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What would you do if a frog showed up on your pillow?

Throw it outside?

Throw it in a pot?

Call animal control?

 

Not if you’re Miz Genevieve Penelope Street. In her mind, Milton the frog holds the title of Best Pet Ever. After all, he never ever ever poops in the house…

 

And—come earthquake or flood or spooky haunted basement—he always takes care of her spiders!
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Want to stay up to date with Abby and her intrepid companions? Go to www.louisaswann.com and sign up to get the latest newsletter delivered directly to your inbox!

 


 

 

 

Introduction

 

 

When I decided to put together a collection of pet stories, furry pets—including my own—dominated my thoughts. After all, we just added two puppies to our household. Tons of stories there, right?

When it came time to put fingers to keyboard, however, my rebellious brain had other ideas. Miz Genevieve Penelope Street popped into my brain, demanding to tell her stories, and the stories just flowed onto the computer. I have to tell you—Miz Penelope had me wondering how on earth her story would fit in a pet collection when she wanted nothing to do with pets.

Then Milton hopped in.

Five stories later, Milton and Penelope are not only pet and human, they are a team. A rather unusual team, but a team nonetheless. I look forward to helping them share more stories with the world.

Enjoy!
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Miz Penelope’s Frog

 

 

27 Beckham Way stands by itself at the tippy top of the topmost knoll at the northeast edge of Mercyville, USA, a tiny cottage made even tinier by the ancient rowan tree hovering protectively nearby.

Surrounded by a carpet of whisper-soft grasses and fragrant herbs—sweet chamomile and spicy yarrow, pungent thyme and the distinctive scent of wild bergamot—half the year, the cottage lies snug beneath a blanket of pristine white snow—never too shallow and never too deep—the other half.

Perfect for one Genevieve Penelope Street.

Miz Genevieve Penelope Street—Miz Penelope for those who knew her—believed in spotless clean cottages, fruit without bruises, and tea served promptly at three. She’d lived alone at 27 Beckham Way so many years she’d lost count and didn’t mind the losing.

The closest cottage was over a mile downhill, leaving Miz Penelope as the knoll’s Sole Resident.

Weather permitting, Miz Penelope took a daily constitutional, striding briskly along Beckham Way, a lane that circumnavigated the knoll along her property’s perimeter, providing a sharp boundary for the brambles and brush that skirted the sides of the knoll.

From her knoll-top vantage, Miz Penelope could keep an eye on township and county alike.

Not that there was all that much to eye.

To the west perched the cottages, shops, and church spire of Mercyville proper, the buildings enfolded in the arms of towering oaks and balsam fir trees. Mercyville sat far enough inland to miss the nasty Atlantic storms, far enough north cockroaches and spiders stayed small enough to squish, and far enough south not to be obliterated by snow come winter.

Mercyville folks were a gentle lot, happy to help if a neighbor needed help but equally happy going about their own business.

“No need to stick noses where noses don’t belong” was the general Mercyville rule.

When she’d first seen her tiny cottage, Miz Penelope knew it had been built just for her. One bedroom (no guestroom or other such foolishness). One bath with a tub (no respectable woman would tolerate a shower of all things). A modest kitchen with a two-burner stove and a breakfast nook that looked to the east, greeting the rising sun as was only proper.

And a parlor with a porch big enough for her favorite rocking chair. During the day, she’d sit and rock, listening to the birds twittering in the branches of the ancient rowan while bees buzzed among the wildflowers and herbs.

Every evening—weather permitting—she rocked and sipped tea, bidding the sun a fond farewell.

If she ever felt lonely or alone (don’t let anyone tell you there isn’t a difference), Penelope had only to gaze at the soft glow of the Mercyville streetlamps lit promptly at dusk. Those lights, along with the movement and sounds of the township itself, told her she was not alone.

Her state of loneliness was entirely up to her.

Just the way she liked it.

Yes, solitude and Miz Penelope had been companions for as many years as she’d lived at 27 Beckham Way.

Once upon a time and forever ago, Miz Penelope had parents and siblings and lived in a grand house with a butler and a maid and housekeepers who worked tirelessly to keep their grand house clean.

But her siblings—two older brothers and a sister determined the world think her a boy—all insisted dirt belonged in the house.

And they all had pets.

Kittens that grew into cats. Puppies that grew into dogs. Piglets that grew into—of all things—pigs!

And a myriad of other creatures who came and went as they pleased.

Mother and Father thought it was all grand.

The housekeepers fought a continuous war…

And lost.

The Street home—grand and fine as it might have been—was constantly noisy, gruesomely noisome, and perpetually filthy.

The memories brought shudders to Penelope—if and when she chose to remember them.

As soon as practicable, she moved out, determined she would a) never marry, b) never have children, and c) never ever ever live with another pet.

Which was why Miz Penelope was puzzled as a lost bee when she woke one morning to find herself staring at a frog.

A frog.

On her pillow.

Now, most women would likely have screamed.

Penelope simply closed her eyes and went back to sleep (even though the first light of sun shone through her curtains), certain she had to be dreaming.

Unfortunately, the frog had other ideas.

She’d barely closed her eyes when blap!

Something cold and wet and sticky hit her cheek.

She debated screaming, but there was no one around to hear so why bother.

Instead, she sat bolt upright in bed, swiped at her cheek...

And stared at the wet rag in her hand.

It wasn’t a big rag…which made sense if the frog had thrown it.

There being no one else around, she had to assume the frog was, indeed, the rag-throwing culprit.

Only one thing she could say.

“Why?”

Penelope held up the rag and glared at the frog.

If this had been another story, perhaps a penny dreadful, you’d half expect the frog to grow huge as a house and eat her alive or carry her down to the bowels of Hell. At the very least, you’d likely expect the frog to talk.

But this frog did none of that (this being a true story, not some made-up tale).

It shrugged.

Then it turned and hopped away.

Not being one to leave a mystery unsolved, Penelope jumped out of bed, pulled on her dressing gown and slippers, and followed the frog.

It never occurred to her to be angry at the frog’s intrusion into her solitude, not at all.

You see, Penelope loved puzzles and mysteries with the same passion a pig loves its food.

A frog in her cottage presented both.

How had the frog gained entry?

And why?

As she followed the hoppy, boppy thing into the kitchen, it occurred to her that this frog was no ordinary frog. Large as her hand with shiny, almost-black skin sprinkled liberally with white spots that reminded her of a fire’s sparks, the frog seemed to pace itself, never getting too far ahead or lagging.

The lagging she could understand—why chance getting stomped on?

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
AUTHOR OF THE CLOCKWORK DRAGON

- LOUILS A

cawm %

]

/9 |

I
!
il

4 ’\ L
Five Hoppy Stories






OEBPS/imported-image2.jpg





OEBPS/imported-image1.jpg
Miz
Peneloloe’s
Frog

Five Hoppy Tales

LOUISA SWANN





