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Deep in the countryside past the city limit sign, lived a little piglet and he was one of nine. Mr. Woo had two brothers and six sisters. Their names were Scarlet, Tammy, Bailey, Charlotte, Fancy, Pinky, Wilbert, and Melvin. It was easy to tell which little piglet was Mr. Woo. He was the happy little black and white piglet with the twinkling eyes. He was a lucky one too, because he was the smartest piglet in his litter.
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Being the smartest piglet didn’t mean he always followed the rules. He had an adventurous spirit and longed to explore the world beyond the barnyard. His mother reminded him daily to be a well mannered little pig in all things and to never wander. Mr. Woo wanted to make his mother proud. Making her worry wasn’t something he liked to do.
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Even though she wanted her piglets to mind her, Mr. Woo's mom was patient with each of her children. She liked to spend time with them. She taught them everything she knew about being a pig. She showed them how to oink and she showed them how to roll in the mud. Just before bed, she told them stories. In the stories, the characters had exciting adventures. One evening, Mr. Woo asked his mother a question. 

"When will I be old enough to have an adventure?" He asked. His mother could tell her son was curious about the world and she knew just what to do. She shared her idea for an adventure they could have together. She promised her piglets she would play hide-and-seek with all nine of them when they grew a little bigger. Mr. Woo smiled in his sleep and began to dream about how wonderful it would be to have his own adventure.

The next day, the piglets were playing in the barn when their mother left to get some fresh air and a cool drink of water. When she came back, she counted her piglets.

"1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8." 

She noticed number nine was missing. She asked them to say their names one at a time.

"Scarlet!"

"Tammy!"

"Bailey!"

"Charlotte!" 

"Fancy!"

"Pinky!"

"Wilbert!"

"Melvin!" 

She began to worry because Mr. Woo hadn't called out his name. He was gone, and his mother began to worry.

“Where did Mr. Woo go?” She asked her piglets.

None of Mr. Woo’s brothers or sisters knew where he went. 

Mr. Woo’s mother looked around for her missing son. The eight piglets walked behind her as she tried to figure out where Mr. Woo went. 

As she walked around the barnyard, she called out, “Mr. Woo! Mr. Woo! Where are you?” Although the mother pig searched for over an hour, she couldn’t find her little one. She paced back and forth trying to decide what to do next.

Scarlet saw a gap in the fence with little hoof prints leading outside.

"Mother! This is where Mr. Woo went!" She called out. When Mr. Woo's mother saw the gap in the fence and little hoof prints, she began to cry.

"Don't worry Mother, he'll find his way home." Said Wilbert.

"Oh I hope so!" She said.

While his mother worried about her lost piglet, Mr. Woo was beginning his adventure. He was walking towards a small pond behind the barn. Tall green grass surrounded the pond, and lilies floated on the water. The surface of the pond was a deep blue. Mr. Woo took a long refreshing drink. He ate some clover and found it tasted fresh and delicious.

Now that his tummy was full, he felt sleepy. He decided to lie down and take a nap on some tall grass near the calm, cool pond.
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As Mr. Woo slept, he began to dream of a large meadow with beautiful flowers and butterflies. There were bushes filled with delicious blueberries to eat. He smiled in his sleep. As he continued to dream, the sun set, and it grew dark outside.

Back in the barnyard, Mr. Woo's mother kept pacing until the moon and stars came out. Tired, she joined her children inside for the night but she didn't tell them a bedtime story. She was too sad because all she could think of was her lost piglet. 

Try as she might, she couldn’t sleep. She would wait for Mr. Woo to return. Hours passed, but Mr. Woo didn’t come home. She grew weary. The mother pig put her children to bed and went to sleep, never losing hope that her lost piglet would return.

Over by the pond, Mr. Woo woke from his nap and found that it was dark. He couldn’t see the barn. He'd never been alone in the dark before. He could hear the frogs in the pond, so he called to them.

“Say, can you point me in the direction of the barn?” He asked. The frogs ignored him. The only sound they made was ribbit. Mr. Woo began to cry a little, but no one cared. He heard an owl calling in the night.

"Hooo-hoo!"

Startled by the owl, Mr. Woo jumped up in a fright. He ran from the pond and its scary noises. He didn't know if he would ever find his way home and he missed his mother and her stories.

He cried as he ran because he couldn’t see where he was going. He ran through tall grass, over sharp pebbles and down pathways. Just when he was about to slow down, he ran into a tree. Something round landed on his head and it hurt.

“Ouch!” Mr. Woo sniffed around and found a small apple on the ground. He looked up to see the outline of an apple tree in the moonlight. Mr. Woo knew he wouldn’t get far without running into something else. He made a decision.

“I’ll stay here until the sun rises.” He said to himself. In the dark, it was as good an idea as any. The little pig fell asleep near the trunk of the apple tree. He hoped things would be better in the morning.

When daylight arrived, Mr. Woo awoke. He yawned, stretched out his legs and shook his head. He opened his big brown eyes and rubbed his head against the tree trunk. He felt a little lump on his head from the night before. He remembered the apple. He could see it in the grass, round and green.

He was hungry, so he decided to eat it. 

“If it’s going to hit me on the head I may as well eat it.” He said aloud. He didn't care if it wasn't ripe. After Mr. Woo ate the sour apple, he
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