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Muldoon sat on his stool, in front of the window, watching the rivers of rain run down the glass. 

It had been a very long, rainy, cold Spring.  

He watched a drop of rain hit the glass and followed its trail all the way until it disappeared on 

the sill.  

“When will this rain stop?” he thought to himself.  

It had rained on and off for many days. In fact, he heard Mom and Dad talking at dinner last 

night, and they were saying the brook next to their house, where he caught frogs, had now 

swelled to the size of a small stream. He made a note of this when they were talking. He would 

have to ask Dad to bring him over there to see it.  

In any event, Muldoon was so bored from being kept inside he didn’t even have the mind to have 

any adventures. He hadn’t seen Cauldron in weeks and missed his friend. He knew it had to be 

rainy and cold if Cauldron didn’t come to visit.  

He spun on his stool several times. “That was fun,” he thought. But the fun was only momentary. 

He quickly turned back towards the window, placed his elbows back upon the still, placed his 

head in his hands peering out the window through the rain.  

After a few more minutes of this, Muldoon jumped down from his stool and went to the table in 

the living room. Mom had placed some coloring books, crayons, and pads of paper on it. He 

opened a book and began to color a picture. After a few minutes of coloring he looked at his 

attempt and placed the crayons back in their box. Muldoon did not like to color. He found 

staying in the lines a chore. He became frustrated by the lines and chose not to engage in this 

activity.  
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His Kindergarten teacher, Ms. Buzzle, told him he was a perfectionist.  

“What does that mean?” he asked her one day.  

“It means you like to always have things right, so when they don’t go so well you get frustrated. 

Sometimes you just need to let yourself color outside the lines and have fun!”  

Muldoon didn’t care about being a perfectionist. He knew how to have fun. However, with all 

this rain, he was not allowed out to have fun. Even on the rare day when it didn’t rain, and Mom 

let him go outside, she made him wear galoshes. Have you ever had to wear galoshes? They’re 

dreadful. Poor Muldoon didn’t like his at all. They were red, and they had handles on the top that 

allowed him to pull them on easier. He liked them when he got them. He helped Mom pick them 

out, and he chose them because he thought they looked like Fireman boots. But they were awful. 

They made his feet all hot and sweaty. When his feet got all hot and sweaty, he began to slip in 

his boots when he walked. Then, his toes began to itch, because they were so hot and sweaty. 

Finally, when he got home, Mom always made his take a bath because she said his feet were 

stinky. He couldn’t catch a break.  

Getting back to Muldoon’s very dull afternoon. Since he came home from Kindergarten, which, 

in spite of himself, he had been enjoying as of late, because he got to play with his friends, he 

had lunch and Mom read him a story. She had to clean up and do laundry, so he was left to his 

devices for a while. When she began to clean, he grabbed the stool, watched the rain, and now he 

was attempting to color. Since he wasn’t enjoying that, he decided to draw. 

 He grabbed a yellow/orange crayon and laid it upon the blank piece of paper in front of him. “A 

haystack,” he thought. He began to draw an arch, and then drew little lines, like sticks, poking 

out of the top of it. Next, he drew puffy clouds in the sky with his grey crayon and then he 



Rainy Spring 

© Original work by Judith Ann Parnell Dionne.  
All characters and story elements are the intellectual property of Judith Dionne.  

All rights reserved.  

3 

grabbed the sunniest, brightest yellow crayon he could find to draw the sun. “Oh, the sun!” he 

exclaimed out loud. Next, he drew a tree beside the haystack and some green grass. He sat back 

to admire his work and he stared at the sun in his sky of his drawing and sighed.  

He took his drawing and retreated to the couch. He lay on it and held his drawing up to admire it. 

He shut his eyes for a moment and thought of Cauldron. “Where can he be?” he thought to 

himself. He looked at his drawing for a moment more and then looked out the doors to the deck. 

It had stopped raining. The deck was very wet, and the glass doors still had streams of rain 

running down them, but it had stopped raining.  

Suddenly, he saw plumes of smoke rising over the trees on the edge of the yard, “Cauldron!” 

Muldoon leapt to his feet, grabbed his orange raincoat, looked down at his tiny toes wriggling in 

his socks, apologized to them for making them itchy and yanked his rain boots on. “Mom, it 

stopped raining. Can I go out, please?” 

Mom came around corner, “It was supposed to stop today. Looks like it has. Yes, go ahead.” 

Before Muldoon could finish hearing what she was saying, he was out the door and descending 

the stairs of the castle to his squire who was holding Snaffle, his pony, at the ready.  

Muldoon received a leg up from his squire, Bert, and began his journey over the hill to meet 

Cauldron. If he was coming this close to the castle, Muldoon knew there must be trouble in the 

village. As he crested the hill, Muldoon was surprised to see Cauldron even closer to the castle 

then before.  

“Sir,” said Cauldron in his deep purr of a voice, “there has been trouble in the village.”  

Muldoon urged Snaffle into a trot and Cauldron loped easily alongside the pair.  
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As they arrived in town, Cauldron eased up and waited behind the blind on the side of the road. 

Some people in town were afraid of Cauldron, so he waited on the edge. Muldoon struck him on 

the nose in his usual playful manner before he departed and urged Snaffle on.  

As they road down the main street of town, Muldoon noticed it was awfully quiet. Since the sun 

had come out, it had warmed up considerably. Usually on such an afternoon, the street would 

have been bustling. Now, the only activity he saw was coming from the Black Smith shop. Mr. 

Snips was out front shoeing a dappled grey mare.  

Muldoon rode up to Mr. Snips and smiled.  

“Well hello sir,” said Mr. Snips with a bow. “What brings you to town today?” 

“I’ve been told there was trouble last evening.” 

“Indeed, there was sir.” 

Both Mr. Snips and Muldoon looked around the town. Most of the businesses were shuttered up. 

The spice shop had boards on the window, the butcher’s sign was taken in and the door had a 

bench across it, and the sliver smith’s chimney was cold.  

“Can you tell me what happened?” asked Muldoon.  

“Many of the shops were burgled,” said Mr. Snips in a whisper so as not to alarm anyone who 

may be listening.  

“Burgled,” repeated Muldoon. “Do you know what was taken?” 

“I don’t, people just came in this morning, there was a lot of commotion and then they all left 

and went to the constable.”  
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“Thank you, sir,” said Muldoon as he turned Snaffle around heading down the muddy road to the 

constable’s office.  

As Muldoon trotted down the road, he saw Cauldron walking along behind the shops. He knew 

the constable was not afraid of him, and he wanted to know what was happening.  

When Muldoon stopped in front of the constable’s office, Mrs. Right, the constable came out of 

the front door and bowed to the prince. Cauldron arched his graceful head towards the officer, 

and Mrs. Right patted his nose.  

“Your majesty, I take it you’ve heard of the burglary in town,” she said.  

“Yes, I’ve come to see if Cauldron and I can be of assistance in furthering your investigation. 

Can you tell me what was taken?” 

“It’s rather peculiar,” the plump little constable said to Muldoon, “It was all shiny things that 

were taken. Whoever it was, they took candlesticks from the silversmith, shiny copper scales 

from the spice merchant, and pretty little silver trays from the butcher.”  

Muldoon and Cauldron looked at one another. They knew who the culprit was. “I will be taking 

my leave now Madame Constable,” said Muldoon. “I know who your burglar is.”  

Muldoon spun around and began to gallop out of town. Cauldron easily gave chase as the two 

advanced towards the mountains west of the village.  

As they neared the hills, Muldoon slowed Snaffle and dismounted. To crest Ogre Mountain, 

Muldoon would need Cauldron.  

“Stay here Snaffle,” said Muldoon to his little white, patting his silky neck. Snaffle shook his 

head up and down and began to nibble on grass.  
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Muldoon skillfully leapt upon Cauldron’s back and settled in the crook of his neck just above his 

wings. Cauldron easily began to scale the mountain, and 10 minutes later they were at the top. 

Muldoon looked out across the valley. He could see the castle in the distance to the north, and 

the village to the east of that. Everything looked so small from up in the clouds.  

The pair proceeded with caution, creeping about 100 yards ahead towards a large grassy mound. 

Cauldron slowed his pace and held back as Muldoon crept closer to the mound. He rounded the 

corner, tip-toeing, and pressed his body against the grassy wall. He peeked around the corner and 

saw Glum sitting on a granite slab, playing with many, many shiny objects. There were 

candlesticks, platters and scales, all glistening in the sun. When Glum turned a tray the right way, 

he temporarily blinded Muldoon with the reflection, causing him to wince and shield his eyes.  

Glum heard Muldoon move and looked in his direction. Muldoon stepped out and waved his 

hands. “Hello, Glum.”  

Glum looked startled and began to hastily collect his treasure.  

Hearing the commotion outside, Mrs. Ogre came out of the mound and looked at the pair. “Oh, 

your majesty,” she said with a start, and bowed. “Can I help you?” she asked, still bowing.  

“I’m here to see Glum and speak with you,” he said kindly. “You see, madam, there’s been a 

burglary in town, and I think Glum had something to do with it.”  

Mrs. Ogre looked at Glum, who began to cry. Swiftly, Muldoon mounted the Ogre house mound. 

You see, when Ogres cry, it can be much like a flash flood. Their tears are so large and come at 

such a profuse rate, that it can fill a small area rather quickly.  
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Mrs. Ogre picked up Glum to try and soothe him, and then she saw the treasures he was trying to 

hide. “Glum, what have you done?” she said sharply.  

“Momma, I’m sorry,” he said through sobs. “It’s just that it’s been so rainy that all my shiny toys 

are ruined with rust.”  

He got down from Mrs. Ogre’s embrace and went to his cubby under the slab. He opened it and 

took out a copper spy glass that was now green. He took out a whirling silver weathervane that 

was now rusted. He also pulled out an assortment of smaller jacks and other trinkets that were all 

in varying degrees of rust and tarnish. “My toys are all ruined; there’s been so much rain,” he 

wailed and began to cry again.  

You see, Ogres, especially young ones, like very shiny objects as playthings. It keeps them 

amused for hours and hours. When young Ogres don’t have playthings, they become restless. 

Nobody likes a restless Ogre.  

“You should have told me, Glum,” said his mother, softer but still with an air of anger in voice. 

“I could have cleaned and polished them, or we could have gone and found new ones.”  

Glum looked ashamed and asked Muldoon what was going to happen.  

Before Muldoon could answer, Mrs. Ogre, who had ducked into their home, emerged with a 

crate. “I’ll tell you what we’re going to do. We are going to march down to the village and return 

all the things you took. Then we will visit the constable and see what she has to say about it.”  

Being that the Ogre was young, and the village was used to them, Muldoon imaged there would 

be no penalty since all goods were returned, undamaged. However, he knew Mrs. Ogre was not 

going to let this go easily. He knew Glum would be severely punished for his actions. Nobody 
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likes a restless Ogre, but Muldoon knew that Mrs. Ogre was going to have a very restless one on 

her hands for a very long time. Glum would be kept inside and would have no shiny toys for a 

very long time. He would surly have to help in the Ogre garden and clean the house every day.  

As Mrs. Ogre and Glum descended the East face of the mountain, Cauldron and Muldoon 

descended opposite them and returned to Snaffle. He was dozing in the sun as the pair 

approached the docile pony. Muldoon scurried down Cauldrons back, down his long tail and 

jumped onto Snaffle.  

The three friends returned to the castle without incident, chatting and telling jokes as they walked 

along.  

“Knock, knock,” giggled Muldoon.  

“Who’s there?” answered Cauldron 

“Butcher.” 

“Butcher, who?” 

“Butcher wish it wasn’t bedtime,” exclaimed Muldoon, laughing so hard he snorted through his 

nose.  

Cauldron laughed more at Muldoon’s snort than his joke but was still amused.  

When Muldoon returned to the castle, he handed Snaffle to the valet. Muldoon patted his pony 

and gave him a sugar cube.  
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He ascended the stairs to the porch. He began to go in but stopped. The sun felt so warm on his 

back. He turned around, took his galoshes off and his very moist socks, “Yuck,” he said as he 

smelled his stinky feet and giggled.  

He lay down on the deck and splayed his arms and legs out like a starfish. He wriggled his 

wrinkly feet and wiggled his fingers. The warm sun felt so good. He lay there for a beat before 

Mom poked her head out the door.  

“What are you doing?” she asked.  

“Just warming up,” said Muldoon who was thoroughly enjoying the sun.  

She stepped out on the deck and picked up his boots and wet socks. “Oh, Muldoon. Your stinky, 

stinky feet,” said Mom with a giggle. “Let’s get you in the bath.”  

Muldoon sighed, “Can I just lay here for another minute?” 

“Yes, I’ll go run your bath. Take your time.” 

As Muldoon lay there, soaking up the remnants of the warm June sun, he heard a rustle in the 

trees. It was Cauldron peeking at him over the top of the tall pines. He blew a smoke ring at 

Muldoon. Muldoon sprang up and waved to his friend. It had been a very rainy, cold spring. He 

had very much missed his friend.  

As Muldoon turned around, he looked over his shoulder once more and waved a final goodbye 

and prepared to enter the castle for his royal bubble bath. It was good to have adventures again.  

  


