


1

Stormy Skies
“You’ll need to wrap up warm today,” said 

Daisy’s mom as she slid two pieces of hot 

buttered toast onto Daisy’s plate. “They said on 

the news that it’s getting much colder. Arctic 

winds coming in from the north, apparently.”

Dad wandered into the kitchen with a mug 

of coffee in his hand.

“Arctic winds?” he said. “That’ll be those 

penguins, flapping their wings together.”

“There aren’t any penguins in the Arctic,” 

said Mom. 
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“Maybe it’s polar bears then,” suggested 

Daisy helpfully, “blowing on their paws to 

keep warm.”

“Good point,” said Dad. “Hadn’t thought of 

that.”

Daisy spread some honey on her toast and 

felt a tingle of excitement as she stared out at 

the gray blanket of clouds.

“Do you think it’ll snow?” she asked.

“It might,” said Dad. “You never know.”

“If it does, those poor lambs are in for a 

shock,” said Mom.

“Lambs?” asked Daisy. “What lambs?”

“The ones in the farmer’s field. I saw them 

yesterday. They must have been born just a 

few days ago.”

Daisy quickly finished off her toast and ran 

upstairs to brush her teeth.

“Someone’s in a hurry this morning,” 

said Dad when she came downstairs again. 

“Nothing to do with those lambs, I suppose?”
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“Of course not,” said Mom. “She just wants 

to get to school on time, don’t you, sweetie?” 

She winked and handed Daisy a package 

wrapped in tin foil. 

“Here,” she said. “Just a little something for 

your friend.”



Walking down the lane, Daisy felt the  

cold wind blow through the hedges  

and watched the catkins tremble on the 

branches. When she reached the gate, she 

cupped her mittens around her mouth and 

called, “Boom? It’s me, Daisy!”

A bloodhound appeared from around the 

side of the barn, his ears flapping in the wind. 
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When he saw Daisy, he padded across the 

frosty grass toward her, sniffing the air as he 

went.

“Morning, Boom,” said Daisy, wrapping her 

scarf more tightly around her neck. “How’s 

life?”

Boom looked up and lifted one eyebrow.

“Life’s cold,” he said. “I had to drink from 

the river last night. The water trough’s frozen 

solid.” He shivered and looked up at the sky. 

“And I’m starting to know how that feels.” 

“Never mind,” said Daisy. “I’ve got  

something here that’ll warm you up.”

“What’s that?” asked Boom. “A packet of 

sunshine?”

“Not exactly,” said Daisy, pulling out the 

package her mom had given her. “But it’s the 

next best thing.”

Feeling the heat seep through her mittens, 

she unwrapped the foil and produced two 

pieces of toast, dripping with melted butter. 



Boom licked his lips as the 

steam rose into the 

cold winter air and 

woofed with delight 

as Daisy handed the 

toast through  

the gate.

“Have you seen the lambs yet?” she asked.

Boom held up a paw for a moment to show 

that his mouth was full, then said, “I was 

going to introduce you, as a matter of fact. 

Want to come over?”

“I’d love to,” said Daisy, “but I don’t think 

Miss Frink would be very pleased.”

“I’ll go to school instead, if you like,” said 

Boom. “Just give me your backpack and Miss 
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Frink will never know the difference.”

Daisy smiled. “I think the ears might give 

you away,” she said. “That and the fact that 

you’re a dog.”

“I am?” said Boom, pretending to be 

surprised. “Well, that explains the strange looks 

at the hairdresser’s.”

He laughed, then coughed, then accidentally 

inhaled the last bite of his toast and Daisy had 

to climb over the gate to pat him on the back. 

“Thanks,” he said. “You can stop now.”

“Oh, right,” said Daisy. “Sorry.”

“Why don’t you pop over and see the lambs 

on your way home from school?” suggested 

Boom when he’d gotten his breath back. “I’ll 

come with you, if you like.”

 “It’s a date,” said Daisy happily. Then she 

heard the sound of the school bell ringing 

and jumped down from the gate. “Got to go, 

Boom,” she said. “See you later!”

*   *   *
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Miss Frink was 

busy reviewing 

everyone’s book 

choice when Daisy  

arrived, so she  

didn’t notice that Daisy was late.

“That’s all very well,” she told Bobby 

Mitchell, who was clutching a magazine with 

pictures of trucks on the front, “but it’s not a 

reading book, Bobby.”

As Bobby went off to search the 

bookshelves again, Daisy remembered a job 

she was supposed to do.
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“Miss Frink?” she asked when the teacher 

had finished reviewing Jessica Brinton’s book 

choice. “Do you want me to clean out the 

gerbils’ cage?”

Miss Frink peered over the top of her 

glasses. “That depends, Daisy. Are you a 

Tidy Monitor?”

 “Yes, Miss Frink,” said Daisy, pointing at 

her badge with a picture of a dustpan and 

brush on it. 

Miss Frink looked at her watch. “Well, all 

right, then. But don’t be too long about it.”

As Daisy picked up the gerbils’ cage, 

Furball leaped up onto his hind legs and put 

his paws out as if trying to balance on a 

tightrope.

“Whaaay,” he said, sliding about in the 

sawdust as Daisy carried the cage out into 

the hallway, where there was a sink and a 

long bench. “Whoaah!” 

“Having fun?” she asked, at which point 
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he fell over and banged his head on the water 

dish.

“Not anymore,” he said. 

There was a rustle from the corner of the 

cage and Burble emerged, padding sleepily 

across the sawdust.

“Morning, Daisy D,” she said. “What’s going 

on?”

“I’m cleaning your cage out,” said Daisy. 

“Ooh, that’s nice of you,” said Furball. “I 

love the smell of fresh sawdust in the morning. 

Besides, Burble makes such a mess of the 

place.”

“Hey,” said Burble, “I think we all know 

who drops their sunflower seeds all over  

the place.”
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Daisy opened the top of the cage and put 

her hand in. “OK. Who’s first?”

“Me, me, me!” cried Furball, hopping 

onto Daisy’s palm. Then, remembering his 

manners, he turned to Burble and added, 

“Unless you want to?”

“No, it’s all right,” said Burble. “I know 

how much you love this part.”

“It’s true!” agreed Furball, clapping his 

paws together. “I do!”

As Daisy lifted him into the air, 

Furball stood on his hind legs and 

called “Going up!” as if he 

were riding in an elevator. 

Then, as Daisy set him 

down again, he said, “Bing-

bong,” made the sound of 

doors opening, and stepped 

out onto the bench. “First 

floor for paint,” he said, 

looking around. “Paint, 
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margarine containers, and old newspaper.”

“Don’t forget sawdust,” said Daisy, 

reaching into the cupboard and taking out  

a bag. 

“Sawdust too?” replied Furball, pressing 

his paws together. “Well, tie my tail to a 

tomcat. This place has everything!”

“He’ll calm down in a minute,” said 

Burble as Daisy lifted her gently out of the 

cage. “He’s always like this first thing in the 

morning.”

“Hey, wait!” said Furball. “What’s that?”

“What now?” asked Burble. “A 

paintbrush, maybe? A bunch of 

pencils?”

“No,” squeaked Furball, 

jumping up and down 

and waving his paw in the 

direction of the window. 

“Look! Out there!”
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Daisy followed his gaze, and her eyes 

widened in surprise. Outside, the air was 

filled with a flurry of thick white flakes, 

whirling and fluttering as they tumbled from 

the sky.

“Oh,” she gasped in delight. “It’s snowing!”




