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	Sheets of rain hammered against the clattering windows of the little farm house.  Sara pulled her quilts up close around her face and clutched her teddy bear tightly against her little frame.  At the end of her bed, her old gray mutt lay nestled between the folds of blankets, snoring loudly, his feet twitching slightly.  
	A large boom of thunder and a flash of lightning sent Sara shivering; the mattress was vibrating from her violent shaking, so much so it awoke the old dog.  He lifted his head slowly, yawning, and stretched his forepaws.  Wagging his puffy, curly tail, he slid off the bed and sat on the floor in front of Sara’s sight of the window.  She smiled slightly at him, and pet his wiry fur, “Good boy, Puddles.”
	Puddles wagged his tail, “Imma good boy.”  He began to pant in a way that seemed like he was almost laughing; Sara stared at him dumbstruck.  “Ruff?”
	“Y-you can….Puddles!  You can talk and you never told me!?”
	Puddles cocked his head to one side, his ears perked up, “Well, only you can hear me.”
	Sara stared on at him in wonder, her attention transfixed on the dog, so much so that the crackling lightning and echoing thunder hardly bothered here.  “Puddles, what do you want to talk about?”
	He leaned in closer to Sara, and she leaned forward, right against his scruffy muzzle.  “I’m magic, Sara, and I know how to make the storm go away!”
	A barrage of lightning bolts illuminated the sky, lighting her bedroom.  She squeaked, terrified, and threw her arms around Puddles’ neck.  “Really?  How Puddles, how?!”
	He sniffed at the air, and then snorted slightly.  “We’ll have to go down to the kitchen.  That’s where we can get rid of the storm.”  
	Puddles stood up, Sara unlocking her hands from around his neck, and the two of them trotted over to her door.  She quietly turned the brass doorknob and opened the door a crack to make sure her parents weren’t in the hallway.  Across from her doorway, she could see her parents’ bedroom door shut, no light coming out from underneath the crack in the door.  She pushed the door halfway open, and her and the dog shuffled down the creaky hallway and to the edge of the staircase.  
	The steps were steep and the downstairs dark.  Sara took a deep breath and held it as she clambered down the stairs, her hand on Puddles’ back.  He trotted down ahead of her, wagging his tail at the bottom of the stairs.  She got to the last step and stood on her toes to reach a light switch above the staircase railing.  A crash of thunder erupted outside, and she winced, grabbing onto Puddles’ fluffy tail.
	She tiptoed past the living room and into the dark kitchen.  Puddles’ toes clicked along on the wood flooring as he accompanied her.  “Now what Puddles?” she said excitedly.
	“Okay, first open the fridge.”  Puddles licked his lips.
	Sara opened the fridge with ease.  “Now what?”
	“Now…do you see a can of dog food in there?”
	She gave him a strange look, shrugged and replied, “Yeah…”
	“Well, get that...and a can opener”  He walked over to his food bowl and plopped down next to it.  A crooked line of lightning zigzagged across the sky and could be seen through the kitchen window.
	After grabbing the can, she closed the refrigerator and made sure it was closed tight.  Then she shuffled through the silverware drawer and found the can opener.  “Now what?”
	Puddles panted, “okay, now pour the food in my bowl.”
	Sara laughed a little, pouring the sloppy, congealed dog food mess into his dog dish, and watched as he quickly devoured the meal.  “Okay, now can we get rid of the storm?”
	“Nah, I don’t feel like it.  I’m going to bed.”  And with that, Puddles gaily tromped out the door and up to the bedroom, where he promptly went back to sleep.
	And Puddles never spoke again.
