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“Nilla and the Drainpipe Rescue” 

At precisely 4:32 p.m. on a breezy Tuesday afternoon, Nilla Henderson burst through the front door 

of her family’s modest two-story house, leaving a trail of muddy footprints on the tile floor. 

“Nilla Henderson!” her mother’s voice shot out from the kitchen like an arrow. “Do not tell me those 

are your new jeans!” 

Nilla paused, mid-step. She looked down. Her jeans—formerly a crisp, deep blue—were now 

streaked with rust-colored smears, torn at the knee, and suspiciously wet around the ankles. 

“Okay, I won’t tell you,” she said, grinning as she tried to tiptoe toward the stairs. 

“Nilla.” 

She stopped. “I swear, Mom, it was an emergency.” 

“It always is.” Her mother leaned against the counter, arms crossed, dish towel in hand, eyebrow 

raised to the ceiling. “This better be good.” 

Nilla’s green eyes sparkled. “Oh, it’s great.” 

 

It all started at 3:08 p.m., right after the final bell rang. Nilla had taken a shortcut through the back 

alley behind the school, a route that promised adventure more than efficiency. She was tossing a 

rubber bouncy ball in the air as she walked—an idea she thought of during math class when 

boredom struck harder than a pop quiz. 

The ball bounced once. Twice. Then, in a final leap of defiance, it ricocheted off a dumpster and 

sailed over a chain-link fence into the yard of Mr. Wexler, the neighborhood’s grumpiest man. 

Now, anyone else might’ve accepted the ball’s fate, said a short prayer, and moved on. But not Nilla. 

She considered climbing the fence—too noisy. She considered asking Mr. Wexler—too risky. Then she 

noticed the old, rusty drainpipe running down the side of the adjacent building, right next to a low 

roof that bordered the yard. 

Perfect. 

Climbing it wasn’t exactly safe—or smart—but again, Nilla was the kind of girl who acted, then 

thought, then sometimes apologized. She scrambled up the pipe with the grace of a half-trained 

raccoon, her sneakers scraping the wall, her shirt catching slightly on a bolt. 

Reaching the rooftop, she crept to the edge and spied the ball nestled in a clump of dandelions. One 

leap and she was down in the yard. 

Success. 



But then came the dog. 

A squat, muscular bulldog with a bark like a car engine suddenly tore around the corner, teeth bared, 

furious at the trespasser. Nilla grabbed the ball and bolted. The fence was too high on this side, so 

she sprinted around the house, slipped in a puddle, got a grass stain the size of Florida on her jeans, 

and barely made it to the gate before Mr. Wexler’s back door slammed open. 

“GET OFF MY PROPERTY!” 

Nilla shouted back, “I was never on it!” and dove through the gate, hitting the sidewalk in a splash of 

triumph—and mud. 

 

Her mom stared at her for a long moment after she finished the story. “You scaled a drainpipe... to 

get a 25-cent rubber ball?” 

“It was my lucky ball,” Nilla said earnestly, holding it up like a trophy. 

“Your luck’s going to run out if you keep destroying clothes like this,” her mom said, reaching for the 

laundry spray like a soldier grabbing a sword. 

“I’ll wash them!” 

“You said that last time.” 

“I meant it last time too!” 

With a sigh, her mom softened. “One day, you’re going to think before you leap.” 

“Maybe,” Nilla said, tossing the ball up again. It bounced off the ceiling and landed in the fruit bowl. 

“Outside,” her mom warned. 

Nilla grinned, already headed for the door. “Don’t worry. I’ve got a great idea.” 

Her mother just closed her eyes and muttered, “Lord help those jeans.” 

 

“Nilla and the Great Swedish Boating Escape” 

Three days later, the Henderson family was on a vacation that Nilla’s dad had been planning for 

months: a week of boating through Sweden’s sprawling archipelago—thousands of forested islands, 

deep blue waters, and more seagulls than Nilla thought existed on Earth. 

“This is supposed to be relaxing,” her mother kept saying, despite packing half the pantry into 

Tupperware containers. 

Nilla, naturally, had other plans. 

From the moment they set foot on the small motorboat—a bright red vessel named The Minnow’s 

Revenge—she was enthralled. The boat rocked gently, the breeze was crisp, and the possibilities for 

mischief stretched as far as the sea. 

There was just one problem. 

The life jacket. 



Specifically: the life jacket with a tether. 

“Dad,” Nilla groaned on the second day, fumbling at the buckle, “I don’t need to be tied to the boat 

like a pet goat. I can swim.” 

“You also jumped off the dock yesterday without checking for jellyfish,” he replied calmly, adjusting 

the knot on the tether’s end. “So yes—you need it.” 

“That was one time!” 

“That was this morning, Nilla.” 

She crossed her arms, the neon orange jacket puffing around her like a disgruntled marshmallow. She 

had already removed the thing twice the day before—once while trying to sneak onto a kayak they 

weren’t renting, and once to fish a piece of sea glass out of the water because she had to have it for 

her collection. 

So her dad had made a small adjustment. 

Instead of the usual clip, the tether now had a double-loop carabiner with a twist-lock mechanism—

the kind climbers use on mountains. “You’re not getting out of it without my help,” he told her with a 

little too much satisfaction. 

Nilla scowled. “What if there’s an emergency and I need to dive in?” 

Her mom chimed in from the front bench: “If you’re the emergency, you’re already halfway in the 

water most of the time.” 

 

By late afternoon, they anchored near a quiet, pine-covered island. It had one tiny dock, one 

abandoned rowboat, and exactly zero signs of adult supervision—Nilla’s version of paradise. 

“Can I go explore?” she asked. 

“Only if you stay connected,” her dad said, pointing to the 15-foot length of her tether line. “That’s 

the deal.” 

Nilla stared at the rope. It wasn’t ideal. But she had a plan. 

Five minutes later, while her parents laid out lunch on the boat, Nilla stood at the bow like a pirate 

queen, calculating angles and line tension. 

She launched. 

With a mighty leap, she flew from the deck toward the dock, arms flailing, feet stretched out like she 

was jumping into Olympic glory. 

For a brief second, it looked like she might land it. 

But then came the SNAP—not of the rope, but of physics. 

Mid-air, the line went taut. 

Nilla jerked backward mid-flight, spiraling into a reverse arc and landing in the water with a mighty 

splash. 

She came up sputtering, clinging to the dock post. “Okay. That wasn’t in the plan.” 



Her dad calmly walked over, reeled in the tether like a fisherman, and helped her up onto the dock. “I 

added two more feet of slack,” he said. “You’ve earned it.” 

“I was so close,” she mumbled, dripping and impressed with herself. 

“You were closer to breaking your nose than landing that jump,” her mom said, handing her a towel. 

Back on the boat, Nilla stripped off her soaked shirt and pants, revealing a second layer she had 

secretly worn underneath—already planning for her inevitable dive. Her mother blinked. “Did you 

expect to end up in the water?” 

Nilla shrugged, wrapping the towel around her shoulders like a superhero cape. “I don’t make plans. I 

make legends.” 

 

That night, as they drifted gently under the stars, Nilla sat near the stern, legs dangling over the 

edge, life jacket still strapped firmly in place. Her dad had added a second lock. 

“Seriously?” she groaned. 

He just smiled, sipping coffee. “Seriously.” 

She kicked her feet and looked out over the water. “Tomorrow, I’m gonna climb one of those cliffs.” 

“You’ll be tied to two boats,” her mom said from the cabin. 

“And a kayak,” her dad added. 

Nilla just grinned at the moon. It wasn’t a challenge if someone wasn’t trying to stop her. 

 

“Nilla vs. The Rain Suit” 

After three days of wet socks, crusty jeans, and a trail of borrowed towels from kindly Swedish 

harbor masters, Mrs. Henderson had had enough. 

They were moored in a cozy harbor on the island of Möja, where red cabins lined the shore and 

seagulls wheeled overhead like feathered sentries. As she sipped coffee on the dock, drying another 

of Nilla’s soaked shirts on the railing, she noticed something curious. 

A group of local kids—around Nilla’s age—were tearing through the harbor like little hurricanes. But 

unlike Nilla, they weren’t trailing mud, water, or chaos behind them. They wore full rain gear: bright-

colored bib overalls, thick rubber jackets, and even some full-body suits that looked like they could 

repel acid. 

They climbed rocks. Splashed in puddles. Helped tie up boats with practiced ease. 

And they were bone dry. 

Mrs. Henderson narrowed her eyes like a general studying enemy tactics. Then she spotted a sign: 

“Regntätt – Kläder för hav och barn” 

(Rainproof – Clothes for Sea and Children) 

She smiled. "Oh, Nilla,” she said to herself. “You’re going down.” 

 



Ten minutes later, Nilla stood inside the shop, arms crossed, staring suspiciously at a row of rain gear 

that looked like it belonged in a sci-fi movie. 

“I am not wearing that,” she said, pointing to a neon green full-body suit with reinforced knees and a 

hood the size of a pumpkin. 

“You’ll thank me later,” her mother replied, already leafing through sizes. 

“I’ll roast alive in that thing!” 

A cheerful shop assistant appeared—tall, red-haired, and practically glowing with Scandinavian 

wholesomeness. “Ah! For the girl who swims more than she walks, yes?” 

“She doesn’t swim so much as fall in,” her mother clarified. 

The assistant grinned. “Then we have just the thing.” 

She whisked Nilla toward a changing room and came back 

with several options. One was a tough navy-blue bib overall 

with elastic cuffs, high chest protection, and a reinforced 

seat—clearly made for sliding over rocks or docks. The 

matching jacket had storm flaps, adjustable hood, and a zip 

so thick it could probably seal a submarine. 

“This one,” the assistant said, “is used by kids who help on 

fishing boats. It’s waterproof, windproof, and... Nilla-proof.” 

“I can hear you,” Nilla muttered. 

But when she tried it on, something shifted. 

The suit was surprisingly comfortable. It didn’t pinch or pull. 

The bib had room to move and jump, and the jacket had 

secret inside pockets. She struck a pose in front of the 

mirror—arms wide, knees bent, like she was about to board 

a Viking ship. 

“Okay... this is kind of cool.” 

Her mother exhaled in relief. “It’s a miracle.” 

 

Back on the boat that afternoon, Nilla tested the new gear thoroughly. She climbed over the side, 

stomped through tidepools, slid down a wet rock face, and—deliberately—jumped into a puddle so 

big it splashed her dad’s sandwich. 

The water rolled right off. 

She looked down, shocked. “I’m... dry?” 

Her mom gave her a proud smile. “We have conquered the elements.” 

Her dad just held up his dripping sandwich and muttered, “Speak for yourself.” 

 



Later that night, wrapped in a blanket with her boots drying near the heater, Nilla pulled a mussel 

shell from her pocket. “I found this under the dock.” 

“Let me guess,” her mother said, sipping tea. “You climbed down the ladder again?” 

“Nope. I slid down the side of the pier.” 

“But you’re clean.” 

“I know.” Nilla leaned back, staring at the ceiling like she’d just glimpsed a deeper truth of the 

universe. “I can be reckless... and tidy. This changes everything.” 

Her mom chuckled. “We’ll see how long that lasts.” 

 

“Nilla and the Mudbank Mutiny” 

By day six of their Swedish island-hopping adventure, the sky had turned from moody gray to 

brilliant blue. The sun hung warm and heavy in the afternoon sky, and even the seagulls seemed 

lazier, circling low and slow. 

Nilla, dressed in her trusty bib overalls and jacket, stood on a rocky path staring at the narrow, 

muddy channel between two islands. Her parents had anchored the boat nearby while they walked 

ashore for a picnic, blissfully unaware that Nilla was already plotting. 

“Too hot for this thing,” she muttered, wriggling out of her waterproof jacket. She rolled it up, 

wedged it between two boulders, and stepped forward like a soldier marching into enemy territory. 

She poked a toe into the soft mud. It squelched. 

Grinning, she walked right in. 

 

Half an hour later, Nilla emerged from the channel looking like a creature from a swamp 

documentary. Her bib overalls, though technically “waterproof,” were now caked with blackish-

brown mud up to her thighs. Her arms were smeared. Her cheeks had streaks of dried sludge where 

she’d scratched an itch without thinking. 

She marched back to the picnic site triumphantly, holding what she claimed was a “prehistoric clam 

fossil” (it was a rock) and wearing a leafy crown made from seaweed. 

Her parents froze mid-bite as she approached. 

“Nilla.” 

“Hi! I made a discovery. Also I may be slightly muddy.” 

Her mother stared, horrified, at the pristine jacket slung over a distant rock. “Where. Is. Your. 

Jacket?” 

“It was hot!” 

“That jacket was designed to survive a hurricane,” her dad said. “It was your hurricane.” 

“Technically, the bibs did fine,” Nilla argued, flicking a chunk of mud off her arm. “But also... the mud 

was everywhere. I couldn’t not go in.” 



Mrs. Henderson groaned and reached into the picnic basket. “Towel. Soap. Fresh shirt. This is exactly 

why we bring extras.” 

Her father, looking resigned, walked over to inspect the jacket. “At least this part of her survived.” 

 

Later, on the boat... 

As Nilla scrubbed off mud with a bucket and a dish sponge, her parents convened in hushed tones. 

“We need... a new system,” her mom said. “Maybe she wears the gear with a backup undersuit?” 

“She’d shed that too.” 

“Then we layer her like an onion.” 

“She’s like a feral cat in rubber armor,” her dad sighed. “She’ll always find a way.” 

“I just want one day—one—without laundry emergencies.” 

 

The next morning, they tried a new tactic. 

Her dad presented her with a neatly folded lightweight rain shirt—bright blue, breathable, and 

impossible to destroy. “For hot days. Goes under the bibs. Not optional.” 

Her mom added a final touch: “If you take it off without telling us, you’re on sponge-duty for the rest 

of the trip.” 

“Sponge-duty?” 

“You clean everyone’s shoes. With the sponge.” 

Nilla considered. “Counter-offer: I keep it on unless I’m climbing a tree.” 

“Deal,” her dad said immediately. 

“No deal,” her mom snapped at the same time. 

Nilla grinned. “Too slow. I’m climbing one tree today. You can’t stop greatness.” 

 

“Nilla and the Ultimate Suit” 

By now, everyone in the Henderson family had adapted to the rhythms of Nilla’s adventurous streak. 

Her dad kept extra towels on standby. Her mom carried stain remover in her purse. And Nilla, in her 

waterproof bibs and backup shirts, marched boldly through each new harbor like an explorer setting 

foot on untamed land. 

But her mother—seasoned, clever, and endlessly tired of emergency laundry—was always watching. 

It was in a small harbor near the island of Sandhamn, their second-to-last stop, that she saw it: a 

mannequin in the corner of a medical supply boutique, dressed in what looked like the final form of 

child-proof clothing. 

A full-body, waterproof jumpsuit. 



It zipped up the back. 

It had attached rubber boots that fused seamlessly to the legs. 

It was made from soft, breathable, tough-as-nails 

material used for children with sensory needs 

who were prone to undressing or needed high 

protection outdoors. Designed with love—and 

clearly engineered by someone who had survived 

many muddy disasters. 

To top it off, beside it on the shelf: waterproof 

mittens that stretched up past the elbows. 

“Worn under the sleeves, these cannot be 

removed without help,” read the tag. 

Mrs. Henderson held it all up like she was 

examining the Holy Grail. 

“I’ll take one in red,” she said. 

 

 

Back on the boat… 

“What is that?” Nilla asked, staring at the jumpsuit now laid out on her bunk. 

“Your new armor,” her mom replied, completely serious. 

“It zips up the back! That’s cheating!” 

“It’s parenting.” 

“I’m not wearing that. I’ll overheat. I’ll... explode.” 

“It’s ventilated. Reinforced. Light enough to run in. And,” her mom said with a sharp look, 

“completely Nilla-proof.” 

Nilla eyed it suspiciously. “Does it have WiFi?” 

“Zip. Up.” 

 

To everyone’s surprise—possibly even her own—Nilla kind of liked it. 

It made her look like some kind of deep-sea explorer. Or an astronaut. Or a sci-fi forest ranger. The 

mittens were a bit much, but once they were sealed inside the sleeves, she had to admit—it felt 

powerful. Weirdly invincible. 

And her mom beamed. 

 

Enter: The Adventure. 



On Sandhamn, Nilla spotted a small inlet filled with tidepools and slippery seaweed-covered rocks. 

Perfect terrain for exploration—and historically, for falling flat on her face. 

She scrambled over boulders, poked at tiny crabs, even slipped once and landed squarely in a 

saltwater puddle. 

Not a drop got through. 

She plunged her mittened hands into the water to grab a particularly smug-looking starfish. 

Still dry. 

She even slid belly-first down a wet mossy slope because, in her words, “the terrain demanded it.” 

Still. Dry. 

From the shore, her mother watched like a general surveying a victorious battlefield. Her husband 

joined her, holding coffee. 

“She hasn’t complained once,” he said. 

“She hasn’t gotten wet once,” her mom replied, triumphant. 

“I give it a day before she tries to un-zip herself using a tree branch.” 

“She can try,” Mrs. Henderson said with a grin. “It’s triple-stitched and parent only access.” 

 

That night… 

Nilla sat quietly, suit peeled off with assistance, face glowing with excitement. 

“Mom?” she asked while toweling off her hair. “Is it weird I kind of love the suit?” 

Her mother smiled. “No. You’re free to love it... as long as you wear it.” 

“Even at home?” 

“Especially at home.” 

“Even if I’m climbing the neighbor’s garage?” 

Her mom sighed. “Let’s just make it through the boat trip.” 

 

“Nilla and the Crab Conspiracy” 

The jumpsuit had proven itself. 

After a full day of clambering through seaweed, sliding across rocks, and even lying down in a 

tidepool “to experience the ecosystem firsthand,” Nilla returned to the boat without a single spot of 

grime. Her hair was tangled, her energy was boundless, and—most importantly—her clothes were 

dry. 

Her parents were amazed. And suspicious. 

“Either that suit is made from alien tech,” her dad said, “or she’s plotting something.” 



“She’s always plotting something,” her mom said, folding the backup towel she hadn’t needed once. 

 

The next morning, Nilla was unusually quiet. Not suspiciously quiet—just focused. She spent a lot of 

time at the edge of the dock, peering into the water with narrowed eyes. She hummed softly to 

herself. She was… building something? 

“Whatcha doing, kiddo?” her dad asked casually. 

“Research.” 

“That’s vague.” 

“I’m a scientist now. They’re always vague.” 

Later, her mom found a list in Nilla’s messy handwriting wedged into a sandwich bag: 

 

CRAB PLAN: 

1. Find smallest crab (not too bitey) 

2. Make it a nest box from my sock 

3. Name TBD – Crabatha? General Pinch? 

4. Sneak into boat cabin 

5. Keep crab in hidden drawer with algae snacks 

6. Do NOT let it escape during dinner again 

 

“Oh no,” her mom muttered, clutching the list like it was a horror script. 

That evening, as the sun dipped low and painted the water gold, the Hendersons sat on deck 

enjoying a peaceful dinner. Nilla had been oddly helpful all day—bringing plates, pouring juice, 

humming with an air of angelic calm. 

Which is why they knew something was very, very wrong. 

Then, right as her mom reached for the salt shaker— 

clatter. skitter. SNAP. 

A tiny, wet blur shot out from beneath the table. 

Nilla shrieked—not in fear, but in horror. “Nooo! General Pinch, come back!” 

Her dad jumped to his feet. “Why is there a crab in the dining area?” 

“I was studying him! He’s harmless! Mostly!” 

The crab zipped under a bench. Nilla dove after it, but her suit—glorious, indestructible, a beacon of 

clean clothes—wasn’t built for speed in tight quarters. Her arms flailed uselessly in their sealed 

mittens. 



She wriggled and rolled, her boots squeaking against the cabin floor. 

Her mother had to bite her lip to stop from laughing. “Can’t get him, huh?” 

“I’d have him by now if I had hands!” 

“You mean if you weren’t wearing the suit that keeps you from getting muddy, wet, or clawed by 

wildlife?” her father added. 

“YES!” Nilla shouted, clearly missing the irony. 

Eventually, after an intense fifteen-minute crab chase, her dad captured General Pinch in a plastic 

colander and safely returned him to the sea. 

“Go start a rebellion, buddy,” he said as the crab splashed away. 

 

Later that night... 

Nilla sulked on the deck, arms crossed in her red jumpsuit, staring at the horizon. “He could’ve been 

a good pet.” 

Her mom sat beside her. “He probably would’ve snipped his way into your sock drawer.” 

“I would’ve respected that.” 

After a pause, her mom smiled. “You’re still dry, by the way.” 

Nilla looked down at herself. “Huh. So I am.” 

The wind picked up. Somewhere on the island, a gull screamed. Nilla stood up dramatically. 

“Tomorrow,” she declared, “I’m building a raft.” 

“You are not building a raft,” both parents said in unison. 

“I’ll do it in the suit!” 

“No!” they shouted together, again. 

 

“Nilla and the Last Island” 

Their last full day on the boat dawned clear and golden. The sea was like glass. The gulls were quieter 

than usual, and even Nilla seemed slightly calmer—if only because her energy had been burned 

down to a manageable simmer after a week of daily exploration, acrobatics, and unexpected water 

entry. 

The Hendersons had moored by a small, uninhabited island: no docks, no houses—just pine trees, 

mossy rocks, and the gentle lapping of waves on a stony shore. 

Perfect terrain for “one last grand adventure.” 

“Today,” Nilla announced over breakfast, “I will find something legendary.” 

Her mom raised an eyebrow. “Like what?” 



“I don’t know yet. That’s why it’s a legend.” 

Her father leaned over. “Let’s make a deal. You can go full-Nilla mode. Explore the whole island. But 

you keep the suit on the whole time. Mittens too.” 

Nilla nodded solemnly. “Deal. For science.” 

 

She was gone for hours. 

From a distance, her parents spotted flashes of red among the trees. Once, they heard her yell 

something like “IT’S A SINKHOLE OF GLORY!” followed by a long splash. Then silence. Then laughter. 

By midafternoon, she returned to the boat covered in pine needles, seaweed in her hood, and a shell 

balanced perfectly on top of her head. 

“I am the Forest Admiral now,” she said proudly. 

Her mom helped her unzip the back of the suit, revealing—miraculously—clean clothes underneath. 

“No rips?” her dad asked, inspecting the knees. 

“Just dignity,” Nilla replied. “It’s hanging on by a thread.” 

 

Later, while Nilla napped in a sunbeam like a cat in a rubber shell... 

Mrs. Henderson slipped quietly off the boat. 

Just up the hill from the harbor, in a small general store run by a kindly woman with tired eyes and a 

huge dog, she found what she was looking for. 

“Something like the suit,” she explained to the woman in slow English. “But lighter. For fall. Rainy 

days. Mud. Accidents. But... stylish enough she won’t refuse to wear it.” 

The woman smiled knowingly and led her to the back room. 

There, Mrs. Henderson found: 

• A lightweight but sealed rain coverall in forest green 

• Matching tall rubber boots with interior lining 

• A set of pull-on arm protectors that extended from wrist to biceps 

• And a roll-up hat with a neck flap that might be cute enough to pass inspection 

She added one last item: a foldable bucket. Because with Nilla, it was only a matter of time before 

another crab needed to be temporarily “adopted.” 

She packed it all into a canvas bag and walked back to the boat smiling. 

 

The Next Morning 



They left the islands behind. Nilla watched them disappear from the ferry window, face pressed 

against the glass. 

“I’m going to miss climbing rocks in a space suit,” she murmured. 

“You’ll get plenty of opportunities,” her mom said innocently. 

Nilla blinked. “Wait. What?” 

“Nothing. Just… be sure to check your closet when we get home.” 

 

 

“Nilla vs. The Home Turf Uniform” 

Back in their suburban neighborhood, the streets were dry, the air smelled like cut grass and rain 

gutters, and the sidewalks felt suspiciously clean to Nilla. Too clean. She stood in her room, hands on 

her hips, staring at her closet. 

Specifically: the new gear. 

Her mom had laid it all out neatly—forest green rain coverall, matching boots, elbow-length arm 

protectors, even that weird hat with the flap that made her look like a mushroom trying to dodge 

paparazzi. 

Nilla frowned. “I look like I’m about to deliver mail on the moon.” 

“You loved the suit in Sweden,” her mom reminded her. “You said you felt invincible.” 

“That was different. That was Sweden.” 

“What's different about here?” 

“Here,” Nilla said dramatically, “people know me.” 

 

At first, she resisted. Hard. 

The first time it rained, she came downstairs in shorts, a hoodie, and her usual sneakers. 

“You’re not going out in that,” her mom said. 

“I’m not made of sugar.” 

“You are, however, very much made of laundry.” 

Her dad, sipping coffee, chimed in. “The waterproof gear isn’t just for you. It’s for our washing 

machine’s mental health.” 

Nilla groaned. “Can’t I just take a garbage bag and poke leg holes in it?” 

“You try that and I will post it to the parent group chat,” her mom threatened, totally serious. 

 

So they made a deal. 



If she wore the new gear properly—with no sneaky removal attempts—they’d let her explore the 

storm drain trail, build her backyard “mud run,” and climb the tree behind the neighbor’s garage 

again. 

But there was a catch: 

If she took the gear off or tried to “modify” it, she’d have to help with actual laundry for a week. 

Socks. Sorting. Folding. All of it. 

“The full horror,” her mom warned. “Fitted sheets included.” 

Nilla shuddered. “That’s evil.” 

“Welcome to adulthood,” her dad said. 

 

The first field test 

On the next rainy Saturday, Nilla put on the full outfit—grumbling, of course. But once she was out in 

the mud, scaling the drainage ditch like a raccoon with a mission, something shifted. 

A group of neighbor kids stood under a porch, watching her from a safe, dry distance. 

“You look like a ninja frog,” one boy called out. 

Nilla paused, chest puffed. 

“That’s Commander Frog to you!” she shouted, then belly-slid down a slick grass slope like a 

champion. 

She landed in a puddle the size of a kiddie pool—and came up bone dry. 

She blinked. “Huh. Still dry.” 

By the end of the day, she had invented a game called “Mud Commandos,” which involved stealth-

crawling through puddles and ambushing squirrels (unsuccessfully). Two other kids asked their 

parents if they could get “one of those suits like Nilla has.” 

 

Of course, there were... setbacks. 

She once tried to unzip herself with a stick, got it jammed, and spent 30 minutes waddling around 

the yard like a trapped caterpillar before finally surrendering. 

Another time she “forgot” to wear the arm protectors and ended up elbow-deep in a suspiciously 

soupy flowerbed. That cost her two sock-folding sessions and a public “I will wear the full suit next 

time” declaration in the kitchen. 

But over time, she stopped resisting. 

She started calling the gear her “Mission Uniform.” 

She decorated the boots with waterproof stickers. 

And—most tellingly—she stopped asking if she could “just wear regular clothes” whenever rain was 

in the forecast. 



 

One rainy afternoon, a few weeks later 

As thunder rumbled in the distance, her mom spotted Nilla by the front door, zipping up the lower 

back of her jumpsuit with practiced ease. The mittens were already on. 

“Going out?” her mom asked. 

“Operation Worm Watch is a go,” Nilla said. 

“You bringing anything home?” 

“Nope. Just observing. Probably.” 

Her mom smiled. “Proud of you.” She pulled the zipper up the rest of the way. 

“Don’t make it weird.” 

 

One rainy afternoon, a few weeks later 

Thunder rumbled low in the distance, and the windows rattled with the soft percussion of a steady 

downpour. Nilla stood by the front door, already half-suited in her red waterproof jumpsuit, bouncing 

slightly on the heels of her boots with barely contained energy. 

“Mom!” she called out, craning her neck. “Can you zip me up?” 

Her mother appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel. “Stand still. Arms out.” 

Nilla turned around obediently, holding her arms out like a scarecrow as her mom tugged the back 

zipper all the way up and clipped the small safety strap at the top—her own clever addition after 

Nilla had once tried to wiggle out of the suit mid-mission with a coat hanger. 

“Alright,” her mom said, walking a slow circle around her like a quality control officer. “Boots on 

tight? Let me see.” She tapped each heel, then tugged the cuffs of the pants to make sure they were 

properly seated over the boots. 

“Arms tucked? Mittens secured?” She gave the sleeves a small shake. “Good.” 

“Mom,” Nilla said with mock exasperation, “I’m not a submarine.” 

“You are a walking laundry hazard with poor impulse control. Let me have this.” 

Satisfied, her mother stepped back. “Alright, Commander Chaos. You’re cleared for takeoff.” 

Nilla gave a gleeful salute with her oversized mittens. “Operation Worm Watch is a go.” 

“Are you bringing anything home this time?” 

“Just wisdom,” Nilla said, stepping out into the rain with a dramatic splash. “And possibly a frog I 

haven’t met yet.” 

Her mother shook her head, smiling as she closed the door behind her. “Just once, I’d like her to 

bring back something clean.” 



Then again, with the gear sealed and zipped, maybe—just maybe—this would be the first afternoon 

in months without a surprise mud trail leading through the kitchen. 

She wasn’t counting on it. But a mom could hope. 

 

“Nilla and the Winter Suit Showdown” 

The first snow of the season fell silently overnight. Nilla woke to a world transformed—white, 

glittering, and utterly inviting. She pressed her nose to the window and whispered with reverence: 

“Snow mode engaged.” 

By 7:30 a.m., she was already layering up—but the excitement came with a familiar sense of tension 

in the Henderson household. Her parents had been dreading this moment since they got off the ferry 

in Sweden. 

Because mud was one thing. 

Snow? Snow was colder, sneakier, and more dangerous. And Nilla—bless her chaotic heart—had a 

proven history of running outside half-dressed, rolling in snowbanks without gloves, or stripping off 

“sweaty” layers mid-play. 

The previous winter she had once come home with bare legs and soaking socks because she wanted 

to “feel the snow with my whole soul.” That one ended in a mild fever and two missed school days. 

This year, her mother vowed, Nilla would stay warm, dry, and fully covered—even if it required 

military-grade insulation. 

 

Enter: The Quest for the Nilla-Proof Snowsuit 

As soon as the weather reports hinted at flurries, Mrs. Henderson went into full research mode. 

She consulted outdoor gear blogs. She browsed Norwegian survival gear. She even messaged a 

Swedish store owner from their trip who replied with, “For a child like yours, you’ll need something 

between a snowmobile mechanic’s uniform and a ski jumper’s suit.” 

Eventually, she found it: 

• A full-body insulated snowsuit rated for Arctic conditions, with attached boots and a rear 

zipper only, complete with a storm flap and locking buckle at the neck. 

• Matching liner mittens that clipped inside the sleeves and couldn’t be pulled out without 

unzipping the whole thing. 

• A stretch hood with a built-in neck gaiter and face cover that could stay in place even if Nilla 

did somersaults (which she would). 

• Reinforced knees, seat, and elbows. 

• And a sleek, dark blue exterior with reflective trim so “she doesn’t look like a toddler,” as 

Nilla herself insisted. 

It arrived in a box the size of a suitcase. Nilla stared at it like it might bark. 



“What is that?” 

“Your winter skin,” her mom said proudly. 

“I look like a snow astronaut.” 

“You look like a warm, dry, safe, and supervised snow astronaut.” 

Nilla grumbled. “Do I have to wear the mittens too?” 

Her mom leaned in. “If you take them off, I will personally make you fold fitted sheets every night 

until spring.” 

Nilla zipped her lips. Literally. 

 

First Snow Mission: “Operation Sled Siege” 

She tested the suit on the neighborhood 

hill—her usual domain of sliding chaos and 

surprise snowball warfare. Kids watched as 

she marched to the top like a slow, puffy tank. 

She belly-slid down the hill, straight through a 

half-formed snowman, popped up at the 

bottom, and declared, “I FEEL NOTHING!” 

“Doesn’t that mean the suit works?” her 

friend Ben asked. 

“I meant emotionally!” she yelled back. 

But secretly… she was impressed. 

 

 

The Real Test 

It came during the big storm two weeks later—schools closed, snowdrifts waist-high, and every kid 

on the block building forts and tunnels like it was World War Snow. 

Nilla, of course, was in the thick of it. 

Midday, her mom looked out the window just in time to see Nilla vanish into a homemade igloo with 

three other kids and a sled full of mystery supplies. 

“She better still be zipped,” her mom muttered, grabbing the binoculars. 

After 20 minutes of tension and no sign of her daughter emerging, she texted one of the other kids’ 

parents: 

“Is Nilla still suited up?” 

The reply came: 

“Yes. She’s trying to install a second exit. Boots still on. Mittens… somehow snow-packed, but still 

on.” 



Her mom exhaled. Victory. 

 

That evening 

As the sun set, Nilla tromped in through the back door, snow caked on her suit, frost on her 

eyelashes. 

Her dad met her with a towel and a mug of cocoa. “How’s the cold resistance?” 

“Elite,” she mumbled through the mug. “I could live in that suit.” 

“You might have to,” her mom said, unzipping her from behind and peeling off the gear like she was 

defusing a glitter-covered bomb. 

Her clothes underneath were bone dry. 

 

 

“Nilla and the Spring Cleaning Crisis” 

As winter thawed and birds returned with opinions, the Hendersons faced a new seasonal challenge: 

Spring. 

That magical time when everything gets wet but nothing is frozen. When puddles multiply, trees drip 

forever, and Nilla—now a bit taller, a bit faster, and somehow even more creative—rediscovered her 

warm-weather element: mud. 

One sunny afternoon, Mrs. Henderson knelt by the front closet and frowned. She pulled out Nilla’s 

sailing suit from last summer. The one with the attached boots and back zipper. 

It was officially too small. The sleeves barely reached past the elbows, the boots pinched, and the 

zipper refused to budge halfway up. 

“It’s like she shed a skin and outgrew it overnight,” her mom muttered. 

“Like a chaos caterpillar,” her dad added. “Who became a mud butterfly.” 

 

The Spring Gear Reset 

Nilla’s parents had learned by now: each season meant a new level of protection, both inside and 

outside the house. 

For spring, they focused on lightweight, flexible gear that could handle sudden rain, spontaneous 

digging, and indoor spills. 

Here’s what changed: 

     Outdoor Gear 

• New splash suit: A breathable, waterproof one-piece with zippered legs and arms for 

ventilation—but still with a rear zipper so Nilla couldn’t “accidentally” take it off during tree 

climbing. 



• Clip-on boots: Adjustable size, easy to rinse, with built-in arch support since Nilla refused to 

walk “normally” on flat ground. 

• Detachable mittens: Still long and waterproof, but now with wipe-clean linings and color-

coded clips (because she tried hiding them “by accident”). 

• Reflective belt: Because Nilla liked camouflage. The belt made her visible when she 

inevitably vanished into the neighbor’s hedge maze. 

 

      Indoor Clothing Upgrades 

Spring also meant more time inside with wet socks, paintbrushes, mysterious sticky substances, 

and the occasional worm “study.” So Mrs. Henderson made adjustments: 

• Shirts and pants in performance fabric: Wipe-clean, water-resistant, with built-in knee 

patches. They looked like regular clothes—until you tried to stain them. 

• Table bibs weren’t just for babies anymore: Nilla had her own. It clipped behind her neck 

during “art time” and covered half the table. She hated it. It stayed. 

• Floor mats in “Nilla zones”: Under her chair, in the hallway, even one under her favorite 

window perch. 

• “House suit”: A one-piece loungewear jumper made of soft, stain-proof material. Cozy, 

durable, and—crucially—unable to be turned inside out and turned into a cape, which Nilla 

had attempted twice with her winter pajamas. 

 

But Nilla? She had opinions. 

“You’re dressing me like I’m a walking mess machine,” she grumbled one day while wriggling into her 

new splash suit. 

“You are a walking mess machine,” her mom replied, gently zipping the back. 

“I’m also an artist. And a scientist. And a wildlife researcher.” 

“And a laundry crisis waiting to happen,” her dad muttered from behind his coffee mug. 

 

The Result? 

The new system worked surprisingly well. Nilla: 

• Built a worm hotel out of yogurt containers without staining a thing. 

• Slid down the muddy embankment behind the school and came home completely clean—

aside from a pebble in her hood. 

• Conducted a rainwater “taste test” across four puddles, ranked them, and only got mildly 

scolded. 

 



Spring may be less dramatic than winter, but for Nilla, it’s a whole new frontier. Between planting 

missions, worm rescues, and backyard inventions that involve hoses and buckets, flexibility is 

everything. 

And behind it all is her mom—quietly adjusting sizes, adding Velcro patches, and preparing for the 

inevitable moment when Nilla bursts through the door shouting, “MOM I NEED A NET AND ALSO I 

ACCIDENTALLY STARTED A MUD SLIDE.” 

Because in this household, the season may change—but Nilla stays gloriously, uncontainably Nilla. 

The End. 


