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The First Day of the Story
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[image: image]Snug in her bed, Vanessa dreamed. 

Oh, these memories were the best. She was two! She had a real name, one her Mom and Dad had given her. But she couldn’t recall it just now. 

There she was, that girl with the puffed out cheeks. Happy as happy could be.
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[image: image]VANESSA SMILED. HER family was glad to see her smile. She’d been in a coma for so long. They almost couldn’t remember when she had not been in a coma. 

And it was longer than that, since she had smiled. Her life had been hard.

Vanessa’s family only remembered her as being strict and exacting, but not too stern or harsh. Her mouth was always set in a straight line on her face, much the same as she was set in her ways.
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[image: image]VANESSA’S DREAM MOVED from one in which she was an observer, to one in which she was the main character. Her two year old happiness was replaced by momentary consternation and a frown. 

Now what had she been called? 

Her Mom bent over her and picked her up. That huge grin returned. Her Mom poked her playfully in the cheek – “You’re my little Cream Puff!!!”

Cream Puff’s cheeks normally puffed way out of her face. The joy of this recollection made them puff larger and larger and larger, until you thought the child’s face would explode. Or perhaps she would simply lift off the ground like a helium balloon. 

The larger her cheeks puffed, the larger her grin became. As her smile grew larger, her Mother’s smile grew more sweet and serene. And this only made Cream Puff’s smile even more enormous.
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[image: image]UPON WITNESSING THEIR Mother’s puffed cheeks, Vanessa’s children thought she was trying to hold her breath. Or perhaps she was having the mumps, but hadn’t she had those when she was young, just as they had? 

Vanessa’s children sent one of their children to fetch the Doctor. The young man didn’t mind. It was only his Grandmother who lay on the hospital bed. He hadn’t ever really had the chance to get to know her. She hadn’t let him. 

A nagging thought tugged at him that he hadn’t ever really tried. But he had no time for that tugging thought. An insistent thought that he need to go relieve his Wife from watching their kids, easily pushed all other thoughts aside. 

They had three very small children. And his Wife was growing more certain by the day that it had all been his idea. She thought that since that was the case, he should do more than his fair share of the work raising them. 

Did she need to keep pressing the issue now?! His Father expected him to spend all his time at his Grandmother’s side. She was, after all, his last remaining Grandparent. 

His Father’s retribution for not being in attendance would be severe. But it would not be as dire as his Wife’s.

On his way to relieve his Wife, he almost forgot to tell the Doctor to hurry to his Grandmother’s side. 

He was relieved that he hadn’t forgotten. That would have been unforgivable!

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]CREAM PUFF’S BELLY started to rumble. There was laughter hiding there. But she was too busy smiling and being her Mom’s Cream Puff.

If she’d been asked what a Cream Puff was, she would have just pointed at herself. She had no other reference for the term. 

The laughter in Cream Puff’s belly kept rumbling. She kept ignoring it. She felt herself floating through the air, as her Mom passed her into her Dad’s waiting arms. “Da!” she tried to say. But only a bubble escaped from her lips. It floated up until it popped against the ceiling.

Dad in his highest piercing falsetto, exclaimed, “Are you being a Cream Puff? Are you being a Cream Puff?”

Cream Puff thought it only natural that her Dad’s voice could be so high. She only nodded in response to his question. 

For one brief moment she returned to being the observer and thought, “Of course, I’m being a Cream Puff, what else would I be?” But such logic was not in the realm of the thoughts of the two year old she was once again becoming. 

So, Cream Puff just nodded and nodded and nodded. The more she nodded, the further up her body the laughter rose. Higher, and higher it went. 

Still, Cream Puff ignored it. Her only interest now, was in impressing her Dad with her puffed out cheeks and her huge smile. 

She knew that the more she did that, the larger his smile became. And the thing she wanted most in the world, next to seeing her Mom smile, was to see her Dad smile.

Cream Puff could feel the laughter tickling her throat now. “Not now!”, she thought, “I’m busy!” Her Dad cried, “Ho, Ho, Ho!!!”
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[image: image]DOCTOR HERNST ENTERED Vanessa’s room just in time to hear the guffaw burst from Vanessa’s lips. “Ha, Ha, Ha!!!”, he said. “She looks just like my grandkid!”

The looks on the faces of Vanessa’s children was one of mild panic. They were too controlled to ever experience total panic, much less evince it. Their grandchildren had certainly never looked like that!! 

They weren’t in panic. Every one of them told themselves that. They were very concerned with Doctor Hernst’s reaction. For he just chuckled to himself . Then he had left the room, mildly shaking his head back and forth, as if he was in disbelief.

Vanessa’s children were also in a state of disbelief . One which was climbing a new, higher step with each passing moment. They were quickly becoming afraid that if they climbed that precipice much longer, they would reach the apex and plunge headfirst over the side. 

One of her children was almost looking forward to the relief that would bring. The rest were not quite so far up the slope.

But for now, at least, Vanessa’s face was no longer puffed out. Her children were somewhat relieved by that, even if she was wearing that huge, almost creepy smile which looked so out of place on any member of her family. And it looked most out of place on her.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]WHEN CREAM PUFF HAD laughed, she had let out all the air in her cheeks. And her face muscles which had been holding her dimples so tightly had relaxed enough that her cheeks had returned to their normally puffed out state. 

She wished that her cheeks had gotten even bigger than they had. That laughter was always sneaking up on her and ruining her plans! 

But Cream Puff just smiled thinking of how gigantic she would make her cheeks the next time. Her objective self interjected that this was only a temporary setback. 

Cream Puff came back from the thoughts which were too old for her. As her objective self let go this time, Cream Puff felt a new freedom. 

She was now free to be Cream Puff without those other thoughts trying to interrupt and take control. Whatever other name she might have, she would be Cream Puff for as long as she wanted to be.
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Over Night
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[image: image]Vanessa continued to sleep. Her children started to drift off to sleep, one by one. Her grandchildren had left for their own beds a couple of hours ago. 

It had been a long day. Their Mother’s strangeness this evening had been worse than her just lying there in a coma. 

They had become used to that. They would never become used to this.

The look on her face prior to tonight had been the one they were familiar with. The look on her face tonight was one of a stranger. 

One of Vanessa’s children almost had the thought that her Mother had been possessed by an Alien from another planet. But she didn’t believe in Extra-Terrestrial Aliens, much less being possessed. 

So, of course, she hadn’t thought that. That would have been too irrational.

The last of Vanessa’s children finally gave into the tiredness of the day and dozed off. Then the strangest sound escaped from Vanessa’s mouth. She started to purr.
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[image: image]CREAM PUFF’S MOM HAD put her to bed and was gently rocking the cradle as she sang a lullaby. The stories had already been read. 

Cream Puff was not ready to be lulled to sleep by her Mom’s soft singing. But she did like the way her Mom sang. It was almost a purr. 

As she deliberately turned her head and her attention away from her Mom, she heard another purr – this one from the Cat. Meow was purring. Cream Puff could feel the sound through the air. Deep purring! 

Cream Puff let the sound ring in her own mouth. “Purr”, she said. “Purr”, she purred. Mom, Meow, and Cream Puff – all purring, each in their own way. 

Softer, softer, the purring became. Softer, and softer the lullaby. Softer, and softer, her bed. Softer, and softer her thoughts.

Sleep came, softer, and softer, and softer.

...

Early the next morning, Cream Puff was sitting in her high chair. Her Mother was playing airplane with the food. But Cream Puff was just holding her mouth closed tighter and tighter. The tighter she held her mouth shut, the larger her cheeks puffed out. 

Cream Puff followed the airplane around, not only with her eyes, but with her entire head.

“The airplane’s coming closer, and closer, and closer ... Airplane!!!”

Cream Puff’s mouth popped open and the airplane flew in. The food was delicious! But it wasn’t part of the plan. 

Her only plan was to be a Cream Puff. That she hadn’t been the best Cream Puff ever, didn’t upset her. She just smiled, awaiting her next chance to be the best Cream Puff ever.
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[image: image]EARLY THE NEXT MORNING when they awoke, Vanessa’s children were beside themselves. Tom, the second oldest left to get a different Doctor. One who would do something besides just laugh and walk back out of the room. 

This was getting serious. Their Mother might die at any time. They needed a Doctor who
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