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On the wide green prairie, where the grass waved like a soft
ocean, lived a small round armadillo named Archie. His armor
plates were warm tan and sandy brown, and his dark brown
eyes sparkled with kindness. Archie loved quiet mornings and
long walks under the wide blue sky. He carried one special
thing wherever he went: a big bright red umbrella with a
wooden handle.



Archie did not carry his umbrella because he expected rain. He
carried it because it made a fine walking stick, a good shade
maker, and a wonderful hiding place for games. His long snout
twitched happily as he strolled past mounds of red dirt and
nodding yellow flowers. The prairie hummed with bees, and
the sky stretched wide and blue.
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Nearby, a small prairie dog named Penny popped out of her
burrow. Her fur was soft golden-brown, her belly creamy
white, and her round dark eyes were full of curiosity. She
nibbled a bit of grass and watched the clouds roll in from the
west. 'Those clouds look heavy,' Penny said to herself. 'Maybe I
should keep a big green leaf close by.'
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Suddenly the wind picked up and the sky turned gray. Fat
drops of rain began to plop on the prairie, first a few, then
many. The rainstorm drummed on the dirt mounds and
splashed in the little puddles. Archie opened his big red
umbrella with a cheerful click. '‘Good thing I brought you
along,' he said to the umbrella, patting the wooden handle.
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Rain poured down in silver sheets, and the prairie turned shiny
and wet. Archie hurried along a muddy path, holding his bright
red umbrella high. He heard a tiny sneeze near a clump of tall
grass. He peeked closer and saw someone small and golden-
brown crouching low, holding a single large green leaf over
her head. The leaf drooped and dripped.
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It was Penny the prairie dog, huddled and shivering under her
soggy leaf. 'Hello down there,' said Archie gently. 'That leaf is
a brave little umbrella, but it is not quite big enough for this
rainstorm.' Penny looked up with round dark eyes. 'l was
caught out in the open,' she said, 'and my burrow is far across
the wet field.'



Archie did not stop to think twice. He stepped close and tilted
his big red umbrella so it covered them both. 'Come share
mine,' he said with a friendly smile. 'There is plenty of room
under here for two.' Penny blinked in surprise, then smiled
back. She dropped her dripping leaf and scurried under the
warm, dry shelter beside him.




Together they stood safe beneath the red umbrella while the
rainstorm tapped a gentle rhythm above them. But the wind
was cold, and the rain kept falling, and the sky showed no sign
of clearing. 'We need somewhere warmer than standing out
here,' said Archie, looking around. Penny nodded and pointed
her tiny paw toward a dry spot beside a fallen log.
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'T know just the place,' said Penny. 'There is a hollow beside
that old log, and we can pile branches to block the wind.' They
worked together, quick and clever. Archie pushed sturdy
branches with his little claws while Penny tucked dry leaves
into every gap. Their shelter grew snug and cozy, with room

for two.
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Archie held the big red umbrella over the top of their shelter
like a bright red roof. The rainstorm drummed and poured, but
inside the little branch house it stayed dry and warm. Penny
arranged a soft bed of leaves, and Archie found a smooth stone
that made a fine little table. They sat together, listening to the
rain patter all around.
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'This is the coziest place on the whole prairie,' said Penny,
wiggling her fluffy tail. 'And it is all because you shared your
umbrella.' Archie smiled and settled his round armored shell
against the log. 'An umbrella is much happier when it keeps
two friends dry,' he said. 'And a rainstorm is much friendlier
when you are not alone in it.'




They told stories while the rainstorm slowly faded. Penny
talked about her burrow and the games she played in the tall
grass. Archie talked about his long walks and the way the
prairie looked at sunrise. They laughed at the same silly jokes
and discovered they both loved warm afternoons and crunchy
seeds and watching clouds drift by.
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When the rain stopped at last, the sun peeked out and painted
the wet prairie gold. Archie folded his big red umbrella, and
Penny stepped out of their cozy shelter into the sparkling air.
‘Thank you, Archie,' she said softly. 'You turned a dreary
rainstorm into a wonderful day.' Her round dark eyes were
bright with gratitude, and her small paws clasped together.
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‘You helped too,' said Archie kindly. 'We built that shelter
together, and I could not have done it alone.' They looked at
their little house of branches and leaves, still standing sturdy
beside the log. 'Maybe we can keep it,' said Penny. 'A shelter
for rainy days, and a shady spot for sunny ones.' Archie
nodded, and his long snout wrinkled in a happy grin.
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From that day on, Archie and Penny were inseparable
neighbors. Every morning they met on the prairie to play
chase through the tall grass and hide-and-seek behind the dirt
mounds. Penny kept her big green leaf for shade, and Archie
carried his bright red umbrella just in case. They shared seeds,
stories, and a thousand sunny afternoons.
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And whenever a sudden rainstorm rolled across the wide
green prairie, the two friends hurried to their cozy shelter
beside the old log. They piled in together, dry and warm, and
listened to the rain tap gently overhead. Archie learned that
sharing something as simple as an umbrella can open a door to
a lasting friendship, and Penny learned that kindness comes
back around, like sunshine after rain.
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