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Chapter 1
Farm Sweet Farm

	 

	George does not like car rides.

	He sits in his carrier and watches the city buildings disappear through the window. His blue-gray fur puffs out as the car bumps along the road. His body jiggles from side to side each time Mom hits a pothole.

	“Almost there, George!” Mom calls from the driver’s seat. “You’re going to love Aunt Rosie’s farm. So much fresh air and space to hop around!”

	George grunts and flops onto his side. The carrier smells like the apple slice Mom gave him before they left. He nibbles on the last bit, his whiskers moving forward and back.

	I liked our apartment just fine, he grumbles. My spot under the couch was perfect.

	Mom rolls down the windows as they leave the city behind. Outside, tall green trees replace the city buildings.

	Then the car turns onto a bumpy dirt road. George’s body wobbles even more in the carrier.

	“Look, George! We’re here!” Mom sounds excited as she slows the car.

	George sits up. The new smells coming through the open windows and carrier holes catch his attention. Fresh grass. Flowers. And something else that makes his nose wrinkle.

	What is that smell? he wonders. It’s nothing like the clean scent of home.

	The car stops in front of a white farmhouse with a wide front porch. A gray-haired woman wearing overalls and a bright smile waves from the steps.

	“There’s Aunt Rosie!” Mom says. She takes George’s carrier from the car to the porch where Aunt Rosie is waiting.

	Aunt Rosie hurries over. “Is this the famous George I’ve heard so much about?” Her voice is warm and friendly. “What a handsome little guy!”

	Mom opens the carrier door. George stays put. His ears hang low around his face.

	“Come on out, Georgie,” Mom says. She reaches in and gently lifts George into her arms.

	George freezes when Aunt Rosie scratches the space between his ears. After eyeing her for a moment, he grumpily hops out of Mom’s arms to explore the porch.

	“I’ve got a fresh batch of vegetables I picked this morning,” Aunt Rosie says. “Including some special carrots I’m growing for the county fair.”

	George’s left ear lifts fully at the mention of carrots. His tummy rumbles with excitement.

	“I think George likes the sound of that,” Mom laughs.

	There are buzzing insects everywhere. Loud bird calls fill the air. In the distance, George spots a red barn and animals walking around the yard.

	A fly lands on his ear. George shakes his head to make it go away.

	I don’t like the country, he decides. Too many bugs.

	Mom unloads George’s things from the car.

	“I brought his bed, his litter box, some toys, food pellets and his water bowl,” Mom explains as she sets everything down. “And his favorite blanket, of course.”

	“I’ve got the vegetables and hay covered,” Aunt Rosie says. “There’s plenty of fresh hay in the barn, and more vegetables than he could eat in a month!”

	“I’ve got to head back on the road soon,” Mom says, checking her watch. “I need to get to my hotel before it gets too late.”

	Mom is leaving already? George hops closer to her legs.

	“Don’t worry, Georgie.” Mom kneels down to stroke his fur. “I’ll be back soon.”

	He gets up on his hind legs and gives Mom little scratches.

	She kisses him between his ears. “Be good for Aunt Rosie, okay? I’ll see you in a few days.”

	George watches as Mom gets back in the car and drives away. His whiskers droop a little.

	The sun feels warm on his back. Despite feeling worried about Mom leaving, George finds a sunny spot on the porch and lies down. The wooden boards feel nice against his plump body.

	“You’re already making yourself comfortable,” Aunt Rosie says with a smile.

	George stretches out, his front paws extending forward. The sun warms his fur. Maybe this spot isn’t so bad after all.

	Aunt Rosie disappears into the house and returns with a cushioned chair.

	“Here you go, city bunny. A proper place to relax.” She places the special chair in the sunniest part of the porch and pats the cushion.

	George perks up with interest. He hops over and climbs onto the soft cushion. It feels just right. From this higher spot, he can see much more of the farm.

	There’s a large garden with rows of green plants. Beyond that is the red barn. Between the garden and the barn is a yard where he sees other animals moving around.

	“You can see everything from here,” Aunt Rosie tells him. “Including my vegetable garden.”

	She points to a section of the garden surrounded by a small fence. “Those are my special carrots for the county fair. I’ve won blue ribbons three years in a row.”

	George’s tummy growls louder at the mention of carrots again.

	Aunt Rosie laughs. “Sounds like someone’s hungry. Let me get you a snack.”

	She returns with a small basket of vegetables. There are baby carrots, celery sticks, and something green and leafy that George doesn’t recognize.

	“Fresh from the garden,” Aunt Rosie says, placing the basket beside George on the cushioned chair.

	George sniffs each item carefully. The carrots smell sweeter than the ones Mom buys from the store. He takes a small bite.

	It tastes amazing! Much better than the carrots Mom buys.

	“They don’t only look pretty, they also taste delicious,” Aunt Rosie says proudly as she watches him enjoy the carrot.

	George munches happily. From his chair, he notices the other animals looking in his direction. A brown and white dog, a gray cat, a white chicken, and a black goat with pointed horns.

	The chicken clucks and the others nod. They seem to be talking about him.

	“Those are the farm animals,” Aunt Rosie explains, following his gaze. “Buster the dog, Oliver the cat, Henrietta the hen, and Matilda the goat. They help keep watch over the farm.”

	George recognizes dogs and cats, of course. But he’s only seen chickens and goats on TV shows that Mom watches.

	The animals stare at George for another moment before wandering away, still whispering among themselves.

	Did they just call me “pampered city bunny”? George wonders. What does that even mean?

	But the cushion is too comfortable, and the carrots are too delicious for him to worry about it now. The warm sun makes his eyelids grow heavy.

	George settles deeper into the cushion. Maybe this farm visit won’t be so bad after all. So long as he has this cozy spot, some tasty snacks, and no reason to move, he’ll be just fine until Mom returns.

	His eyes close as he drifts into a peaceful afternoon nap.


Chapter 2
Something Amiss

	 

	George wakes to the sound of birds chirping. His plump body feels warm in his bed inside Aunt Rosie’s house. The morning sun shines brightly through the window.

	“Good morning, bunny boy,” Aunt Rosie says as she walks into the room. “Breakfast is ready, and I’ve set up your chair on the porch.”

	George stretches his front paws forward and his back legs out behind him. He blinks the sleep from his eyes.

	After a quick breakfast of fresh hay, George follows Aunt Rosie to the porch. He hops onto his cushioned chair taking in the view of the garden. She walks on past the garden and goes inside a shed, then comes back out carrying a watering can. She adjusts her straw hat while filling the can from the faucet right outside the shed and next to a growth of thick bushes.

	Aunt Rosie walks between rows of vegetables to water them generously. But she stops and puts down her watering can.

	“That’s strange,” she says, looking puzzled at an empty spot. “There was a head of lettuce here yesterday.”

	George’s left ear perks up. He watches as Aunt Rosie moves to another row of plants.

	“And one of my tomato plants is completely gone!” She points to a bare patch where a plant should be. “Something’s not right here.”

	From his elevated spot, George can see the garden clearly. Where plants should be standing tall, there are now just empty spaces with disturbed
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