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Chapter 1 
Lake Charles

I smell salmon.

I bet Mamma’s giving me some of last night’s Sunday supper leftovers! I can’t help myself; I have to scratch at the screen door so she’ll hurry.

“Hold up, Jimmy. I have to get George’s egg plate first.”

I know, but I’m a puppy. It’s hard for me to sit still when food’s on the way. I press my face against the screen and drool into the little square holes.

It’s about seven in the morning—that’s when George has his egg plate and coffee. In a few minutes he’ll be done eating. Then the door will squeak open and slam shut and he’ll come out with my meal. While I have breakfast he’ll sit in the metal rocker and smoke a cigar, because Mamma doesn’t let him smoke in the house.

Here he comes.

“Morning, Jimmy. I got you some salmon today.”

See? I knew it!

George and Mamma are my family. I’m their dog, Jimmy. We live in Lake Charles, Louisiana, not far from New Orleans. I’ve never been to New Orleans. Actually, I’ve never been out of our yard (well, except to go to the vet), but I heard George talk about New Orleans one time with Mamma. He had a job over there for a rich lady in a big house. George mows lawns and plants flowers and bushes for people with fancy gardens.

Every morning before the sun comes up, he waits on the porch for a truck to come and pick him up. That’s when he gives me my breakfast. I never know what it’s going to be. Sometimes it’s corn and kibble with some bacon grease. Other times it’s chicken, kibble, and carrots with a little egg from his plate. But whatever it is, it’s always good.

Today it’s salmon with greens and carrots, my second favorite. (I like roast beef the best and I always get the bone, which keeps me happy for a whole day.) Usually I’m gobbling up the last bites when a big truck rumbles up to the front gate. George always gives me a scratch and says, “You have a good day, hear?” before he heads off to work.

But today is different. There’s no big truck. He’s not going to work.

Mamma comes out and gives me a big bowl of ice cubes to chew on. I can’t figure out how ice starts out crunchy and after a while turns into nice cold water. But I’m glad it does because I love to chew it. I crunch up little bits at a time so my teeth won’t hurt. Then I slurp up the chilled water and I lick the bowl while it’s still cold.

I trot around the front yard, checking out the smells the night critters have left behind. Birds leave bits of food, feathers, and droppings on top of the lawn. Squirrels bury stuff. They think that my yard belongs to them. I don’t trust those squirrels. They’re sneaky. Any chance I get, I dig up something a squirrel has buried. The mice are not as bad, but they like to meet up under the porch, a space that also belongs to me. At least they have the sense to be afraid; the squirrels look right at me and dare me to chase them. Like that one. Right there.

Get lost, Bozo!

Nothing. He’s twitching and scratching his ear. I crouch down low and stalk him. When I get close enough, he gets the message.

Ha! See that? He blinked and scurried up the old maple tree. I would have run him down, but it’s too hot today.

When it cools off, I’ll chase him right up to our neighbor’s fence. That will annoy Kissy, the small white terrier next door. We are not friends. She barks for no reason. I bark when I have something to say, but not just for the sake of making noise. And her voice is not pleasant; it’s kind of a high-pitched yap. Sometimes I bark over the fence and tell her to hush up, but it doesn’t do a bit of good.

The front lawn is small, with a chain-link fence around it, so I never get very far from the house. The gate in the front is latched. But I can see the sights through the fence. I like to look at the neighbors’ porches, where they play cards or watch the television or sit on their swings and listen to music, but today everything’s different. Everyone seems to be leaving.

Mamma and George come out on the porch with two suitcases. Where are we going? I’ve never been anywhere before.

I get so excited I stumble over my big paws and then, whoops! I flop over. I bang my head on one of the legs of George’s rocking chair. Ouch!

“Oh, Jimmy,” says Mamma. “You just haven’t grown into those feet yet, have you?”

Huh? My feet are right there, on the ends of my legs, like always.

“I don’t like leaving him,” Mamma says, looking down at me.

Leaving me?

“We can’t take him to your sister’s,” George says. “You know how she is about dogs. I’ll drop you off, and I’ll come back and take him out to Jacob’s farm. He’ll be fine. Few drops of rain never hurt a dog yet.”

“A few drops of rain!” Mamma snorts. “Man on the TV said the levees might break.”

“Now, Mamma, quit worrying. I’ll come right back for him.”

I rush past them and sit by the gate, and whine a little to tell them to take me along. I’ll be good. Take me, please.

Mamma sighs. She stops and pats me. Then she tells George to wait and runs inside. When she comes back, she’s holding a nice beef marrow bone.

She gives it to me, and I’m so happy chewing I don’t even watch Mamma and George get into the truck and drive away.

It’s so hot that I have to take the bone into my hole in the front yard to keep cool. I’ve dug several holes, but this one is my favorite. I can see into the kitchen window if I look one way and keep an eye on the front gate if I look the other.

I gnaw on my new bone and think about burying it, but it tastes too good. I don’t notice at first, but it’s starting to sprinkle and it makes the yard steamy. I take my bone on the porch and crawl under a chair and go back to chewing. The thing about a big beef bone is that it lasts and lasts.

Now the rain is coming down harder. The ground is getting wet and cool. The dust in the air is clearing. I come out and roll around in the damp grass to give myself a back rub. Then I roll back over and nibble some of the wet grass. I’m not thirsty anymore.

The wind is picking up, and the sun has disappeared into the gray sky. This is perfect nap weather. I curl up with my bone between my paws. I’ll work on it some more after a snooze.





Chapter 2 
The Storm

It’s hard to settle down and sleep. The rain keeps coming. And coming.

There goes Kissy again, yapping. She’s begging to go inside, so her fur won’t get wet. I don’t understand girls.

I can hear the poink poink of the raindrops on the rain spout. The noise gets louder as the drops get bigger. I don’t hear any more yapping; I guess Kissy’s gone inside.

The drops are getting harder and the sky is dark. It sure is getting windy! I’d better move. Oops. Wait! I’ll take my bone with me and it will keep me busy until the rain stops.

I head over to my special spot under the porch. There’s a cracked board right where Mamma sits, and sometimes I sniff and tickle her toes from underneath. Now there are no toes to tickle, but never mind, it’s nice and dry here.

But the rain starts leaking under the porch. This is not the best place to stay out of the rain after all. George said he was coming back for me. Where is he? He can’t be out working on gardens in this weather. I’m whining, which I don’t normally do, but nobody’s around to hear me.

There’s a puddle filling my spot under the porch, so I move up the steps and sit by the front door. It’s getting windier! I think about watching the rain from inside the house because it’s blowing too hard to sit outside. The shutters are clacking against the walls. Mamma left a window open and I can see the bottom of the red and white curtains blowing in and out. Suddenly, the screen door flies open and slams shut. Bang!

I jump about a mile and fly down the steps into the yard.

Hey! Quit doing that!

I have to find a safer spot. Maybe under a tree.

The bald cypress in the backyard has huge roots, and I snuggle in between them. I feel better until I remember my bone, so I dash back to the porch where I left it.

Clack clack! The shutters are slamming back and forth in a steady rhythm and the metal rocker is rocking, even though no one’s sitting in it!

The laundry on the clothesline is spinning and spiraling in the wind. The legs of George’s blue jeans are dancing! Then his shirt goes flying, and when it hits the ground it balls up and rolls toward the front of the house. The towels swing and fly away too, the blue, the blue stripe, and the big red one. They all end up pressed against the fence. It looks like everything’s trying to run away from home except the underpants, which have curled tightly around the line. Finally, the clothesline snaps free of the metal ring on the side of the house and slithers off like a garden snake. Mamma sure will be angry when she sees this.

I run back to the tree with my bone firmly in my mouth.

I realize I’m getting soaked. My hiding place is useless. I go back up on the porch (but not near the screen door) and sit close to the wall where it’s a little drier. I watch little streams gush into the holes I’ve dug in the yard. Mamma’s tiny herb garden is flooding with rainwater. I wish she would come home. I’ll wait right here by the door so she can let me in.

Leaves and twigs and bits of newspaper and dirty plastic bags are whirling in circles and blowing away. I’ve seen storms before, but this one is angrier than the others.

All of a sudden, there are huge zigzags of lightning across the sky. I’ve seen them before too, but never so many and such big streaks. The lightning flashes again and again, getting closer and closer until the storm is right over our house!

And then, a gigantic lightning bolt shoots straight down into the cypress. The one I was just sitting under!

There’s a bang so loud it feels like it’s right inside my head. And the next thing I know, I’m huddled under the porch again. I peek out to see what’s happening.

With a crackle, the lightning spreads along the branches of the cypress; it looks like a tree all lit up for Christmas, but the twinkle doesn’t last. Instead, each of the white lights bursts into a spray of sparks and smoke. And then the whole tree explodes!

Branches, leaves, chunks of bark, and most of the trunk blast off in every direction. I hear the side windows shatter. A shower of dirt, leaves, and twigs hits the porch, and dust and debris slide through the spaces between boards and cover me with mud.

I can’t stay here! I leap from under the porch and run and run, but all I’m doing is making circles in the yard. I have to get over the fence!

I make myself slow down and stop. Think, Jimmy, think. And then I see it.

A huge chunk of the tree hit the fence when it fell. The chain link and one of the posts collapsed under it. That’s my way out.

But the fence is hot and steam is rising up from it. It’s also very slippery. I’m afraid of falling and getting stuck. Or getting fried! But I’m more afraid of staying here without Mamma or George.

I have to do a test. First I very lightly put a paw on the fence to see if it’s still too hot to walk on. It’s warm, but it doesn’t hurt. I take a few careful steps.

Whoops! My back paw gets caught in the chain link. Let go! I gently shake my leg to get free and nearly lose my balance. But I stagger a few steps, and then I keep going.

Ouch! I’ve stepped on something sharp. I want to lick my paw, but I have to wait. Keep moving, Jimmy.

I make it past the fence and onto what used to be the street, which is now a shallow river. I sit down to lick the sore spot on my paw. It hurts a little but it’s not bleeding. And then it hits me.

I’ve left the yard!

I’ve never been outside on the street, not in my whole life. It would be exciting, except for the rain pounding away and the rough wind that won’t stop pushing.

I look up and down the street. The rain is so thick and hard, it’s tough to see anything. I don’t see George’s truck. I don’t see any cars at all.

I’m scared to move but I’m scared to stay still. I’ve got to go somewhere. I don’t want to be by myself anymore.

Then I have a great idea! I’ll go to Kissy’s house! Somebody let Kissy in so someone is home there. Which way is it? I turn to look and the wind gets really rough and slaps me right into a bush. Whap! Leaves are whipping by and branches are scratching me and it seems to take hours to scramble and scrabble my way
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