felt too tired to go outside again to check for the mail. I was surprised I received that fifty-eight-dollar sweater I was talking about earlier in a previous letter. The sweater wasn’t worth fifty dollars from the material instead made me feel like I was ripped off. The sweater wasn’t really a cotton sweater as highlighted online the social medial website. Instead, the sweater was made from a different material with bad condition buttons for holes to tie shut. I kept that thing anyway. I admit I habitually don’t receive anything in the last two weeks of each month. Usually if I order something like books, I order off internet this week then I would get something delivered in the mail next week. I ordered hardcover books of your Winehouse trilogy, and your firefighter book you never wrote more of it. Both are good readings I read a while ago. I did want to have copies of the books, but not paperback soft covers are what’s selling online Brick Rick’s website. I had to order hardcovers off secondhand website Portia as dubbed for cheap prices from a bookseller for acquiring copies of the books for my collection.

I say “No, I’m not going to buy any paper copies of books from this bookseller online Portia from now on.”

That hated bookseller still won’t give me back that twenty-three dollars and change they owe me. I feel like they ripped me off by giving me the amount of money for one book but won’t do that returning for another book. 

I rant again “Fricking annoying they ripped me off!”

Also ordered a memoir by a soccer star hardcover. Brick Rick has a copy of that book but it’s in paperback and costs around twenty-five dollars. It’s not ideal for me to purchase the paperback online Brick Rick for that price tag. I wanted
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