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Bramble pressed his small brown nose
to the rainy window and made a disappointed puff.
Plip-plip-plip went the drops above him.
Platter-platter-platter went the drops below him.
Some drops chased each other down the glass,
and some clung trembling at the top as if they could
not decide where to go. “I was going to wait
for the sun,” said Bramble, the young hedgehog.
“But this rain is taking forever.”

His room had begun to look gray in all the wrong
places: gray at the window, gray on the floorboards,
gray in the shiny spoon he used for looking at his
whiskers. Bramble looked at the neat stack of fleece
blankets in his basket, then at three plump cushions
by the wall. An idea poked up between his prickles.






He pulled the smallest blue blanket out with his
teeth and backed carefully across the rug. He shoved
two cushions apart with his shoulder, making a soft
little doorway between them. Then he draped
the blanket from one cushion pile to the other. It slid
down at once and landed over his head.

“Avery good beginning,” Bramble said from
inside the blanket. He wriggled free, added a folded
green blanket over the blue one, and tucked both
edges under the cushions with his paws. This time
the roof stayed up. He crawled inside, turned around
twice, and found there was room for himself, one
cushion, and exactly three acorns.

The rain still drummed on the window, but under
the tent it sounded different. The blanket roof made
the sharp taps soft and round, and the cushions kept
the rest of the room far away. It was not a long,
gloomy noise anymore. It was a thousand tiny feet
running over a faraway bridge. Bramble sat very still
and listened. “Perhaps,” he whispered, “the rain
is going somewhere.”



He crept out and studied the window again.
The raindrops had joined into wiggly silver trails.
One trail bent around a round drop as if it were
a pond. Another made a sharp zigzag down the glass.
Near the bottom, three drops met in a bright little
star. Bramble put one paw on the pane. “That
isamap.”






Back inside his tent, he arranged the cushions
to match what he had seen. The round red cushion
became Pond Plop. The long striped cushion became
Zigzag Ridge. Three acorns stood together
on the floorboards for the Three-Drop Star, their brown
caps nearly touching. Bramble crawled from one place
to the next, pausing at each one to peer ahead beneath
the low blanket roof and making a serious explorer face.
At Pond Plop, he had to cross a slippery shore without
getting his tummy wet. Luckily, the shore was only
a blue blanket fringe, and he marched over it with great
care. At Zigzag Ridge, he climbed the bumpy seam
of the striped cushion, slipped backward, and rolled
gently into the tent wall. “Ridge is tricky,” he told it.
Then a hard burst of rain rattled the window.
The tent roof trembled. One green corner popped free
from beneath its cushion and drooped over Bramble’s
route to the Three-Drop Star. He could crawl out, put all
the blankets away, and return to watching the gray
window. Or he could fix his expedition before the map’s
last place disappeared.






Bramble chose the expedition. He pushed the fallen
corner up with his back, though it tickled his prickles
dreadfully. Keeping it lifted, he nudged the round red
cushion closer with his hind feet. Then he tucked
the blanket edge under it, deeper than before. The roof
held. Bramble backed away slowly. Nothing sagged.
Nothing flopped. The tent stood as proudly as a small
blue-and-green hill.

Beyond the Three-Drop Star, he found the last
mark from the window map: a pale yellow square
sewn into the lining of the green blanket. It was small
enough to fit neatly between two green stitches, like
a secret bit of morning caught in the cloth. Bramble
had never noticed it before. He pulled the blanket flap
wide so the yellow square faced the middle of his tent.

“There you are,” he said. It was not the real sun,
of course. It was cloth, with one loose thread
at the corner. But in Bramble’s tent it became the Sun
Room, and he placed his three acorns beneath
it for a picnic. He lay on the blue blanket, listened
to the bridge-rain, and imagined he had travelled
farther than the whole rug.






After a while, the drumming softened
to a tap-tap. The window changed from dull gray
to pearly white, and a few drops on the pane began
to sparkle instead of shiver. Bramble peeked
through his cushion doorway. A bright patch had
opened behind the clouds, making the wet glass
shine. He looked back at his sturdy tent and its
yellow square of sun. “I waited very well,” he said,
and went in for one more acorn.
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Good night.

Made with love at TuckBook

13



14

After the story

THE MAIN IDEA

[TycTh MPUKIIOUEHNE 3aKOHUUTCSA MATKUM U TEILIBIM
IIOBOPOTOM.

TALK ABOUT IT AFTER READING

[TocJie UTeHHUS CIIPOCUTE PeOEHKA: KaKas YaCTh HCTOPHH ObLIa
caMOH TEIIJIOHN HMJIM CMeJIOH cerogHsa?

AND TOMORROW...

The next morning, Bramble notices that one raindrop trail
on the window seems to point toward a forgotten corner of his
room.
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On arainy evening, Bramble turns blankets, cushions,
and acorns into a cozy expedition inside his room. When
the tent roof droops, he bravely repairs it and discovers
a little cloth sun of his own.
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