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1 Deluge


Remember when we wished for rain?” Kona asked his best friend, Gwendolyn. The Labrador turned his large brown head away from the picture window and looked toward the clear bowl on Professor Albert’s coffee table.

“Indeed we did,” answered the hermit crab, her antennae bending toward the wet deluge outside.
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It had been over a year since they’d lived through the drought, those many months of no rain at all that had brought hard times to Kona’s and Gwendolyn’s friends who lived nearby in Gooseberry Park. Over a year since the two had done their part to deliver water to the babies and elders of the park when the dry situation became desperate.

The drought had been long. It had been fearful. But it had broken, finally, with the long-awaited arrival of rain, and everyone in Gooseberry Park had survived. Nature had settled back into its ordinary ways: a bit of sun here, some rain there, now and then snow. There was the occasional surprise storm that kept everyone inside. But nature, for more than a year now, had been ordinary.

Until lately. Lately, nature had not been ordinary. The rain did not seem to know when to stop. Outside Professor Albert’s picture window pounded a heavy, loud drumming-drumming of water. Rain had been falling for days.

Both Kona and Gwendolyn loved rain. They loved being wet. When Professor Albert reached for his raincoat and umbrella, Kona always did a little dance at the door, for he knew they were going to the park. Rain never stopped Professor Albert. And because he was a very careful pet owner, he put a bright red doggy raincoat on Kona as well. The slick coat wrapped around the Labrador and closed snugly under the dog’s middle. Labradors love water—they are famous for plunging with all fours into lakes all over the world. Kona did not really need a coat. But it did keep him mostly dry and tidy, which made things easier on the return home. Neither Professor Albert nor Kona wished to have a wet and sloppy house.
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And Gwendolyn: Well, she loved water very much because near water is the natural home of hermit crabs. Professor Albert had remembered this and had furnished her bowl with a small pool of water and a plastic palm tree. He wanted both of his pets to be happy. And they were.

Of course, Professor Albert would have been greatly surprised if someone had told him that he also had a third pet. Of sorts. A sort-of pet who pilfered his cheese puffs and borrowed his television to watch Jeopardy! This sort-of pet had his own home in a tree in Gooseberry Park, but because he was a sociable bat—yes, a bat—he spent a lot of his free time with his friends Kona and Gwendolyn on Miller Street. He had met Kona by way of Stumpy Squirrel, and now he visited frequently, telling Kona and Gwendolyn all the park news between snacks from the kitchen. Professor Albert had no idea, though he did sometimes wonder where the pretzels went.

Kona and Gwendolyn gazed together at the heavy streams of water rushing down the street, at the birdbaths overflowing, at the rain gutters gushing small waterfalls onto Professor Albert’s boxwoods below. They did not know that the professor’s sort-of pet—a bat named Murray—would soon make a bold and drippy flight to see them. And to tell them what he had found.
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2 Bat Feet


Tap-tap-tap. Tappity-tap.

There are not many Labrador retrievers who recognize the sound of little bat feet upon anodized aluminum, but Kona—stretched out on his dog bed and, until now, dreaming of garlic biscuits—knew the sound of a persistent bat when he heard one.
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“Gwendolyn, are you awake?” asked Kona. “Murray’s outside.”

“I know, dear,” said the hermit crab, waving a claw at the wet creature now doing a tap dance on the windowsill. “What is he doing here at this hour?”

“I hope it’s not because he needs an Oreo,” said Kona, checking the clock. Two in the morning!

“Surely not,” said Gwendolyn as Kona gently lifted her from the bowl so she could unlock the front door. “Even Murray wouldn’t travel in this rain at this hour for a cookie.”
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“Eee ite,” said Kona as he held her shell in his teeth.

“Well, yes,” she agreed intuitively. “He might.”

When they opened the door, Murray hopped inside and began shaking himself dry on Kona’s rug beside the fireplace.

“Monsoon! Typhoon!” cried Murray. “Living room!”

Shake, shake, shake, flap, flap.

“Murray, it’s two o’clock in the morning,” said Kona. “And pouring.”
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“Rain waits for no bat!” said Murray.

Shake. Flap. Shake.

Murray suddenly stopped shaking and flapping and looked toward Professor Albert’s kitchen cabinets.

“Tell us you didn’t wake us up for an Oreo,” said Kona.

Murray looked at his two friends and gasped. “Never!” said the bat. “But hold that thought!”

Murray spread his wings wide, the fire behind him giving them a dramatic neon glow.

“You will never guess what I found,” he announced.

“Oh dear,” said Gwendolyn. “Is it something having to do with chopsticks and duck sauce?”
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“Certainly not!” said the offended little bat. “Although, actually, yes, in a way. Good guess!”

Kona groaned. “It is about food,” he said. “At two o’clock in the morning.”

“It is about me risking wet life and wet limb to fly all the way from Norm’s Chinese Diner to Miller Street because we have a crisis!” said Murray. “A cute crisis, I must say, but still a crisis!”

“Whatever are you talking about, dear?” asked Gwendolyn. “Are you sure you don’t need to breathe?”

“No thanks,” said Murray. “These bat lungs are doing great. And it’s a good thing, because I flew all the way from Norm’s Chinese.”

“For what?” asked Kona. “What?”

“A kitten,” said Murray with a grin.

“A what?” asked Kona and Gwendolyn together.

“A kitten,” said Murray. “And it’s a big one!”






3 A Crisis!


Gooseberry Park was beautiful every season of the year. In spring there were forsythias and azaleas along the walking paths. In summer irises bloomed beside the water gardens full of floating lily pads. In winter the holly bushes made bright crimson berries.
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