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Muffin and the Delightful Digs
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Well now, this was quite nice, wasn’t it?

A pair of hands wearing sparkly pink nail polish gently placed Muffin into her new home. The hutch smelled heavenly, like cedar shavings and the freshest water. (Was that filtered?) It was much fancier than the one at the pet shop. Much quieter, too.

And most important, Muffin was the only guinea pig here.
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Her very own home! And at the ripe old age of eight weeks!

Life was about to get very peaceful.

“There you go, Muffin!” That was Sophia’s voice. It was kind and warm, like the feeling of fresh straw.

“Do you think she likes it?” And that was Jackson. He looked exactly like Sophia, but with a chipped front tooth and slightly shorter hair.

Did Muffin like it? Did she like having an entire two-level hutch all to herself? Why, it was a palace! Just look at it!

Muffin squeaked her pleasure, but the twins shrugged. Her new humans weren’t yet fluent in Piglish.

“We’ll let you get settled in, Muffin,” said Sophia. “But we’ll be back for snuggles.”

“We’ll bring you some celery to munch on,” added Jackson.

There it was. Calm. Silence. Solitude.

Muffin was in her element. She puttered about—puttering was her favorite thing to do—making note of the things she could tidy or shuffle around. Certainly that food dish. What on earth had the twins been thinking, putting it in the left corner instead of the right one? And the shredded paper, why, it wasn’t even lined up according to size! A disaster!
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But a good kind of disaster. Muffin loved to put things back in order. (Within reason.)

Still, the twins had done an impressive job of making her new digs move-in ready.

It was so cozy and clean! Every inch of it—even the slightly scratched-up bits. (The hutch was clearly a hand-me-down, but that was all right.)
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Why, Muffin even loved that cute little decorative carrot poking out of the wall! Who didn’t love a carrot? Yes, it might collect dust, but Muffin was a pro at dusting. Her bottom was fluffy enough to dust even the most awkward corners.

Now it was time for Muffin’s favorite thing: making a schedule!
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Ziggy and the Brand-New Piggie!!
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Oh wow, oh wow!

Ziggy bounced around in her carry box like she was in a bouncy house. (They’d had one on her farm once, and she’d wanted NOTHING MORE than to bounce all over it.)

Somersault.
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Backflip.
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Jazz paws!
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Every now and then, when the box stopped moving, Ziggy got to chew a hole in it! She’d chewed five holes so far. At least she thought it was five. What came after four again?

Ziggy bubbled with excitement. She was on her way to her new home!

She loved the farm, though it hadn’t been the same after her brothers and sisters had moved out. But soon she’d arrive at her new pad and meet her new hutch-mate! They’d get up to all sorts of shenanigans! Ziggy loved shenanigans.

(She wasn’t quite sure what shenanigans meant, but she imagined something like when a piggie got stuck in a cardigan.)
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PLOP.

It was happening! She’d arrived!

“There you go, Zigster,” murmured Jackson. He had a wonderful chipped tooth.

“She’s so fluffy!” exclaimed Sophia (who had hair even fluffier than Ziggy’s fur). “I love her!”

Ziggy rumbled out of her box at full tilt, squeaking like a pair of wet galoshes. (She adored wet galoshes.) What a hutch!! It was huge! And so tidy! Ziggy LOVED tidy places. They were so much fun to mess up!

“I’m here! I’m here! LET THE PARTY BEGIN!”

“Oh no,” grumbled the other piggie. She nibbled on her shiny chestnut and cream fur, the way Ziggy had seen her little sister do when Ziggy had asked too many questions in a row (more than five). “We don’t do parties here. Not now. Not ever.”
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Ziggy could work with that. “Well, if not now or ever, then how about sometimes? Or often? Or all the time?”

The other piggie pursed her lips.

“Muffin, play nicely,” urged Sophia. “Why don’t you share this celery stalk?”

[image: ]

“Muffin! That’s a delicious name!” Ziggy cried. “I love cinnamon muffins! And apple muffins! Isn’t this the best? The two of us together in this brilliant hutch, right on top of each other, never more than a few inches away! INCREDIBLE! We’re going to be such good friends! In fact, I feel a POPCORN coming on!”

Pop, pop, POP! Four paws on the floor, no paws on the floor! Four paws, no paws! Ziggy kicked up shredded paper like a goat frolicking in a veggie garden (she LOVED goats). Streamers! The paper looked like streamers!
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Ziggy was having the best day of her life. Even better than the previous best day of her life. Which was all of them.
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Muffin and the Regrettable Dish Incident
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Muffin was having the worst day of her life. Which was saying something. This was worse than the day Shelly, the pet shop turtle, had escaped and the fire department had shown up, sirens wailing. Even worse than the day the trainee pet shop worker had filled her hutch with single-ply bedding. And worse still than the day the same trainee worker had let her little sister cuddle Muffin and mess up her fur. (Muffin loved cuddles, but she did not love tangles.)

Ziggy took chaos to all-new levels. On a scale of sloth to excited puppy, Ziggy was . . . well, she’d taken a running jump and had leapt off the charts entirely.

“Chugga, chugga, chugga . . . woo-WOO!” Ziggy raced around like she was on a mission to upend every single piece of straw in their hutch. “I’m a train! All aboard the Ziggy express!”
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A clump of straw bounced off Muffin’s head. Muffin sneezed.

“Ziggy! Could you be still for just one piggie second?”

“The brakes aren’t working! Kaboom!” Ziggy bonked her head against the hutch wall. She rebounded into their water dispenser, spilling its contents all over the mussed straw.

Next, Ziggy turned her attention to the decorative carrot.

“Ooh, a carrot! I LOVE carrots!”

Muffin was busy trying to mop up Ziggy’s spill. “Ziggy! That’s not a real carrot! It’s made from wood!”

“Wood! I LOVE wood!”

“You’ll get a splinter!” added Muffin.

Ziggy hesitated.

“Splinters can be fun!” she exclaimed.

“They can’t,” said Muffin firmly. “If you’re hungry, the food bowl is over there!”
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Ziggy turned her eager gaze on the bowl.
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“That’s not a food bowl! That’s a BOAT!”

Ziggy barreled toward the dish. She leapt in and plonked her fluffy bottom right on top of Muffin’s dinner. “I’ll be the captain, and you can be the first mate!”

Unacceptable. It was unacceptable! Muffin had to draw the line somewhere!

“That is not hygienic!” Muffin bellowed, scrambling over to the food dish. “Remove that fluffy bottom right now!”

“Away with you, pirate!” Ziggy giggled. “The Good Ship Ziggypop is mine!”

Muffin hefted herself over the side of the dish and pushed Ziggy out.

“This isn’t a game, Ziggy!” she protested.

“Yes it is, pirate!” Ziggy tried to climb back in. “Avast!”

It. Was. On.

Muffin and Ziggy yanked and tugged and zigged and zagged and . . .
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Oh dear.

The food dish went flying. Up, up, up it went, right into the carved wooden carrot.

“Just like a Frisbee!” marveled Ziggy.

With a loud click, the carrot pressed into the wall like a button. A glowing doorway appeared, bathing the hutch in the eye-scrunching light of a midday sun. It was so bright Muffin couldn’t see what was on the other side.
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Not that she wanted to. Muffin did not like surprise doors. If the door wanted her attention, it should have made an appointment with her schedule.

“A DOOR! I love doors! I’ve never met a door I haven’t wanted to go through!” shrieked Ziggy. “What do you think is on the other side? Is that a . . .”

Off she went. Muffin was all alone.

Oh, the zen!
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Oh, the quiet!
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Oh, the solitude!
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But Muffin was torn. On the one paw, it was finally calm, and she could clean up the hutch. On the other paw (her best one, with the nicest claws), Sophia and Jackson would be sad to find their new piggie missing.

She sighed.

All right. She’d go in search of Ziggy. (But she vowed to clean the hutch the second they got back!)
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Ziggy and the Technicolor Dream Carrots!!
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Ziggy had crash-landed in the most incredible garden of all time. It was even more magical than the farm, which was almost as good as her new hutch.

She’d traveled to a whole new world, just like her brother Meadow always talked about. (He loved to stargaze, and he had some theories about the squished lettuce in the veggie patch.)

Enormous fruits and vegetables burst from the ground, each easily as large as Ziggy at her fluffiest. Watering cans and wheelbarrows worked their magic without the help of humans. The sun kissed the entire world with its cheerful warmth, and the sweet fragrance of the enormous veggie patch made Ziggy’s mouth water.

But best of all (actually, truly best of all) were the giant dancing carrots.

[image: ]

Ziggy loved carrots, and Ziggy loved dancing. And those two things combined were the pinnacle of Ziggy’s Favorite Things.

WHUMP.

Muffin landed next to Ziggy. She looked a bit confused, but that was okay. Ziggy was here to help!

“Muffin, you made it! Isn’t this the best? And I love that you’re in costume!”

“What do you mean, in costume?” Muffin twitched her nose. “You’re the one dressed like a disco carrot.”

[image: ]

Ziggy blinked as she looked down at her costume. She was so glittery! And so reflective! And so orange! “Oh, but I am! I’ve always wanted to be a disco carrot!”

“Well, you fit right in, I suppose.”

Ziggy looked around. She really did!!

Because
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