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\ Everything imaginable was floating by us: washtubs,
workbenches, carpeting. And snakes were everywhere. When
we floated onto our street, I felt like I'd entered another
world. The very street I'd pedalled my bicycle on a hundred
times before was missing beneath an ocean of water. All the
houses and barns on our street had little more than their
roofs showing. None of us could take our eyes off what had

(e

been our house.
i I started recognizing things floating past. Some were
g things Papa had carried up to the second floor yesterday. He
cut the motor and let the boat drift up to the house. No one
said a word.

I guess [ hadn’t noticed until that moment that the
: rain had stopped. I feared my heart would stop, too. Papa
paddled us around the roof of the dead house.

Mama squeezed my hand. “Maybe she got out. Cats

: can swim, you know. d
: Papa frowned at Mama. I know how he hated

\ sugarcoating things. He was as gentle as a butterfly beat, yet
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he never spoke anything but the truth. He believed it was
the least hurtful in the long run.

Papa started up the motor with a tug on the cord.
Mama twisted round, unable to take her eyes off our house.
Up in the bow of the boat, I stared straight on, blocking out
all but the steady droning of the motor. I was staring hard
off at nothing when my brain registered what my eyes had
been seeing. “Isn’t that Granny Dell’s bentwood snagged in
the branches of that swamp poplar?” The old bentwood
looked a strange sight rocking steadily.

“Sure seems to be. Wonder what’s making it rock so?”
Papa asked.

In that instant I heard it. “Meow. Meow.” Just like she
was yelling, “I'm here. Over here.”

There was Beannie. Soaking wet and looking like the
best thing I'd ever seen. Stalking back and forth across the
cane seat of Granny Dell’s bentwood.

Papa swung the boat into the branches of the poplar.
Beannie stepped into the boat and commenced preening
her wet fur and tolerating our hugs. Even from Papa. When
she’d had enough fuss, she made for the carrier, curling up
inside. She looked out at me, squinting like cats do. I swear
she was smiling.

I know I was.
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Floodworters

Written by Jill Rubalcaba
Hllustrated by Stephen Snider

READING TIP

Make predictions

The family in this story is forced to abandon their home
because of a flood. Make a list of the things that you think a
family would decide to bring with them if they had to leave in
a hurry.

\Y,

<L hat was Joe Poke,” Papa said, hanging up the
telephone. “He says the levee won’t hold the water back
much longer.” I started for Beannie’s cat carrier. Papa and
Mama looked long at one another, having one of their
conversations without the vexation of words.

Mama broke free first, snatching at things till she built
up an armful. Then she started up the stairs to the second
floor, yelling to Papa over her shoulder, “Just want to get
Granny Dell’s wedding veil, the photo albums, and Jodie’s
baby book. Won’t be a minute.”

The wedding veil and a rosewood bentwood rocker
were all Mama had left of the Dell side of the family. I didn’t
take to the veil, but the bentwood was a different matter
altogether. It had carried me on many a sea voyage, rolling
long and high, the way I imagined an ocean vessel might. If
it were me doing the choosing, it'd be the bentwood’s
salvation and not the veil’s.
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You will

* learn about difficult decisions a
family made during a flood

* make predictions based on your
personal experiences
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I picked up Beannie’s cat carrier; Papa had dug it out
of the barn when talk of the flood started. We’d been
getting ready in stages for days now. I followed behind
Mama, picking up her overflow. The carrier bumped up the
stairs, and she didn’t even holler once about nicking her
woodwork. I knew right then things must be bad.

“Beannie!” I called. The drumming of rain on the tin
roof was all that answered.

“When those sirens go off, I don’t care what’s left to
be done, you get in the pickup, you hear?” Papa hollered as
he scooped armfuls of stuff and followed us upstairs two
steps at a time.

Mama stuffed things into pillowcases and stacked them
by the bedroom door for Papa to take out to the truck.

“Beannie.”

Thunder rolled off in the distance. Papa ran
downstairs with Mama’s sacks and back up with his arms
loaded with whatever he could lay his hands on.

“What on earth you tote this up here for?” Mama held
up a half-empty bag of potato chips.

They set to laughing. Their laughter sounded brittle
like it might break. Mama couldn’t stop, and Papa put his
arm around her. She leaned into him, wiped her eyes, and
said, “No time for such nonsense.” But she didn’t stop
leaning, and he didn’t let go.

“Meow! Meow!” Beannie cried from the attic stairs,
just as if she were calling, “I'm here. Up here.”

I started up the stairs, and Beannie started down.
That's when the sirens went off. We both froze, listening to
the wailing. Then the fire whistle started up, climbing to a
woeful pitch. Beannie’s tail went straight up, and she
disappeared in a flash. raced up the stairs after her, but
Papa caught me by the ankle.

“No time.”
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“But Papa, Beannie!”

“I'm sorry, Jodie.”

He threw me over his shoulder. I started kicking. I
hung on to the doorframe shouting for Beannie. Papa
pulled me free and started to run. Passing through the
kitchen doorway, the cat carrier hit the moulding and
snapped my wrist. It hurt something awful, but I held on.
Held on even though Beannie wasn’t in it.

Papa plopped me onto Mama’s lap in the pickup.
Even though I'm much too old to be sitting there, I stayed,
watching our house through the rain. I tried to see into the
black attic windows for some sign of Beannie.

I kept watching even when I wasn’t sure which dark

smudge on the sheet of rain was our house. Mama couldn’t
get me to let go of the empty cat carrier, so she held it on
her lap, too.

The headlights lit up the water running across the
steps of the houses we passed. Tan water rippled down the
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boxes standing next to their cots. An old lady and her
granddaughter were playing go fish on the cot next to mine.

I couldn’t sleep much that night. Beannie had always
shared my pillow. And the sounds were all wrong. Babies were
crying and clusters of men whispered rumours of houses
being swept clear off their foundations. Those snatches of lost
houses scared me the most because of Beannie. What if our
house were to float away? How would I find Beannie?

When I finally fell asleep, I dreamed of Beannie
floating through town on an orange crate wailing, “Meow,
meow. I'm here. Over here.” My pillow was cold and wet
when I woke up.

“Where’s Papa?” I asked, looking at his made-up cot.

“He’s gone to see about borrowing a boat from Joe
Poke so he can check on the house.”

“We can rescue Beannie,” I said.

Mama stroked my head and said, “Jodie, there’s not
much hope of Beannie surviving.”

“Of course she will, Mama.” I’d made up my mind I
wasn’t giving up on Beannie, say what they liked.

When Papa came back, I was dressed and ready. He
looked at the carrier in my hand and shook his head. “I'm
afraid you won’t have any use for that.”

“Maybe not, but I'm bringing it anyhow.” I used the
same firm tone Papa did when he didn’t want to argue. He
must’ve heard it, because he just shook his head and said no
more.

Papa steered Joe Poke’s aluminum fishing outboard
past Lulu’s, where Mama got her hair done. The water was
over the top of the front door. The whole of Grainville was
neck deep in the muddy Mississippi.

The bullfrogs were croaking so loud we had to shout to
be heard over their rejoicing. Not that we were saying much.
When Cora Lynn’s piano floated by, Mama just pointed.
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