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 One summer day the old orange cat Nasturtium sat on 
the windowsill looking out into the vegetable garden.  She 
was watching chipmunks.  Nasturtium often watched 
chipmunks, because thatÕs the sort of thing cats enjoy, but 
this morning she was watching more intently than usual.  
Something very strange was going on.  Half a dozen 
chipmunks had lined up in a row and were passing ripe red 
cherry tomatoes from paw to paw, from where the first 
chipmunk was picking them from the vine to where the 
last chipmunk was hurriedly dropping them into the hole 
beside the steps.  In short, they were methodically 
stripping the garden of every tomato. 
 ÒKate and Sam!Ó yowled Nasturtium frantically, 
ÒLook at this!Ó  When the children came running over to 



 

 

 
 

the window, she cried, ÒLook at the chipmunks!  TheyÕre 
stealing every single tomato!Ó 
 ÒAaargh!  Horrible monsters!Ó roared Sam, and he 
turned and dashed to the door to go crashing out to the 
garden, shouting and waving his arms.  In a flash the 
chipmunks had whisked down their hole, leaving one last 
cherry tomato rolling on the ground beneath the bare vine. 
 ÒIÕd gobble up every one of those horrible critters,Ó 
muttered Nasturtium, ÒIf I were that kind of cat.Ó 
 When Mama came from her studio to see what all the 
commotion was about, she looked sadly at her garden.  
ÒThose dreadful beasts,Ó she said, shaking her head.  
ÒTheyÕve always taken a few of our tomatoes, but whatÕs 
gotten into them all of a sudden to steal every tomato at 
once?Ó 
 ÒWe shouldnÕt have been so nice to them,Ó Sam said 
angrily as he stomped back into the house from the garden.  
ÒYou always said it was okay if the animals took a little 
bit, but now they think they can have it all.  Remember 
those rabbits just last week that we watched?  We could 
have chased them away, but we thought they werenÕt 
doing much damage.  How wrong we were!  From now on, 
thatÕs it.  No mercy!Ó 
 ÒThe rabbits nibbled the pea plants a bit, but they 
arenÕt the ones who stole the tomatoes,Ó Kate pointed out 
in a reasonable voice, but Sam was still bitter.  Cherry 
tomatoes were one of his favorite things. 
 He retorted, ÒI donÕt care.  IÕm not taking any chances 
with those greedy monsters.  We need an electric fence, or 
some poison, or a whole bunch of traps, orÉÓ 
 ÒMaybe we can ask Beechnut and Bluebell if theyÕve 
heard any news in the garden,Ó Kate suggested. 
 ÒGood idea,Ó said Mama, ÒIÕd rather find some other 
way to solve the problem besides traps and poison.Ó 
 So Kate and Sam went outside to find the squirrel and 
blue jay who had been their companions on last summerÕs 
adventure.  When they had found their friends, however, 



 

 

Beechnut and Bluebell could not give them any definite 
answers. 
 ÒChipmunks donÕt talk much with other animals,Ó 
Beechnut explained, ÒTheyÕre very conscious of their 
honor, if you know what I mean.  In fact, theyÕre really 
sort of snobbish.  They donÕt like to associate with anyone 
who isnÕt in their burrow, so itÕs hard to get much 
conversation with them at the best of times.Ó 
 ÒAnd lately theyÕve been even worse than usual,Ó 
Bluebell added, ÒTheyÕve been scurrying around as if 
theyÕre all on some sort of secret mission.  They scowl 
suspiciously at everyone else in the yard, and whisper to 
each other in corners, and stuff.  ItÕs been going on like 
this for about a week now, I guess.  But if weÕd had any 
idea they were plotting grand theft, well, we would have 
warned you for sure!Ó  The blue jay shook her crested head 
in dismay. 

 
 
 ÒWant us to bring you some tomatoes from another 
garden?Ó Beechnut offered.  ÒThere are some nice ones 
two yards down.Ó 
 But Kate and Sam refused firmly. 
 ÒI donÕt think Mama would approve of that,Ó Sam 
said, ÒAlthough it would be awfully nice to have some 
tomatoes.Ó  He sighed. 



 

 

 
 

 Beechnut shrugged and quirked his tail.  ÒOh well.  
WeÕll keep an eye on those pesky chipmunks for you, 
anyway.  And we can talk to the rabbits and see if they 
know anything about it.Ó 

 
 The very next day, after Sam and Kate were home 
from swimming lessons and had just finished lunch, there 
was a sharp tap on the door.  When Kate went to answer it, 
Bluebell was standing on the front mat. 
 ÒTheyÕve got another scheme!Ó the blue jay 
announced.  ÒIt looks as if the chipmunks are trying to dig 
a world record tunnel right under your house!Ó 
 The children followed Bluebell outside, and she led 
them around to the back yard, where Beechnut was sitting 
beside a pair of cottontail rabbits. 
 The squirrel introduced the rabbits, ÒThis is Tuzi, and 
this is her brother Motu.  They live under the big forsythia 
bushes behind the composter.Ó 
 ÒPleased to meet you,Ó said Sam and Kate politely in 
animal language, and the rabbits nodded their heads and 
wiggled their noses.  The children could see that these 
rabbits had unusual bright brown eyes, instead of the black 
or red eyes of most rabbits.  Then all at once, to Sam and 
KateÕs astonishment, one of them leaped up and turned a 
complete somersault in the air.  As she spun she seemed to 
jump right out of her soft brown fur, and suddenly there 
she stood, in the form of a brown-eyed girl, only about 
eighteen inches tall. 
 The small girl draped her empty rabbit skin over her 
shoulders like a dress and said in a soft voice, ÒThere.  ItÕll 
be easier to talk this way.  Beechnut asked us if we knew 
anything about those chipmunks, and we wanted to tell 
you first of all that we would never ruin your garden like 
that.  We appreciate that your family never tries to trap us 
or poison us or throw rocks at us as some other humans do, 
and we make sure never to take too much of anything that 
you plant.Ó 



 

 

 Sam glanced at Kate, but said nothing. 
 ÒBesides,Ó added the other rabbit, Motu, ÒWeÕre not 
stupid.  We wouldnÕt do anything that might make your 
mother give up on gardening.  Then we wouldnÕt get to 
sample any of her vegetables!Ó and he laughed 
mischievously. 
 Tuzi grinned at her brother, but continued, ÒAfter 
Beechnut talked to us, we began watching the chipmunks 
more closely, and we noticed that thereÕs one spot where 
theyÕve been digging like crazy, right under the back steps.  
We thought you ought to have a look.Ó 
 Motu hopped over to the back steps and gestured with 
a paw.  Sam and Kate leaned over and peered into the dark 
space under the steps.  There were clumps of dirt and 
rocks, and the curling stems of the groundcover creeping 
in from the garden bed. 
 ÒI donÕt see any hole,Ó said Sam. 
 ÒThatÕs exactly what they want you to see,Ó answered 
Motu, ÒTheyÕve been digging it every night, and hiding it 
during the day.Ó 
 ÒThatÕs one of the reasons we think theyÕre up to 
something suspicious,Ó explained Tuzi, ÒBesides, 
chipmunks are usually diurnal.Ó 
 ÒBut why would they try to dig under the house?Ó 
asked Kate. 
 ÒAnd how do we know thatÕs even what their scheme 
is?Ó added Sam, ÒAnd anyway, whatÕs this hole got to do 
with our tomatoes?Ó 
 BluebellÕs black eyes glittered and she declared, 
ÒWhat you need is a spy!  Someone who can sneak down 
that hole and find out where it leads, and maybe discover 
the chipmunkÕs secret plan, too.Ó 
 ÒWe donÕt know anyone who can sneak down a 
chipmunk hole!Ó Kate protested. 
 ÒBut we do,Ó replied Motu smugly, ÒAt least, I think 
we do.Ó  He looked at his sister and said, ÒDonÕt you think 



 

 

 
 

old Wogwa would help?  It would be his chance to prove 
what a brave adventurer he is.Ó 
 Tuzi smiled.  ÒHe might.  HeÕs always talking about 
the grand adventures he had in his youth.Ó  She turned to 
the children.  ÒWeÕll send Wogwa on this mission, and 
weÕll report back to you as soon as we have news.Ó  Then 
she swung her rabbitskin off her back, and held it out in 
front of her.  With a little skip, she jumped up and 
somersaulted straight into her own fur.  The rabbit turned, 
wiggled her long ears, winked at Sam and Kate, and then 
hopped after her brother into the dense bushes at the back 
of the yard. 
 Sam looked at Kate and Kate looked at Sam. 
 ÒWell,Ó said Sam, ÒI bet when you got up this 
morning you never expected to see that!Ó 
 
 Kate and Sam spent the rest of the day playing in the 
yard and keeping their eyes open for suspicious chipmunk 
activity.  They saw a number of the sleek striped creatures 
peeking out from holes or darting from one corner of the 
yard to another, but of course this is what chipmunks 
usually do, so the children could not really call it 
suspicious behavior.  It was not until the following 
afternoon that they saw the two cottontail rabbits peeking 
out from the bushes in the back yard again.  They ran over 
to ask for news. 
 ÒWhereÕs your friend the adventurer?Ó called Sam. 
 ÒRight here,Ó answered Motu. 
 ÒWhere?Ó  Sam and Kate looked around for another 
rabbit, but saw nothing. 
 ÒRight here,Ó Tuzi repeated, and pointed to the 
ground between Motu and herself.  Kate and Sam came 
closer, leaned over, stared down, and finally realized that a 
large, slimy, pinkish-red worm lay among the dead leaves 
between the two rabbits. 
 ÒOh!  Hello,Ó said Kate, but she heard no answer.
 ÒWorms donÕt have very loud voices,Ó Tuzi informed 



 

 

them, so the children lay all the way down on the grass on 
their stomachs and put their heads right up to the worm 

 
 
where he hid among the damp leaves.  It was then that they 
finally heard WogwaÕs faint, wheezy voice. 
 ÒAll right, young folks, no need to breath so hard on 
me.  YouÕre drying me out!Ó said the worm querulously.  
Sam and Kate turned their faces slightly, and Wogwa 
continued, ÒThatÕs better.  So, you want to know what 
those ornery little chipmunks are up to, eh?  Well, I went 
in their secret burrow, all right.  I crept in from the side, 
like, as if I were just burrowing along and happened to 
meet up with their tunnel accidentally, if you see what I 
mean.Ó  The wrinkled pink head nodded in satisfaction.  
ÒOh yes, these two young rabbit scamps might not have 
told you, but I know about these things.  This isnÕt the first 
reconnaissance mission IÕve been on in my time, not by  a 
long shot it isnÕt.  Why, I could tell you about the time I 
had to follow this shrew right down to ÐÒ 
 Motu interrupted the worm, ÒWe know, Wogwa, we 
know.  But right now we donÕt want to hear about the 
shrew.  We want to hear about the chipmunks!Ó 



 

 

 
 

 The worm peered up at the rabbit and wagged his 
head.  ÒAll right, all right, whippersnapper.  No need to 
rush me.  Where was I?  Oh yes, so I joined the 
chipmunksÕ tunnel from the side, and then began to follow 
along it, half-buried in the edge.  More paralleling it, like, 
if you see what I mean.  Oh it was a deep one, IÕll tell you, 
that burrow.  IÕve dug some deep burrows myself, too, six 
feet, eight feet, twelve...  ItÕs not for nothing they call me 
The Drill.Ó 
 Motu said, ÒIf you bore such deep holes, is that why 
they call you The Bore?Ó 
 ÒEh, what was that, bunny?Ó asked the worm, raising 
his head, but Tuzi poked her brother sharply with a hind 
foot, and Motu answered, ÒNothing, Wogwa.  Go on.Ó 
 ÒWell then,Ó the old worm continued, ÒI followed this 
burrow on and on all night.  Had some close calls with 
those chipmunks, too, I can tell you.  They were digging at 
it the whole time, running up and down with their pouches 
full of dirt and a fanatical gleam in their eyes, if you see 
what I mean.  Oh, you might think we night-crawlers 
wouldnÕt know too much about eyes, but believe you me, I 
know a fanatical gleam when I come across one.  Oh yes, 
those chipmunks were up to something for sure.Ó 
 The old worm stopped, nodding his wrinkled head 
again, until after a moment Sam prompted, ÒSo what were 
they up to?Ó 
 ÒEh?  You want to know what theyÕre up to?  
WouldnÕt we all, boy, wouldnÕt we all.  But I never got to 
the end of it, so I canÕt tell you.  Oh, IÕve seen chipmunk 
burrows twenty feet long and more, but this one was the 
longest IÕve ever seen, and deep it was, too.  Right under 
your house it went, right through all that packed down dirt.  
Not an easy job digging under a foundation, I promise you 
that.  Impressive, really, that they could handle a job like 
this at all.  I wouldnÕt have thought those amateurs 
wouldÕve had it in them.  But I hadnÕt reached the end 
when this big beefy chipmunk stops and looks at me.  And 



 

 

What’s this worm doing here? he asks.  I think, Uh oh, 
what are you going to do now, you old chipmunk? and he 
calls out, Hasn’t this worm been hanging around all 
night?  Isn’t this the same one we saw farther up the 
tunnel earlier?  Well, I donÕt wait around any longer after 
hearing that, I can tell you.  The tunnel took a bit of a 
curve just about there, and I kept right on drilling along in 
a straight line, like as if it was just coincidence that their 
tunnel happened to be running along my chosen course, if 
you see what I mean.  I pretended to pay no mind to that 
big chipmunk or anything he said, and he watched me 
head off and shrugged.  Yes, those critters are only too 
quick to believe theyÕre the only smart ones in the yard.  
Some folks will tell you worms have just a simple nervous 
system and not much of a brain, but I can tell you IÕve 
seen any number of critters with big complex brains acting 
a whole lot stupider than your average night-crawler.  Oh 
yes, big brains arenÕt all theyÕre cracked up to be, if you 
see what I mean.Ó 
 Motu whispered to his sister, ÒHis brain is certainly 
cracked up, whatever size it is!Ó 
 Tuzi grinned, and said to the worm, ÒOkay, Wogwa, 
weÕre sure your nervous system is fabulous.  So, is that 
everything you were able to discover last night?Ó 
 ÒNow, rabbit, no need to rush me.  There was one 
more thing.  You might think I didnÕt discover much just 
squirming along, just an old worm, but I donÕt need eyes to 
tell me about the soil I see, if you see what I mean.  And 
when that big old chipmunk stopped to look at me, there 
was something significant on his paws.  Oh yes, you 
wouldnÕt have to be much of a dirt expert to know that 
those chipmunks had been digging at solid concrete.Ó  The 
old worm nodded his head again and concluded 
triumphantly, ÒItÕs my opinion that theyÕre actually 
attempting to dig right into your basement.Ó 
 Kate and Sam stared at the worm, and he continued 
with evident relish, ÒYep.  ThereÕs something sinister 



 

 

 
 

going on down there for sure.  You need a real expert to 
get to the root of this, and IÕm your worm.Ó  He stretched 
himself out to his full length. 
 ÒBut if it was too dangerous to go any deeper into 
their tunnelÉÓ objected Sam. 
 ÒWell, I wonÕt go that way, will I,Ó replied Wogwa, 
contracting himself back to about six inches long.  ÒIÕm 
too old a campaigner to make the same mistake twice, I 
can tell you.  Oh no, IÕve got more than one trick under my 
ring.  IÕll dig straight down in another place and come at it 
from the opposite direction.  And IÕll report back when I 
can return with information.Ó 
 The worm flicked the tip of his tail around in a smart 
salute, then wriggled himself farther under the leaf mold 
and headed away, leaving the children and the rabbits 
looking at each other. 
 ÒHeÕs a bore all right,Ó said Motu, ÒBut heÕs a good 
guy.Ó 
 ÒIÕm sure he is,Ó Kate said, ÒWe certainly appreciate 
his helping us out.  It sounds dangerous for him, and he 
doesnÕt even know us!Ó 
 Tuzi replied, ÒIt could be dangerous, thatÕs true.  
Chipmunks will eat worms.  But you heard him.  He likes 
to feel important and he likes the adventure.  HeÕll have 
fun doing it.Ó 
 ÒWell, if thereÕs anything we can do for all of you, we 
will,Ó said Sam.  After a momentÕs thought he added, 
ÒUnless itÕs giving you all the vegetables in the garden.  
WeÕve had enough of that already.Ó 
 The rabbits laughed and Motu said, ÒWe donÕt mind 
letting you humans keep a little bit!Ó 
 
 ÒNasturtium,Ó said Sam when he and Kate had come 
inside the house before dinner, ÒWogwa the worm says 
those chipmunks are trying to dig right through the 
foundation of the house.  ItÕs going to be your job to make 
sure they donÕt get into the basement!Ó 



 

 

 The old ginger cat twitched her whiskers a bit 
nervously.  ÒYou know IÕm not a hunter,Ó she said. 
 Kate replied, ÒYou donÕt have to eat them or 
anything, Nasturtium.  Just keep watch and if there are any 
signs of a hole breaking through the floor, donÕt let them 
come through it.  You can always call us for help.Ó 
 ÒUnless itÕs the middle of the night,Ó amended Sam, 
always one for accuracy. 
 ÒOkay,Ó the cat agreed, ÒIÕll patrol the basement from 
time to time.  But do you really think they could dig right 
through a solid foundation?Ó 
 Kate shrugged.  ÒI donÕt know, but Wogwa said they 
had a fanatical gleam in their eyes, and everyone in the 
yard says theyÕve never seen the chipmunks work so 
intensely before.  Come to think of it, itÕs hard to believe 
theyÕd work so hard on such a tough job without some 
special reason.  Why did they ruin the tomatoes?  Why are 
they trying to ruin our house?  What have we ever done to 
them, anyway?Ó 
 But the others only shook their heads.  It was certainly 
very mysterious.  They would just have to wait for Wogwa 
to discover some answers. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 They waited for Wogwa, and they waited, but the old 
worm did not return from his mission.  After two days had 
passed, Nasturtium came to rub against the childrenÕs legs 
at breakfast and announce in animal language, ÒBeechnut 
is out in the back yard signaling.Ó 
 Sam and Kate rushed through their breakfast and 
grabbed their sandals. 
 ÒYouÕre in quite a hurry this morning,Ó Mama 
commented, ÒWhere are you going?Ó 
 ÒWeÕre going to solve the mystery of the chipmunks,Ó 
Sam told her, and then he and Kate were dashing out, the 
porch door banging shut behind them. 
 ÒGood luck!Ó Mama called. 
 They ran over to Beechnut.  ÒIs he back?  What did he 
discover?Ó they asked eagerly.  But Beechnut just shook 
his head. 



 

 

 The squirrel led them once again among the forsythia 
bushes, saying, ÒWogwaÕs still not back, and Motu has 
called a council.  WeÕve gathered together everyone who 
wants to help find out whatÕs going on, and weÕre going to 
come up with a plan.Ó 
 Kate and Sam sat down by the bushes next to 
Beechnut.  Bluebell perched in the branches, and a minute 
later the two rabbits appeared in the shadows beneath.  But 
that was not all. Sam and Kate recognized the raccoon who 
had watered MamaÕs geraniums last summer.  He 
introduced himself as Obadiah. 
 Then a large toad hopped up and croaked, ÒDidnÕt 
Tom say he was coming?Ó 
 ÒIÕm here, Grimm!  IÕm here!Ó chirped a voice, and a 
tufted titmouse fluttered into the bush beside Bluebell.  
ÒJust came from the front flowerbed.  There were a couple 
of chipmunks there nipping the heads off the Shasta 
daisies.Ó 
 Kate looked horrified, and Sam scrambled to his feet, 
but the titmouse went on, ÒDonÕt worry.  Everything 
should be under control.  I saw a hawk up above and asked 
her to patrol the yard for a while.Ó 
 The small animals all looked at Tom with surprise and 
admiration, and he preened his wing feathers modestly and 
said, ÒOh, those hawks arenÕt so bad, you know.  Just got 
to know how to talk to them, thatÕs all.  Now, did I miss 
anything at this meeting?Ó 
 Beechnut answered, ÒNo, weÕre just getting started.  
The idea is this.  Sam and Kate, as you all know, are good 
neighbors and have never been mean to any of us who live 
here on Dogwood Road.Ó 
 ÒSure thing,Ó said Tom, ÒAppreciate all the birdseed.  
Especially those peanut butter pine cones in the winter.  
Love Ôem!Ó 
 Beechnut continued, ÒYet now the chipmunks seem to 
be trying to be as obnoxious as possible, and may even be 
plotting some serious harm to the house.  Wogwa dug 



 

 

 
 

down to try to get to the bottom of this, and now heÕs 
disappeared.  We need a plan to ÐÓ 
 ÒHush!Ó squawked Bluebell suddenly, and she 
fluttered noisily toward the trunk of the big oak tree.  A 
chipmunk bolted out from the other side of the trunk and 
dashed down the nearest hole with a loud cheep.  The blue 
jay circled around the area again before settling back on a 
branch of the bush.  ÒQuieter,Ó she said, ÒThere could be 
spies everywhere.Ó 
 Before Beechnut could resume, Motu whispered, 
ÒWait a minute.  Why should we go to any trouble to 
rescue Wogwa anyway?  HeÕs just a boring old worm, for 
goodness sakes.  Who cares about a worm?Ó 
 ÒBut he was helping us!Ó Kate exclaimed indignantly. 
 Sam hissed fiercely, ÒI donÕt care what kind of 
creature he is.  I thought he was your friend.  How could 
you abandon him?Ó 
 Motu grinned.  ÒAll right, all right.  We were just 
testing you.  Some of these creatures werenÕt sure they 
trusted humans, and we wanted to make sure you really 
care about animals.  But you pass.Ó 
 Kate scowled, still looking offended, but Sam grinned 
back at the rabbit. 
 Beechnut nodded and continued in a whisper, 
ÒEveryone satisfied now?  Good.  So, we need a plan to 
rescue Wogwa if necessary, to find out what those 
chipmunks are up to, and to stop them.  Does anyone have 
any suggestions?Ó 
 Tom the titmouse chirped, ÒTheyÕre far too secretive 
to give any clues above ground.  SomeoneÕll have to spy 
down in their burrow.Ó 
 ÒThatÕs what Wogwa tried,Ó countered Tuzi, ÒBut the 
chipmunks started getting suspicious as soon as they 
noticed him.  And if he couldnÕt sneak by them, I doubt 
anyone can.Ó 
 There was a short silence as the animals all thought.  
BluebellÕs sharp black eyes kept watch all around. 



 

 

 Sam said in a frustrated tone, ÒMaybe we should just 
grab our shovels and start digging their tunnel right up.Ó  
But everyone else shook their heads, and Sam, too, knew 
that wouldnÕt really help.   
 The toad croaked, ÒHavenÕt you ever heard of the 
woodpecker and the skunk?  The woodpecker, big fellow 
name of Drumbeak, lived up in a dead tree, and one year a 
skunk moved into a hollow down at the bottom.  Well, 
Drumbeak got tired of smelling that skunk in his tree, so 
he decided heÕd get rid of it.  He flew down to the base of 
the trunk and hammered and hammered and hammered all 
the way around that skunkÕs home, bang bang bang, until 
he cut that trunk right through.  Down crashed the tree and 
it smashed the skunkÕs hollow all right, but what else did it 
do?  Well, it crashed down DrumbeakÕs home, too, of 
course!Ó 
 ÒI know,Ó sighed Sam, ÒI didnÕt really mean it.  But I 
sure wish I could get down that chipmunk hole myself.Ó 
 ÒWell,Ó said the toad slowly, ÒI know a secret 
entrance to the chipmunksÕ burrow.  I doubt they even 
know about it, and IÕd be very surprised if itÕs guarded.Ó 
 ÒWhereÕs that, Grimm?Ó 
 ÒThe chipmunks must have dug down until they hit an 
underground pool, then simply abandoned that tunnel as a 
dead end.  But it isnÕt, because the pool connects to a 
system of streams, and the streams connect to a chink in 
the storm drain where roots are growing in, and the storm 
drain connects to the catch basin in the gutter in the street 
right in front of this yard.Ó 
 ÒBut how are we supposed to go through the storm 
drain and underground streams and all?Ó demanded Sam. 
 Grimm looked at Sam as if he were an idiot.  ÒSwim, 
of course,Ó he said. 
 Sam in turn looked witheringly at the toad, and 
retorted, ÒWe arenÕt fish, and we arenÕt two inches tall!Ó 



 

 

 
 

 ÒSize is not a problem,Ó interrupted Tuzi, ÒOr at least, 
we can get you down to my size easily enough.  All you 
have to do is put on my skin.Ó 
 ÒWill we turn into rabbits?Ó asked Kate, intrigued. 
 ÒNo, just shrink down to rabbit size.  But the 
swimming youÕll have to handle yourselves.Ó 
 ÒI know!Ó Sam said, ÒWe can snorkel!Ó 
 Kate nodded.  ÒGood idea.  LetÕs go get the snorkels, 
and maybe some snack, and weÕll tell Mama weÕre going 
on an adventure, and weÕll meet everyone by the gutter 
drain in fifteen minutes.Ó 
 
 Mama wanted to know exactly what sort of adventure 
Sam and Kate were planning to be on.  After all, she knew 
that their adventures had a tendency to involve more 
danger and magic than the average afternoon of playing. 
 ÒWeÕre just going to try to figure out what the 
chipmunks are up to,Ó Kate explained. 
 Sam added, ÒWeÕll probably be right in the yard most 
of the time.  We wonÕt go far.Ó 
 ÒAll right,Ó said Mama.  ÒBut be sure to let me know 
if you come up with any crazy plans.Ó 
 Sam and Kate glanced at each other.  They were sure 
that Mama would approve of trying to help a friend who 
might be in trouble, but they also knew that Mama would 
almost certainly consider a trip down the storm drain into 
an underground stream to be a crazy plan. 
 Mama looked at them and raised an eyebrow. 
 ÒDonÕt worry; weÕll be careful,Ó Sam assured her 
hastily.  Then they jumped down from their stools at the 
kitchen counter and ran out the door before she could 
object. 
 The animals were already assembled at the curb when 
Kate and Sam arrived, wearing their bathing suits and 
carrying their snorkels and masks.  They were glad that 
Mama had planted a bed of tall ornamental grasses and 
black-eyed susans instead of the usual strip of grass 



 

 

between the sidewalk and the street.  This screened their 
activity from spying chipmunks in the yard.  The animals 
appreciated it, too, as they did not like to show themselves 
in broad daylight, especially Tuzi, who would never 
somersault out of her rabbitskin when any strangers might 
be watching.  She disappeared into the tall grasses, to peek 
out a moment later in her miniature human form.  She 
beckoned to the children, and they squatted down as close 
among the perennials as they could.  She held out the 
rabbitskin. 
 ÒDo we have to do a flip into it?Ó Kate asked. 
 Tuzi smiled.  ÒNo, just curl up small and IÕll put it 
over you.Ó 
 Kate curled up as tightly as she could and felt the 
smooth underside of the furry skin on the top of her back.  
She thought Tuzi was stretching it bigger and bigger until 
it draped all the way down around KateÕs shoulders, as 
long as her arms, down to her feetÉ  Then the skin was 
whisked away and Tuzi said, ÒOkay, stand up!Ó 
 When Kate stood, she was astonished to realize that 
while she thought the magic rabbitskin had stretched, in 
 

 



 

 

 
 

fact, it was she who had shrunk, and was now eye to eye 
with Tuzi, while the flowers and grasses towered over her 
head. 
 ÒWow!Ó Sam exclaimed, ÒThat was so cool!  Do me 
now!Ó  So Sam scrunched down by the curb, and Tuzi 
threw her rabbitskin over his back and pulled it farther and 
farther around him as he shrank down to her size. 
 When he stood up, he started jumping around crying 
gleefully, ÒLook at me, IÕm a rabbit!Ó 
 Tuzi and Motu burst out laughing. 
 ÒCome on,Ó croaked Grimm, ÒThis is a serious 
mission.Ó 
 Sam sobered at once, and Tuzi draped her skin around 
her shoulders in readiness to go. 
 ÒOkay then, what now?Ó asked Kate. 
 ÒWe go down the storm drain,Ó answered the toad, 
hopping into the gutter and right to the edge of the opening 
in the curb. 
 Obadiah the raccoon held up his black-palmed hand.  
ÒWait just a minute.  Who all is going down the drain with 
you, Grimm?  Because IÕm not.Ó 
 ÒMe neither!Ó added Beechnut. 
 ÒAll right,Ó Grimm said, ÒWeÕll split into different 
jobs.Ó 
 It was soon decided that Grimm would lead Kate and 
Sam and the two rabbits down into the underground 
stream, while Obadiah, Bluebell, Beechnut, and Tom 
would stay up above in the yard. 
 Beechnut said, ÒWeÕll patrol the yard and make sure 
the chipmunks donÕt get into any more mischief today.  
And if it seems that theyÕve discovered your plan, weÕll try 
to get a message to you.Ó 
 ÒHow?Ó 
 ÒIÕm not sure, but weÕll figure out something.  And if 
you need help, maybe you can get a message to us.Ó 
 Sam and Kate looked at each other.  It hadnÕt really 
occurred to them that there could actually be danger from 



 

 

which they might need help.  Mama would definitely think 
it was a crazy plan if danger was involved.  Then Sam 
shrugged.  How dangerous could chipmunks be, anyway? 
 Kate said, ÒYou can keep an eye on the house in case 
Nasturtium wants to talk to you.Ó 
 ÒOkay,Ó agreed Obadiah. 
 ÒAre we all set?  Then letÕs go!Ó said Grimm. 
 He dropped himself through one of the holes in the 
iron grate, and the children watched him fall down until he 
splashed in the dark water of the catch basin below. 
 Motu hopped down into the gutter.  He grinned at the 
others and held up his left hind paw. 
 ÒMy lucky magic rabbitÕs foot,Ó he said, waggling his 
toes.  ÒStick with me and nothing will ever go wrong!Ó  
Then he squeezed through the opening in the curb and 
dropped down.  ÒYuck!Ó he called up as he splashed. 
 Tuzi went next, then the children, each in turn holding 
to the iron rim of the grate by their hands as they dangled 
above the storm drain.  There was a scary moment when it 
looked like an awfully long drop, but they each took a 
deep breath and bravely let go to let themselves fall down, 
down to the water and thick muck at the bottom of the 
catch basin.  When they were all safely down and 
crowding against the walls to make room for each other, 
Sam and Kate waved back up at Beechnut and Bluebell, 
whose heads were silhouetted against the bright sky as 
they leaned over the drain opening.  Then they turned to 
Grimm. 
 He floated in the stagnant water, his eyes like bubbles 
on the dark surface.  The water was shallow enough that 
the others all stood with their feet in the muck of rotting 
leaves that partially filled the catch basin. 
 ÒDown the drain,Ó said the toad, and he pointed 
toward the round opening about a foot up the wall.  
ÒSomeoneÕll have to lift me.Ó 
 So the five adventurers scrambled up into the sewer 
pipe opening and crept forward cautiously.  The air in the 



 

 

 
 

pipe was much cooler than in the catch basin, and the light 
coming down from the grate above quickly faded behind 
them.  They went quite steeply downwards, in single file, 
pressing their hands against the sides of the drain pipe to 
keep from slithering down too quickly.  But they had not 
gone far when Sam ran into Tuzi, who had stopped 
abruptly in front of him, and Kate ran into Sam from 
behind. 
 ÒHey, ouch!Ó croaked Grimm from the front of the 
pile-up, ÒGet off my foot!Ó  When everyone had shifted 
themselves, the toad said, ÒRight here in the wall there are 
roots poking through.  Can you feel them?  Scrape them 
away, clear out the crack, and weÕll be able to get into the 
stream.Ó 
 ÒAre you sure weÕll fit through?Ó asked Sam 
dubiously. 
 ÒWell, I fit through,Ó answered Grimm, which Sam 
and Kate did not consider very helpful as the toad was 
only a few inches around. 
 Motu said, ÒDonÕt worry.  We can do it.Ó  He was 
busily scrabbling at the side of the pipe, and his rabbit eyes 
could apparently see in the darkness, although the children 
could not.  They could hear a very faint trickling sound. 
 ÒQuit kicking the dirt so vigorously,Ó Tuzi 
admonished, wiping her face with the back of her wrist 
and spitting out sandy soil.  But in the dimness Kate and 
Sam could now make out MotuÕs white tail disappearing 
through the crevice he had cleared.  Grimm followed, and 
Tuzi motioned for the others to go ahead. 
 It was certainly a tight fit, and a damp one, but by 
squirming and wriggling, pulling and pushing against the 
edges of the drain pipe, Sam and Kate forced their way out 
of the sewer and into a dark, wet crevice. 
 They started forward again, and the darkness was 
complete.  Kate and Sam were not afraid of the dark, but 
they realized now that they had seldom ever really been in 
the dark.  Even in their bedrooms at night there was 



 

 

always a bit of light from the streetlamps outside coming 
around the edges of the curtains.  But now, here in the 
underground stream, the last faint light from the gutter was 
gone and it was utterly, completely, totally dark.  Kate was 
glad that she could feel Sam crawling along in front of her.  
She wondered what it felt like to be Wogwa and crawl 
along in this darkness all the time.  Then she wondered 
how they were supposed to find Wogwa in the chipmunksÕ 
burrow when that would be totally dark, too. 
 Then the damp trickling under her hands and knees 
became deeper, and soon she pulled on her swimming 
mask, fitted on her snorkel, and began to swim. 
 

 
 

 
 They swam for what seemed like quite a long time, 
although perhaps it was only the cold water and the 
darkness that made it seem so.  But eventually, much to 
Sam and KateÕs surprise, they found that they could see a 
little bit again.  A very faint bluish light shone through the 
dark water, and now they could see the mud and pebbles 
and pale roots over which they swam. 
 Soon there were tiny creatures visible in the water, 
too, larvae and other squirmy things, and Ð 
 ÒWhat was that?Ó gasped Sam through his snorkel, as 
he saw something larger flash out of sight through the 
glimmering water ahead. 



 

 

 
 

 ÒCome on,Ó urged Grimm, without answering SamÕs 
question, ÒWeÕre nearly to the Grotto.Ó 
 Then before Sam or Kate could ask anything else, the 
muddy floor of the small stream suddenly dropped down 
into deep water, the blue-green light brightened, and the 
crystalline water was teeming with life in all shapes and 
colors. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


