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Introduction
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Every story in this book began with a simple idea: make someone smile.

Some stories came from strange questions, like What if a donut could talk? Others arrived out of nowhere on late nights, long drives, or quiet mornings with coffee nearby. Before long, those little ideas grew into runaway pumpkin trains, missing buttons, teleportation experiments, cheese heists, stubborn chickens, and yetis with very strong opinions about socks.

These stories were written to be fun, a little wild, and full of imagination. Some are silly. Some are heartfelt. A few are completely ridiculous, on purpose.

Most importantly, each story stands on its own. You can jump into any adventure you want.

I never set out to write perfect stories. I wanted to write memorable ones, the kind that feel like they’re being told around a campfire, during a road trip, or right before bedtime when nobody is quite ready to sleep yet.

So wherever you begin, I hope these pages make you laugh, wonder, and maybe even believe that ordinary places can still hold extraordinary adventures.

Welcome to the world of Danny Capel.
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The Lost Button Society

Chapter One: The Wandering Button
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Ellie Baxter loved her red coat. It wasn’t just any coat. It was her coat, warm and soft, with pockets deep enough to hold all sorts of treasures. She had a lucky rock, a shiny penny, and a folded-up note from her best friend, Maya. Her favorite thing about it was the shiny red buttons, round and smooth that looked like little cherries. That is, until one of them went missing.

It happened on a windy Wednesday afternoon. Ellie was skipping home from school, her coat flapping behind her like a superhero cape. She didn’t notice anything was wrong until she reached her front steps and saw the empty space where her second button should have been.

"Oh no!" she gasped, running her fingers over the thread that once held it in place. "Where did it go?"

She turned in circles on the porch, scanning the ground, the sidewalk, even the bushes that lined the walkway. The button was nowhere to be found.

"Mom!" Ellie burst through the door. "I lost my button!"

Her mother was in the kitchen, stirring a pot of soup. She looked up with a gentle smile. "Oh, sweetheart, buttons fall off sometimes. We’ll sew on a new one."

"I don’t want a new one!" Ellie said. "I want my button."

Her mother knelt beside her and brushed Ellie’s windblown hair from her face. "I know, honey. But once something’s lost, sometimes it finds a new place to belong."

That night, Ellie lay in bed, holding her coat close, her fingers tracing the spot where her button had been.

"Where did you go?" she whispered, her eyelids growing heavy.

Just as she drifted off to sleep, she felt something strange, a tiny tug at the edge of her blanket. Then another. And another.

A whisper filled the room, so soft she almost didn’t hear it.

"Come find us..."

And before she could open her eyes, she was falling, not down, but through. Through the blankets, through the mattress, through the floor itself. The world around her swirled with threads, fabric, and tiny, twinkling buttons.

And then, with a soft plop, she landed in the strangest place she had ever seen.
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Chapter Two: The Button Bazaar
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Ellie blinked as her eyes adjusted to the dim, golden glow around her. She stood on what looked like a cobblestone street, except the stones weren’t stones at all. They were buttons. Big ones, tiny ones, some pearly white, others glittering with tiny jewels. The entire ground shimmered under her feet.

She gasped and looked up. Towering above her were buildings made of fabric, their windows stitched with lacy thread. A bridge made entirely of zippers arched over a stream of loose threads that rippled like water. The air smelled of something familiar, like an old sewing box mixed with warm cinnamon.

"Well, well! A new visitor!" a voice chirped.

Ellie spun around. A small, brass button with a tiny mustache and a monocle was bouncing toward her. He had no legs, yet somehow, he moved as gracefully as a rolling marble.

"Welcome to the Lost Button Society!" he announced. "I am Sir Fastenwell, Chief Historian of the Button Bazaar and who might you be?"

Ellie’s mouth fell open, but no words came out. Was she dreaming?

"I...I’m Ellie," she finally managed. "Where am I?"

Sir Fastenwell twirled his mustache proudly. "You, my dear, have landed in the grandest, most splendid home for all lost buttons! Every button that’s ever popped off a coat, a dress, or even a stuffed bear ends up here!"

Ellie’s eyes widened. "Then maybe my button is here too!"

"Aha! A seeker!" Sir Fastenwell beamed. "Come, let’s check the records."

He led Ellie through the bustling streets of the Button Bazaar. All around her, buttons of every shape and color bustled about. Some hopped along in little groups, others floated with tiny parachutes made of thread. A motherly-looking wooden button guided a row of baby shirt buttons across the street, while a serious-looking tuxedo button read a tiny newspaper on a bench.

Ellie’s head spun. "This is amazing," she whispered.

"Indeed!" Sir Fastenwell chuckled. "But if you wish to find your button, we must hurry before it’s assigned a new purpose!"

"A new purpose?" Ellie asked.

"Ah, yes," he said gravely. "Every lost button is given a second chance. Some become decorations, others join great adventures. If your button has already been chosen, retrieving it won’t be so simple."

Ellie gulped. "Then let’s hurry!"

Sir Fastenwell nodded and rolled forward, leading Ellie to a grand building with a giant thimble for a roof. A sign above the door read: 

Button Archives - Where Every Button’s Story Lives.

Ellie took a deep breath. If her button was here, she was going to find it, no matter what.
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Chapter Three: The Button Archives
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Ellie stepped inside the grand building, her breath catching as she took in the sight before her. Towering shelves stretched as far as she could see, each one filled with tiny, glowing drawers. Buttons of every size, shape, and color floated gently in and out of their compartments as if carried by an invisible thread. The air buzzed with the soft hum of history being carefully recorded.

"Here we are!" Sir Fastenwell announced, rolling to a stop in front of a massive, open book resting on a velvet-covered podium. Its pages glowed with golden letters that shifted and rearranged themselves as though they were alive.

"This," he declared, "is the Great Button Ledger. Every lost button’s journey is written here."

Ellie leaned in, watching as the letters twisted and danced. "How do we find mine?" she asked.

"Ah, an excellent question!" Sir Fastenwell adjusted his monocle. "Tell me, dear girl, describe your button."

"It was red," Ellie said quickly, "shiny, round, and smooth, like a little cherry!"

Sir Fastenwell twirled his mustache, then tapped the book gently with the edge of his brass frame. The letters shimmered, then suddenly, a new line appeared:

One red button, smooth and round, lost on a windy Wednesday. Status: Claimed.

Ellie’s heart sank. "Claimed? What does that mean?"

Sir Fastenwell’s face grew serious. "It means, my dear, that your button has already been chosen for a new life."

Ellie felt a knot in her stomach. "By whom?"

The book shimmered again, revealing a name: Captain Stitchbeard.

Sir Fastenwell gasped. "Oh dear, oh dear!" He twirled in frantic little circles. "This is most unusual! Captain Stitchbeard is one of the most daring, most mischievous buccaneers in all of the Lost Button Society!"

Ellie’s eyes widened. “Wait... a pirate?"

"A button buccaneer," Sir Fastenwell corrected. "He sails the Thread Seas, collecting rare and valuable buttons for his crew. If he’s taken your button, we’ll have to act quickly if we want to get it back!"

Ellie clenched her fists. "Then let’s go find him."

Sir Fastenwell gulped but nodded. "To the docks, then! We must find a ship willing to take us across the Thread Seas. But be warned, young Ellie, once a button joins a buccaneers coat, they may never want to return!"

Ellie straightened her shoulders. "We’ll see about that."

With that, she and Sir Fastenwell rushed out of the archives, ready to set sail on the most unexpected adventure of her life.
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Chapter Four: The Thread Seas
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Ellie and Sir Fastenwell hurried through the winding streets of the Button Bazaar until they reached the docks. Instead of wooden piers and fishing boats, the harbor was filled with floating spools of thread, each tethered to fabric sails stitched together from scraps of cloth. The water wasn’t water at all, it was a swirling sea of tangled threads, shifting and weaving in endless loops of color.

Ellie’s mouth fell open. "How do you even sail on this?"

Sir Fastenwell puffed out his brass chest. "Very carefully!" He scanned the harbor, then pointed his tiny brass frame toward a ship bobbing near the dock. Its hull was made from a wooden sewing box, its sails were patchwork quilt squares, and a long embroidery needle jutted out from the front like a spear.

"The Loose End!" Sir Fastenwell declared. "She’s one of the fastest ships in the Thread Seas. If anyone can help us catch Captain Stitchbeard, it’s her captain."

They approached the ship, where a group of buttons bustled about, tightening loose stitches and coiling threads like ropes. Standing at the bow was a tall, gleaming silver button with an eyepatch and a fancy stitched vest.

"Captain Needleton!" Sir Fastenwell called.

The silver button turned, his metallic surface catching the golden light of the bazaar. "Fastenwell! What brings you to my ship?"

"We need passage across the Thread Seas," Sir Fastenwell said urgently. "We’re searching for Captain Stitchbeard. He’s taken Ellie’s button!"

Captain Needleton raised a shiny eyebrow. "Stitchbeard? That scoundrel? He’s been causing trouble again, has he?" He turned to Ellie. "And you’re willing to chase him down to get your button back?"

Ellie nodded firmly. "It’s my button. I have to try."

The captain chuckled. "You’ve got spirit, kid. Alright, we set sail at once!"

Ellie felt a rush of excitement as the crew leaped into action, unrolling spools of thread and tightening fabric sails. She followed Sir Fastenwell up the gangplank and onto the deck.

With a mighty tug, Captain Needleton pulled a loose stitch on the ship’s mast, and the sails filled with a gust of invisible wind. The ship glided forward, skimming smoothly over the tangled sea.

Ellie gripped the wooden railing as they picked up speed. The world around them became a blur of colors, ribbons twisting through the air, floating thimbles bobbing like buoys, and patches of fabric drifting like tiny islands.

"Hold on tight!" Sir Fastenwell warned. "The Thread Seas are unpredictable!"

Just as he spoke, a sudden SNAP echoed across the water. A rogue thread unraveled beneath them, creating a swirling whirlpool of frayed fibers.

"Brace yourselves!" Captain Needleton shouted.

Ellie grabbed the mast as the ship tilted sharply. The waves of tangled thread pulled at the hull, trying to drag them under.

"Cut the loose ends!" Needleton ordered.

A crew of tiny scissor-shaped buttons sprang into action, snipping away at the stray threads before they could pull the ship down. Bit by bit, the whirlpool unraveled, and the Loose End shot forward, free once more.

Ellie let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. "That was wild."

"Just another day on the Thread Seas," Sir Fastenwell said, adjusting his monocle.

Captain Needleton peered out toward the horizon, where a dark silhouette loomed in the distance, a ship with tattered black sails made of stitched-together sock fabric.

"There!" he pointed. "Stitchbeard’s ship...The Frayed Edge!"

Ellie’s heart pounded. She was one step closer to getting her button back. But what kind of pirate was waiting for her on the other side?
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Chapter Five: The Frayed Edge
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Ellie gripped the railing of the Loose End as the pirate ship loomed closer. The Frayed Edge was unlike anything she’d ever seen. Its patchwork sails flapped like battle-worn flags, the hull was stitched together from old leather boots, and its mast was made from a giant knitting needle. A skull-and-crossbones flag, except instead of bones, it featured a pair of crossed sewing pins, waved ominously in the wind.

"That’s definitely a pirate ship," Ellie whispered.

"Aye," Captain Needleton said grimly. "And not just any pirate ship. Stitchbeard and his crew are the most infamous button bandits in the Thread Seas."

Sir Fastenwell trembled beside her. "I do hope they’re in a reasonable mood today."

The Loose End slowed as it neared the pirate ship. A thick rope of twisted thread shot out from The Frayed Edge, hooking onto their mast with a sharp snag!

A booming voice rang out across the air. "YARR! WHO DARES SAIL INTO ME WATERS?"

A figure leaped from the pirate ship’s deck and landed with a dramatic plink in front of them. He was a large, worn-out button with a jagged crack running down one side, his brass edges dulled with age. A scruffy thread beard dangled from beneath his chin, and a tattered pirate’s hat perched at a crooked angle atop his round head.

Sir Fastenwell gasped. "Captain Stitchbeard!"

"Aye, in the stitched-up flesh!" the pirate button said, his voice full of mischief. His one good eye (the other was covered by a patch made of an old sock) gleamed as he studied Ellie. "And who be this landlubber?"

Ellie swallowed hard but stood tall. "I’m Ellie, and you have something that belongs to me!"

Stitchbeard let out a deep, rolling laugh. "Har har! Oh, lass, I be havin’ many fine treasures. You’ll have to be more specific."

Ellie crossed her arms. "A red button. Shiny, round, and smooth like a cherry."

At that, Stitchbeard rubbed his scruffy thread beard. "Ahhh, the fine little beauty I found just yesterday. A perfect addition to me crew."

Ellie’s heart pounded. "I need it back!"

Stitchbeard tilted his head, amused. "Now, why would I be givin’ away a good button? Me ship be needin’ fine buttons like that to hold together. And once a button joins me crew, they be part of the pirate life forever!"

Ellie frowned. "But it’s my button! It belongs to me!"

Stitchbeard’s smile faded slightly. He studied her carefully, as if considering her words. "Hmm. Tell ye what, lass. I don’t just give away treasure for free... but I be a fair pirate."

Ellie leaned forward. "So, what do I have to do?"

Stitchbeard’s good eye twinkled. "A challenge! If ye can best me in a contest, I’ll return yer button. But if I win..." He grinned, "ye join me crew as a deckhand, swabbin’ the Thread Seas for eternity!"

Ellie’s stomach twisted. A contest? Against a pirate?

Sir Fastenwell gasped. "Oh dear, oh dear! This is highly unorthodox!"

Captain Needleton narrowed his eyes. "What kind of contest, Stitchbeard?"

Stitchbeard smirked. "A game of skill, a test of luck... The Great Button Toss!"

The pirate crew on The Frayed Edge erupted into cheers, stomping their tiny button feet.

Ellie took a deep breath. She didn’t know what the Great Button Toss was, but she knew one thing, she wasn’t leaving without her button.

"Fine," she said, standing tall. "I accept."

The pirate captain grinned. "Then let the games begin!"
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Chapter Six: The Great Button Toss
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Ellie stood at the center of The Frayed Edge’s deck, surrounded by a rowdy crew of pirate buttons. Some were old brass coat buttons, others were tiny pearl shirt buttons, and a few had mismatched stitches holding them together. They clattered and bounced excitedly, eager to see the challenge unfold.

Captain Stitchbeard strutted to the front of the deck, twirling a loose thread from his beard. "The rules be simple, lass," he announced, his voice carrying over the crowd. "We each get three tosses. The goal is to land a button into the golden thimble over yonder." He pointed to a small, shimmering thimble sitting atop a spool of thread at the far end of the deck.

Ellie squinted, it was tiny. Hitting that target would be tough.

"If I land more buttons than ye," Stitchbeard continued, "ye become a swabbie on me crew. But if ye win, yer little red button is yers once more!"

The pirate buttons erupted into cheers.

Ellie clenched her fists. "Deal."

Sir Fastenwell wrung his tiny brass hands. "Oh dear, Ellie, are you certain about this? Button Tossing is a pirate art form!"

Ellie took a deep breath. "I have to try."

Stitchbeard grinned and pulled out a small wooden box. He flipped it open, revealing a row of spare buttons, each one slightly different in shape and size. "Choose yer weapon," he said.

Ellie reached out and picked up a smooth, flat button that felt familiar in her hands. It was heavier than she expected but had a good weight for throwing.

"Ye go first, landlubber," Stitchbeard said, stepping back.

Ellie took her position. She gripped the button tightly, pulled her arm back, and aimed for the golden thimble. The wind from the Thread Seas swirled around her as she let the button fly.

The crowd hushed as the button sailed through the air...

Clink!

It bounced off the edge of the thimble and rolled away.

Ellie groaned. "So close!"

Stitchbeard chuckled. "Not bad for a first try but let me show ye how it’s done!"

The pirate captain grabbed a thick, metal button, spun it between his fingers, and flicked it toward the thimble with a swift motion.

Plop!

It landed perfectly inside.

The pirate crew erupted into cheers. "AYE AYE, CAPTAIN!"

Ellie swallowed hard. She was already behind.

Sir Fastenwell patted her arm. "Don’t lose hope, dear girl! Adjust for the wind this time!"

Ellie nodded and picked up her second button. She took a deep breath, focused on the thimble, and released her throw with more precision.

The button arched through the air...

Plop!

It landed inside!

"YES!" Ellie cheered.

The crowd let out a mix of gasps and mutters. Stitchbeard raised an impressed eyebrow. "Not bad, lass. But can ye keep up?"

He grabbed another button and tossed it effortlessly.

Plop!

It landed perfectly again.

Ellie’s stomach twisted. She only had one more throw, and Stitchbeard was ahead. If she missed, she’d lose.

She picked up her last button and felt the weight of it in her palm. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and whispered, "Please land."

She threw it.

The button spun, cutting through the wind. It dipped slightly, wobbling in the air...

Plink!

It hit the rim of the thimble.

The entire crew held their breath.

Then...

Plop!

It fell in!

Ellie gasped. She had tied the score!

Stitchbeard was now on his final throw. If he made it he won. 

He threw it. It clinked off the thimble and circled it like a basketball on a hoop. It fell out and landed with a soft thump! 

It didn’t go in!

The pirates burst into murmurs. "A tie?" "What happens now?"

Stitchbeard scratched his beard, eyeing Ellie with newfound respect. "Well now, that don’t happen often."

"Then we should go again," Ellie said firmly.

Stitchbeard chuckled. "Aye, I like yer spirit, lass. But rules are rules, and in the event of a tie..." He grinned and pulled something from his vest pocket.

A bright red button.

Ellie gasped. Her button.

"A tie means ye keep what’s yours," Stitchbeard said, placing it gently in her hand. "Seems to me this button was mighty determined to get back to ye."

Ellie’s eyes widened. "You mean... I get my button back?"

Stitchbeard nodded. "Aye, lass. Fair is fair."

Ellie clutched her button, warmth spreading through her chest. "Thank you," she said sincerely.

The pirate captain tipped his hat. "Don’t be a stranger to the Thread Seas, eh?"

Sir Fastenwell beamed. "Well done, Ellie! That was the most thrilling Button Toss in ages!"

Captain Needleton laughed. "Come on, let’s get you back to the Bazaar."

As Ellie climbed aboard the Loose End, she looked at her button and smiled. She had come to the Lost Button Society searching for something she’d lost, but she had found an adventure she’d never forget.
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Chapter Seven: The Return Home
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The Loose End sailed smoothly across the Thread Seas, the golden thimble still glittering behind them in the distance. Ellie sat on the deck, her red button safely tucked into her pocket, watching the vast expanse of twisted threads ripple around them like an endless sea.

"Can we really go back now?" she asked, gazing at the horizon.

"Aye," Captain Needleton said with a grin. "The Thread Seas are tricky, but we’ve got the winds in our favor now. Should be back in no time."

Sir Fastenwell hopped beside her, his little brass body swaying with the motion of the ship. "And after that, it’s back to your world, Ellie. Back to your family, your home, and your button’s rightful place!"

Ellie smiled, feeling the warmth of her button in her pocket. She hadn’t realized just how much she missed home until now. Still, she felt a little sad to leave the Lost Button Society behind. There had been something magical about the place, something full of life and wonder. The streets of the Bazaar, the endless sea of colors, the buttons that had their own stories, it all felt so real.

"What happens to the Lost Button Society after I leave?" Ellie asked.

Sir Fastenwell’s brass face softened. "The Society will keep going, Ellie. It’s a place for lost things, after all. Every button that’s ever fallen off, every stitch that’s ever come undone, finds a place here. But it’s also a reminder that no matter how small or insignificant something may seem, it has a story to tell."

Ellie nodded thoughtfully. "I think I understand now. It’s not just about finding things, it’s about understanding where they belong."

"Exactly!" Sir Fastenwell cheered. "You’ve learned the greatest lesson of all!"

Captain Needleton steered the ship towards the horizon. "Aye, and you’ll always have a place here in the Lost Button Society if you ever need it."

Ellie grinned. "I think I’ll be okay, Captain. I’m just glad I found my button."

The ship crested a wave of threads, and for a moment, everything seemed to blur together in a swirl of colors and shapes. When the world cleared again, Ellie could see the familiar landscape of the Button Bazaar in the distance, just beyond the edge of the sea.

"We’re almost there," Sir Fastenwell said, his voice full of pride.

Ellie stood up, feeling a flutter of excitement in her chest. "I’m ready."

As the Loose End docked at the shores of the Bazaar, the crew gathered around to bid her farewell. Captain Needleton gave a formal salute. "Safe travels, lass. Don’t forget about us."

Ellie smiled and waved. "I won’t!"

Sir Fastenwell beamed. "And don’t forget to visit if you ever lose another button!"

Ellie’s heart swelled with gratitude. "I’ll never forget any of this."

With a final wave, she stepped off the ship and onto the cobblestone streets of the Button Bazaar. The warm, familiar air of home wrapped around her like a soft blanket. She glanced down at her red coat, feeling the smooth, familiar button nestled safely in her pocket.

"Goodbye, Button Society," she whispered, feeling a pang of bittersweetness.

As the last words of the pirate captain echoed in the air, Ellie felt a soft tug on her sleeve, like a whisper of wind guiding her forward. Before she could fully understand what was happening, the world around her began to dissolve in a swirl of colorful threads, as if she were being gently unwound from the very fabric of the Button Bazaar itself. The ground beneath her feet felt lighter, like she was floating, and the once-bustling marketplace faded into a blur. The threads wrapped around her like a cocoon, and with a final, soft whoosh, she found herself back in her bedroom, her red coat still draped over her chair and the warm glow of the moon filtering through the window. The only proof of her incredible journey was the red button, safely nestled in her hand, and a faint sense of magic that lingered in the air, like a dream she wasn’t quite ready to let go of.

Ellie grinned and reached into her pocket, pulling out the red button. "I found it, Mom. I found my button,” she said as she ran into her mother’s room. 

Her mother smiled and kissed her on the forehead. "I’m so glad, sweetie."

As Ellie gazed out the window, she saw the moon casting shadows over the forest. The adventures of the Lost Button Society felt far away now, but the lessons Ellie had learned would stay with her forever.

And as she drifted off to sleep that night, with her red coat and its perfect button resting beside her, Ellie whispered one last thing before closing her eyes:

"Thank you, Button Society. I’ll never forget you."

And with that, she drifted into dreams filled with new adventures, waiting just beyond the horizon.

The End.
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The Moo and The Oink

Chapter 1: Fun on the Farm
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It was a sunny morning in Yuba City, California. The sky was bright blue, and a soft breeze tickled the trees. On Keller Farms, Brad and Becky were already awake. They were working hard planting, watering, and taking care of their land.

Brad had grown up on the farm. His great grandpa started it a long, long time ago! Brad loved the land and the animals. Becky came from a big, busy city called San Francisco. When she was little, she dreamed of being a vet or a farmer and guess what? She got to be both!

Brad and Becky met in college. Brad studied farming, and Becky studied animals. They became best friends and traveled all over the world to see animals in the wild. Brad liked tall giraffes, and Becky loved sneaky black panthers.

But one day, Brad’s dad passed away, and Brad had to come back home to take care of the farm. Becky came with him, and together they made the farm big and beautiful! There were almond trees, rice fields, prune trees, and lots of space for animals to run and play.

The farm had so many animals; cows, pigs, chickens, goats, and sheep. Two animals were extra special: Mary, a silly young cow, and Edward, a funny little pig. Mary and Edward were best friends. They loved to play and make jokes.

That morning, Mary was splashing in the mud. Her mama, Lindsey, laughed and said,
“You’re acting like a pig in a pigsty!”
Suddenly, Edward popped out from behind Mary and giggled,
“At least she doesn’t live in a pigsty like me! Phew, I really need a bath!”
Mary laughed.
“Yeah, Edward, you really do!”
They all giggled and went to eat breakfast. Mary munched on grass, and Edward gobbled his piggy food from the trough. After their bellies were full, they went exploring by the woods.

There was a legendary story on the farm about a big, brown bear that roamed the area, although nobody had ever seen it. Mary and Edward wanted to find it! As they walked, they talked about all kinds of bears, polar bears, black bears, grizzly bears, and panda bears.

But after a long time, they still hadn’t found any bear. Tired and thirsty, they went back to the barn and drank water from a big gutter.

Just then, they saw the dairy cows all lined up for milking. Edward giggled and said,
“A cow in an earthquake is a milkshake!”
Mary laughed so hard that water came out of her nose!

But guess what? The other cows had heard the joke, and they were ready to tell their own funny jokes very soon!
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Chapter 2: Trouble at the Barn
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“I feel like all of these dairy cows are milked all day, every day,” grumbled Edward the pig, wrinkling his little snout as he and Mary the cow walked through the barn.

Mary giggled. “The humans use our milk for cereal, cookies, butter, and cheese!”

As they strolled past the big barn wall, something shiny caught her eye, a long lever with a red handle.

“Ooooh, what’s that?” Mary asked, getting closer.

A big dairy cow nearby shouted, “Don’t touch that! It makes the fans work. If they stop, it gets super hot in here!”

But Mary was too curious. She reached out with her nose and pulled the lever!

Suddenly, the fans went whirr... whirrrrr... silence.

“Turn it back on, Mary!” Edward cried. About 50 cows began mooing loudly, and some even stomped their hooves!

“Oh no!” Mary yelped. She pushed the lever back up, click! The fans roared back to life. But the cows were still grumpy.

“Let’s get out of here,” Mary whispered. They tiptoed toward the barn door.

But just then, SPLAT!

Gillian, the largest dairy cow near the center aisle began to cough and a have a potty accident at the same time! A massive glob of stinky cow poop flew right through the air and landed on Mary and Edward.

“AAAAAAHHH!” Mary screamed. “This is the WORST day of my life!”

Edward looked at the mess, then smiled. “Well, now you know what it’s like to be a pig!”

Mary gave a little giggle, and the two ran to the pond to wash off. The cool water felt good, and soon they were clean again.

Later that day, the sun was shining bright. Brad and Becky were working hard in the fields, and Mary and Edward sat under the shade near the farmhouse. They looked through the big window and watched TV from outside.

On the screen, a commercial came on about a big soccer game called the World Cup.

“I wish we could play soccer someday,” Mary said.

“Me too,” Edward said. “I’d be the best defender ever!”

“I bet I could score so many goals!” Mary added with a big smile.

Next, a silly milk commercial came on with happy cows from Wisconsin. Mary had heard of that place but didn’t know where it was.

Then a funny cartoon started. It was Oscar the Shadow and his sidekick Owen the Mighty, two doggy detectives! Mary and Edward laughed so hard their bellies hurt!

But then... they heard a strange noise behind them.

The wind blew hard, and they heard voices near the barn. They turned around and saw something strange.

The electric fence near the barn was open. 

Brad and Becky were guiding some animals toward a big red truck.

“What’s going on?” Mary asked.

“Maybe it’s just check-ups or flu shots for some of the other animals,” Edward said, but he didn’t sound sure.

They ran to the barn to get a closer look.

And then... they saw it.

The red truck had big letters on the side: “Gustafson Ranch.”

Mary gasped. “That’s the truck that takes animals away... and they never come back.”

Inside the truck, they saw their parents... Mary’s mom, Lindsey, and Edward’s dad, Larry. Two other cows, Regina and Velma, were there too.

“Nooo!” Mary cried, running toward them.

ZAP! The electric fence shut behind the truck. They couldn’t get through.

From the truck, their families called out, “We love you so much!”

A few seconds later the truck drove away, down the road, and out of sight.

Mary and Edward just stood there, tears in their eyes. They felt very sad.

They didn’t say anything for a long time but then suddenly something changed.

They looked at each other.

Together, they said, “We need to save them.”
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Chapter 3: The Great Escape Plan
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Mary the cow and Edward the pig were heartbroken. Their parents had been taken away in a big red truck, and now the barn felt quiet and lonely.

But the other animals helped them feel a little better. Alan, the wise old goat, gave them gentle advice. Billy, the happy sheepdog, wagged his tail and stayed close. Lana the hen brought warm hugs and a lot of noisy baby chicks! 

Even with all the love the other animals showed, Mary and Edward couldn’t stop thinking about their parents. They wanted to rescue them. The Gustafson Ranch was in a faraway town named New Glarus, Wisconsin.

“We have to get out of here,” Mary said one morning. “We can’t just stay and wait!”

So they started hatching a few different plans.

Plan 1: Bump into the electric fence until it breaks.

BZZZZZT! OUCH!

That was a bad idea. Mary and Edward got zapped so many times their fur got singed!

“I feel like a piece of burnt toast,” Edward said with a groan.

Plan 2: Dig under the fence.

But the dirt was super hard. It was full of rocks and clay. Their hooves and little legs just couldn’t dig deep enough.

Plan 3: Build wings and fly over the fence.

They thought if birds can do it, they could too. They made pretend wings from sticks and feathers.

But... they didn’t work. At all.

“We are just too big!” Mary huffed, tumbling over.

Still, they didn’t give up.

They began watching Brad and Becky with a keener eye. Every time Becky came in through the fence she didn’t get zapped. They noticed she would press something in her hand before opening the fence gate. 

The big problem is it was always in Becky’s pocket. How could they get it?

“What about that silver box on the other side of the fence? I wonder if that can turn off the electricity,” asked Mary. 

“Maybe the geese can help,” Edward said. “They can fly!”

So they asked Marge, the oldest and kindest goose.

“I’ll help,” Marge said kindly. “Tell me what to look for.”

She flew over the fence to check the small box they saw near the gate... but it was just ended up being a small tool shed.

“I’m sorry,” Marge said. “But where will you go if you escape? Do you know how to find your parents?”

Mary and Edward looked at each other. They hadn’t thought that far.

Marge smiled. “Then you’ll need someone smart that can help. I know just the animal.”

That animal was Lizzy. She was a clever and sneaky cat. Thankfully she owed Marge a favor and agreed to help.

Lizzy found a compass to point the way, and Lana the hen drew a map of the United States. It appeared to show rivers, roads, and major cities all the way from California to Wisconsin!

The next morning, Marge came back with a secret.

“I didn’t tell you before,” she said softly, “but I know how to turn off the fence. Brad and Becky both carry little remotes in their jackets. If we can somehow get our paws on one of them, we can turn off the electric fence!”

They watched Becky carefully and saw that she always put the remote in her jacket pocket when she came in to feed the animals.

So the animals made one final plan...The Escape Plan!

It was early morning. Becky walked in with a bucket of food. She had the remote in her pocket, just like she always did. 

“Now!” Mary whispered.

Marge flapped her wings, making Becky jump and drop the bucket!

Alan the goat walked over slowly and nudged Becky’s side. The remote plopped out of her pocket and landed in the grass!

Marge zoomed down, picked it up in her beak, and flew it over to Mary and Edward.

“Let’s go!” Mary said, heart pounding.

Edward pressed the button! The electric fence turned off. Alan helped them wiggle through the gate. Then Marge turned the fence back on using the remote. Becky was still picking up spilled feed and didn’t notice a thing!

“Thank you!” Edward said, his eyes full of happy tears.

“We won’t forget what you all did for us,” Mary added.

“Be careful,” Marge warned. “Watch out for bears, wolves, snakes... and coyotes!”

Mary and Edward began trotting away, their tiny map tucked safely under a strap, and their compass pointing east.

Their big adventure had just begun.
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Chapter 4: A Friend in the Sky
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Mary the cow and Edward the pig walked slowly down an old dusty dirt road. Sharp crunches echoed as their hooves struck the gravel. Everything felt new and a little bit scary.

They had never left the farm before.

Every rustle in the bushes made them jump. Every bird call made their ears wiggle.

“Did you hear that?” Edward whispered, looking around with wide eyes.

“It’s probably just a squirrel,” Mary said. She was a little nervous too.

To feel better, they told each other funny stories and laughed about their favorite animal friends back home. They missed Alan the goat, Marge the goose, Lana the hen, and Billy the sheepdog. But even with the laughter, they felt nervous. They remembered what Marge had warned:

“Watch out for coyotes, bears, wolves, and snakes.”

Mary tried to stay calm. “Coyotes come out mostly at night. Bears... don’t get near their cubs. Wolves can smell you, so stay clean. And snakes...”

“Rattlesnakes!” Edward added. “The ones that sound like candy shaking in an Easter egg! But they can only bite if they’re curled up in a circle apparently!”

Just then, the sun grew dark for a brief moment.

Mary looked up. “What was that?”

A big shadow moved across the sky. Edward gasped. “Something’s flying above us!”

They looked up and saw a HUGE bird with giant wings. The bird was flying lower and lower!

“Run!” Mary cried.

They raced to a big rock and hid behind it.

The giant bird landed gently on top of the rock and looked down at them.

“Well, hello there,” said the bird in a kind but funny sounding voice.

Mary and Edward peeked up, their eyes wide.

“H-hi,” Mary said quietly.

“No need to be scared,” the bird said cheerfully. “I’m Big Sur! I’m a California condor. There aren’t many of us left! And who are you two?”

Mary took a small step forward. “I’m Mary, and this is Edward. We’re best friends.”

“You’re not going to eat us... right?” Edward asked, just to be sure.

“Eat you? Heavens no!” Big Sur laughed. “I don’t eat friends. I’m just curious what two young animals are doing out here in the big wild woods.”

“We’re going to Wisconsin,” Edward said. “We are on a mission to find my dad and Mary’s mom. They were taken to a place called the Gustafson Ranch.”

Big Sur’s eyes got big. “Wisconsin?! Wow! That’s super far away! I’ve never been that far, but I have flown to Utah a few times.”

“That’s one of the places on our map!” Mary said excitedly. “Can you help us get there?”

Big Sur puffed up his feathers proudly. “Absolutely! I know these woods better than any animal and I can fly ahead to make sure it’s safe!”

Edward pulled out their wrinkly little map. “We also have this... but a chicken drew it.”

Big Sur chuckled. “A chicken map? That’s what we call chicken scratch! Don’t worry. I’ll help you fix it up.”

Mary and Edward smiled. They had made a new friend! With Big Sur flying above and pointing the way, the three of them headed east. For the first time since they left the farm, Mary and Edward didn’t feel scared.

They felt hopeful.
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Chapter 5: Ducks in Danger
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Mary the cow and Edward the pig were on their way to Nevada and Utah, following their big bird friend, Big Sur the California condor. He flapped his giant wings and led them through the pretty forests of northern California.

The trees were super tall and green, and the air smelled like pinecones and flowers. Birds chirped, leaves rustled, and the sky shone blue as fresh blueberry pie. Mary and Edward had never seen anything like this before!

After a few days of traveling, they walked past a big road sign.

“Reno: The Biggest Little City in the World,” Edward read out loud. “Huh? How can something be big and little?”

Big Sur landed on a branch nearby. “Reno is a city full of lights, music, and excitement! It’s like a giant human party that never stops!”

Soon they reached Lake Tahoe, which was a huge, sparkling lake, surrounded by mountains.

“Wow!” Mary said, her eyes wide.

“It’s beautiful,” Edward whispered.

“Humans come here to swim, ride boats, and fly in the air with parachutes!” Big Sur told them.

The hills were big and green, and the water sparkled like diamonds. Mary and Edward were amazed!

“We’re about ten miles from the lake,” said Big Sur. “Let’s go around it by heading north.”

But then...

“QUACK, QUACK, QUACK, QUACK!”

They all stopped.

“Did you hear that?” Mary said.

“It’s coming from over that hill!” Edward pointed.

They raced up and over the hill. At the bottom, they saw a wooden sign that said: Ward Creek. Near the water, there were two big ducks and three tiny ducklings. One of the ducklings appeared to be stuck!

“Oh no!” Mary gasped.

Big Sur flew down and called out kindly, “Hello there! Is everyone okay?”

The father duck looked worried. “Not really. I’m Sam, and this is my wife Kim. Our ducklings are Penelope, Drake, and Emma. Emma’s wing is stuck under a branch, and we can’t get her out!”

“We can help!” said Edward.

But Mary and Edward were too big to squeeze into the tight spot by the water. Edward looked up at Big Sur.

“Can you assist, Big Sur? You’re gentle and have strong wings.”

Big Sur nodded proudly. “Absolutely!”

He flew to the edge of the creek and looked closely at little Emma.

“Okay, sweet duckling,” he said softly. “Try wiggling to the left.”

Emma sniffled but did what he said. Carefully, Big Sur pulled the branch and moved her wing just a little bit at a time. After a few minutes... POP! Emma was free!

“Yay!” cheered Penelope and Drake.

“Thank you so much!” Kim quacked with happy tears. “You saved our baby!”

Sam said, “We don’t know how to thank you.”

“No need,” Big Sur said kindly. “Helping friends is what I was born to do.”

Kim looked at Mary and Edward. “You three are quite the team! What are you doing way out here?”

Edward explained their mission. “We’re trying to save our parents. They were taken far away to a place called Wisconsin.”

Sam’s eyes got big. “That’s so brave.”

“They’re all we have,” Mary added quietly.

Sam shared that their duck family was heading south to Mono Lake for a family reunion. Then Big Sur said something surprising to the ducks. 

“If you ever meet a condor named Laguna, please tell her I miss her. We got separated in a snowstorm near Tahoe... and I haven’t seen her since.”

Everyone was quiet for a moment. Then little Drake grinned.

“Hey, want to hear a joke?” he asked.

“Sure!” Mary and Edward said together.

“What time do ducks wake up?”

“I don’t know,” said Mary.

“At the quack of dawn!” shouted Drake.

Everyone burst into giggles! Even Emma laughed.

“Safe travels,” Kim said kindly. “We hope you find your family.”

Mary, Edward, and Big Sur waved goodbye as the ducks waddled away. As they walked on, Mary whispered, “I’m glad we met them.”

Edward nodded. “Yeah. That made my happy.”

They kept moving north, their legs tired but their hearts joyful. The road ahead was long but full of hope.
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Chapter 6: Feathers, Fish, and a Sweet Goodbye
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Mary the cow, Edward the pig, and Big Sur the big friendly condor kept moving east. They went around Lake Tahoe and finally crossed into Nevada.

Big Sur flew above them, keeping an eye on the path ahead. He made sure they stayed safe and away from busy highways where humans drove cars and trucks. 

“I can’t even tell what day it is anymore,” said Edward with a yawn.

“Me either,” Mary giggled. “It’s like one big loooong walk!”

Soon, they reached a place called Welcome, Nevada, close to the western border of Utah. 

That night, they camped beside a sparkling river. They could see fish swimming, even some with different colors of the rainbow.

“Wow, look at that one!” said Edward. “It’s so pink and shiny!”

“But they smell kind of funny,” Mary laughed.

Big Sur chuckled. “That fish is called a rainbow trout. Fish are food for lots of animals, even birds like me! Every creature has its part to play in the world.”

Then his voice got softer. “Remember friends, once we reach Utah, I’ll have to turn and fly back towards California.”

Mary and Edward looked at each other sadly. They had grown very fond of Big Sur. He wasn’t just a guide. He felt like... family.

The next morning, they woke up to the sound of the river.

“I could wake up here every day,” Mary sighed happily.

The few days after that were a little boring. They walked past fields, farms, and even met a pack loud cawing ravens.

At last, they reached a town called West Wendover, right on the border of Utah. This was it. The time to say goodbye.

Big Sur landed beside them. “You two are truly amazing,” he said warmly. “You’re smart, brave, and kind. Never stop doing what you know to be the right thing.”

Mary and Edward felt tears in their eyes. They were going to miss their big bird friend.

Big Sur reached back with his beak and gently pulled out two of his soft feathers. “Here. These are for you. Keep them close, and I’ll always be with you.”

Mary and Edward gave him a big, tight hug.

“Thank you, Big Sur,” they said together. “We will never forget you!”

Then, with a powerful flap of his wings, Big Sur flew up and away. 

Mary and Edward watched until he disappeared into the sky.

Now it was just the two of them again.

As they walked into Utah, they saw amazing things: white salt flats that looked like snow, a funny metal tree statue called the Tree of Utah, and a big open place called Skull Valley.

“Skull Valley?” Mary said with a shiver. “Sounds kind of spooky!”

“It’s just a valley,” Edward said. “Like a squishy bowl between mountains.”

Then they reached the Great Salt Lake. It was HUGE and shiny in the sunlight.

“Let’s get a drink!” Mary said, bending down.

“BLECH!” she spat. “It’s so salty!”

“Yep,” Edward said, wiping his tongue. “Now we know why it’s called Great Salt Lake.”

They tried to swim for the first time in their lives, but Mary sank like a rock!

“Help!” she splashed.

But she pushed off the bottom and paddled back up. “Whew! I did it! I learned how to swim!”

That night, they made camp and snuggled under the stars to rest.

The next day, they reached a big, exciting metropolis called Salt Lake City. It had tall buildings, busy streets, and huge mountains behind it.

“Look at those buildings!” Edward said. “They go up to the clouds!”

They found a quiet bench in a place called Summit Park, where they opened their map and compass.

Mary pointed with her hoof. “We made it through California, Nevada, and now we’re in Utah.”

“Next is Wyoming, then Nebraska, Iowa, and finally Wisconsin!” Edward said.

They looked at each other and smiled.

“Let’s keep following the road just like Big Sur told us.”

“Let’s go,” Mary said with a brave heart.
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Chapter 7: The Bear and the Brave Rescue
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A few days later, Mary the cow and Edward the pig walked into a new place called Wyoming. The land was big and beautiful, full of hills, rivers, and giant mountains.

“Wow,” Mary said, looking around. “Now I know why they call them the Rocky Mountains. There are rocks everywhere!”

Edward laughed. “It’s way different than the flat farm we came from!”

They crossed a river called the Green River and remembered something Big Sur once said: “You’re walking along the Great Divide. It’s where water either goes east or west, like the mountain’s own water slide!”

They reached a forest near a town called Elk Mountain. They were super tired, so they decided to camp in the Medicine Bow Forest for the night.

As the sun went down, the stars came out. There were so many stars! They twinkled like glitter all across the sky. Mary and Edward lay on their backs, smiling up at the night.

Then, in the middle of the night... AOOOOOO!

A loud, strange howling noise woke them up!

“What was that?!” Mary whispered, eyes wide.

“I don’t know,” Edward said. “But let’s go check it out.”

They followed the sound and came to a little lake. Something was splashing out in the water. It was small... and it was calling for help!

“Oh no!” Mary gasped. “It’s a bear cub!”

They remembered Big Sur’s warning: Be careful around bear cubs. Mama and Papa bears get very protective!

But Edward didn’t hesitate.

“I don’t care,” he said. “We have to help them.”

Edward was naturally a great swimmer, so he jumped right into the lake! Mary ran to find something to help and came back with a big stick.

Edward paddled hard until he finally reached the cub. The little bear was scared and splashing.

“Hold on to me!” Edward said.

The cub grabbed onto Edward, and Edward swam back to shore with all his strength. Mary helped pull them out of the water.

“Are you okay?” Mary asked.

The cub coughed and nodded. “My name’s Banjo. I’m a brown bear. I... I sleepwalked into the lake.”

“Sleepwalked?” asked Edward.

“Yeah,” Banjo said. “Sometimes I walk around while I’m still asleep. I don’t even know I’m doing it!”

“That’s wild,” said Mary.

Just then a loud noise came. BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

The ground started shaking! Something HUGE was coming!

“What’s that sound?!” Mary cried.

They turned and saw it. It was a massive brown bear, running straight toward them! His teeth were sharp, and he was growling loudly!

“AAAAHHH!” Mary and Edward screamed. They were frozen with fear.

Banjo ran forward and shouted, “DAD! IT’S ME! I’M OKAY!”

The big bear skidded to a stop. His scary face changed to a confused one.

“What’s going on?” he asked, breathing heavily.

“I sleepwalked into the middle of the lake, but Mary and Edward saved me,” Banjo
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