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Chapter 1: Salsa’s Big Idea

[image: ]


The sun was shining over the small, grassy farm where Salsa the pig lived. Her pink snout wiggled as she sniffed the morning air. Something about today felt special. Something about today screamed, Adventure!

Salsa rolled out of her straw bed, her curly tail bouncing behind her.

“Today,” she announced to no one in particular, “I, Salsa the Magnificent Pig, will do something BIG. Something GRAND. Something that will make everyone say, Wow, Salsa, you are the cleverest pig in the whole wide world!”

Her words echoed dramatically across the pigsty. A chicken nearby clucked in annoyance, then went back to pecking at the dirt.

But Salsa was too excited to care. She trotted to the riverbank where her best friend usually played.

Sure enough, Mango the baby hippo was there, splashing in the shallow water. His tiny ears wiggled, and his plump belly bobbed up and down as he floated on his back like a big gray balloon.

“MANGO!” Salsa called, her voice squealing with energy. “I’ve had the BEST idea ever!”

Mango blinked his big round eyes and rolled upright in the water. “Is it another idea like the time you wanted to build a flying machine out of banana leaves?”

Salsa raised her snout proudly. “That was a brilliant idea. It just... didn’t exactly fly.”

“It crashed into the mud pit,” Mango reminded her, giggling.

“Details, details,” Salsa said, swatting the air with her hoof. “THIS idea is much better. I’ve decided we should go... on a TREASURE HUNT!”

Mango’s jaw dropped. “Treasure? Like shiny jewels? Gold coins? Candy mountains?”

“Yes, yes, and maybe even chocolate fountains!” Salsa said, eyes sparkling. “Imagine it, Mango—us, rich and famous, sitting on golden thrones while the jungle animals bow to us.”

Mango’s tail flicked happily. “That does sound amazing! But... uh... where do we find treasure?”

Salsa puffed out her chest. “That’s the small, tiny, barely important part we’ll figure out later. First, we must prepare! Adventurers always pack supplies.”

Mango waddled out of the river, dripping water everywhere. “Supplies? Like what?”

Salsa thought hard. “Hmm. Definitely food. We’ll need snacks in case we get hungry on the way.”

Mango licked his lips. “Bananas! And watermelons! And maybe some crunchy leaves?”

“And mud pies,” Salsa added. “Because mud pies are good for EVERYTHING.”

Mango tilted his head. “Are they good for eating?”

Salsa scrunched her snout. “Well... maybe not. But they’re good for throwing, in case we meet an enemy!”

Mango giggled so hard he plopped back into the river with a splash. “Okay, okay! Snacks and mud pies. Anything else?”

“Yes!” Salsa exclaimed. “Every great explorer needs... a COMPASS.”

Mango frowned. “What’s a compass?”

“It’s a thing that tells you which way is north,” Salsa explained. “I don’t actually have one, but we could use this instead.”

She proudly pulled out a piece of chewed-up bubblegum stuck to a leaf. The gum stretched and wobbled as she held it up.

Mango blinked at it. “How is THAT a compass?”

Salsa shrugged. “If it points somewhere, we’ll go that way. That’s how exploring works!”

Mango burst into laughter again. “Salsa, you’re the silliest pig I know. But okay—let’s do it!”

The two friends packed a funny bundle: bananas, a watermelon, two mud pies wrapped in banana leaves, and the wobbly bubblegum “compass.” They tied everything to Mango’s back because, as Salsa said, “You’re much stronger than me, and also, I don’t want my hooves to get messy.”

Mango didn’t mind. He was too excited to argue.

As the sun rose higher in the sky, Salsa stood proudly at the edge of the jungle. “This is it, Mango! Today we begin our quest. Who knows what mysteries we’ll uncover? Who knows what dangers we’ll face? Who knows what shiny treasures we’ll find?”

Mango raised his short legs dramatically, almost toppling over under the bundle. “We’re going to be heroes, Salsa!”

“Heroes,” Salsa agreed. “And maybe kings. Or queens. Or BOTH!”

And with that, the pig and the baby hippo marched into the thick, green jungle—completely unaware of the wild, silly, and sometimes scary adventures waiting for them inside.
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Chapter 2: The Jungle Map
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The jungle was alive with buzzing insects, squawking birds, and the rustling of leaves. Salsa marched proudly at the front, nose twitching, while Mango trudged behind, carrying their bundle of bananas, watermelon, and mud pies.

Every now and then, Mango stumbled over a root or rock. “Are we sure this is the right way, Salsa?” he asked, puffing.

Salsa lifted her snout high. “Of course it is. My bubblegum compass never fails.”

She pulled the chewed gum on a leaf out of her pouch. It drooped lazily, stretching toward the ground.

Mango tilted his head. “It always points down.”

“Exactly!” Salsa squealed. “That means we must go... FORWARD!”

And so they went forward, until the trees grew thicker and darker, and the ground became damp and squishy.

Mango’s ears twitched. “This place feels spooky, Salsa.”

“Spooky means treasure must be near!” Salsa declared. “Everyone knows that!”

Suddenly, Mango’s foot knocked against something hard under a rock by the path. He yelped and toppled over, the bundle bouncing off his back and bananas rolling everywhere.

“Bananas down! Bananas down!” Mango cried dramatically, crawling after them.

But Salsa wasn’t looking at the bananas. She was staring at the rock. No—not the rock, but the rolled-up paper sticking out beneath it.

“What’s this?” Salsa whispered, tugging it free with her teeth. She spat dirt and dust and unrolled it on the ground.

It was old, yellow, and crinkled, with strange marks and squiggly lines drawn across it.

Mango waddled over, still chewing on a banana. “Oooh! A picture!”

“Not just a picture, Mango.” Salsa’s eyes gleamed. “This... is a MAP.”

Mango gasped so hard he almost choked on his banana. “A treasure map?”

Salsa nodded importantly. “Of course! Look here—this squiggly line must be the river. And that big X in the middle? That can only mean TREASURE!”

Mango’s eyes grew wide. “So the stories are true! Treasure is hiding in the jungle!”

Salsa squealed and danced in circles. “This is it, Mango! Our adventure just became official! We are no longer two silly animals wandering around. We are PROFESSIONAL TREASURE HUNTERS!”

Mango clapped his short legs together. “Yay! But, uh...” He peered at the map. “Which way do we go? The lines look all wiggly.”

Salsa turned the map upside down. Then sideways. Then backward. “Hmm. It’s tricky. It must be written in the secret language of explorers.”

“Or maybe you’re holding it wrong,” Mango suggested.

Salsa gave him a look. “Maps don’t have a wrong way, Mango. They have... creative directions.”

Before Mango could argue, a loud squawk echoed from above. “TREASURE! TREASURE! Shiny-shiny! Ha-ha-ha!”

Both friends looked up to see a bright green parrot perched on a branch, flapping its wings. Its eyes twinkled mischievously.

“Did you hear that?” Salsa gasped. “The parrot KNOWS about the treasure!”

Mango gulped. “Maybe it’s guarding the map? Or the treasure?”

The parrot swooped lower and landed on a branch right in front of them. “Shiny-shiny! Riddle-riddle! Answer me, piggy-wiggy, hippo-dippo, or no treasure for you!”

Salsa gasped. “A talking parrot! This is the first test, Mango. Adventurers always face tests before they can move forward.”

Mango’s ears flopped nervously. “What if we fail?”

Salsa puffed her chest. “Then we’ll... we’ll... make faces at the parrot until it flies away. But let’s try the riddle first.”

The parrot cleared its throat dramatically. “Round and bright, I shine all day. I rise in the morning, I set at the bay. What am I?”

Salsa and Mango stared at each other.

“Oh, that’s easy,” Mango said confidently. “A doughnut.”

Salsa slapped her hoof to her forehead. “A doughnut doesn’t rise in the morning, Mango.”

“It does if you bake it in the morning!” Mango argued.

The parrot cackled. “Wrong, wrong! Guess again!”

Salsa thought hard. “Hmm... round, bright, shines all day...”

Mango whispered, “A pancake?”

“No!” Salsa said. Then her eyes lit up. “Wait! It must be the SUN!”

The parrot clapped its wings. “Correct! Clever piggy-wiggy! You may pass. Follow the map, and beware the bridge of wobbles!”

Before they could ask more, the parrot flew away, squawking “Wobble-wobble! Don’t tumble!” into the jungle canopy.

Mango shivered. “The bridge of wobbles? That doesn’t sound good.”

Salsa rolled up the map and tucked it under her arm. “Don’t worry, Mango. We’ve passed our first test. The treasure is as good as ours!”

Mango nodded, though his belly wobbled nervously. Together, the pig and the baby hippo marched deeper into the jungle, following the map toward their next challenge.
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