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Muffin and the Very Orderly Leadership Opportunity
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Paper—tidy.

Fleece—folded.

Straw—arranged by length.

Muffin surveyed her hutch’s pristine nesting box area. She’d outdone herself. Not a strip out of place!

Tidy hutch, tidy mind, so the saying went. And Muffin had a wonderfully tidy mind.

Despite her hutch-mate Ziggy’s best efforts.

“Muffin! Muffin!” squealed Ziggy from the main hutch area. “Watch me dive, watch me dive! I’m going to make such a MESS!”

Muffin stared straight ahead and counted imaginary bell peppers (bell peppers were a lovely shape for counting). She would not think about the mess. She would not acknowledge the mess. The mess did not exist.

Thwack!!
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“Muffin! Muffin! MUFFIN! Look, I’ve made it happen again!”

Muffin tentatively poked her head out into the main hutch area.

Oh. That.

The glowing door had appeared once before. And it had led to adventures. (Muffin generally tried to avoid adventures. Adventures meant mud and messiness and spur-of-the-moment activities. She had a schedule to keep!)

But Muffin had had a good time in Piggie-Town.

POP!

A lettuce-leaf scroll shot from the doorway. It landed on Ziggy’s fluffy head.

“Muffin! It’s a message!”

“Ahem.” Muffin halted her hutch-mate. She spread out the lettuce leaf (mmm, romaine) and began to read.

[image: image]

“A parade!” squeaked Ziggy. “I LOVE parades.” (Ziggy loved everything.)

“I think I might, too,” confessed Muffin. Parades sounded so orderly! All those lines and rules! Plus, the Sparkle Pigs wanted her in charge! Muffin liked being in charge.

“Let’s gooooo!” cried Ziggy, barreling through the doorway.
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Muffin followed at a respectable pace. They’d crash-landed in Piggie-Town last time, and she was hoping for a more dignified entrance. And she hoped that they would get back again before their humans, twins Sophia and Jackson, missed them.

The ground swirled beneath Muffin’s paws and the smell of ripe strawberries filled the air . . .

PLOP.

(All right, a plop was still an improvement.)

They’d arrived in a lush park in the heart of Piggie-Town.
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All around, brightly costumed Sparkle Pigs pranced and frolicked among dazzling fruit bunting and fabulous balloon sculptures. Muffin hadn’t seen so many sequins since, well, the last time she’d been here.

“They’ve arrived! Now the Piggie Parade can begin!” cheered their friend Scooter, who was wearing a glittery train conductor’s hat. He danced laps around Muffin and Ziggy. A long-haired piggie kept time on a watermelon drum.

Muffin blinked. She needed a moment. Between the laughter and the chatter and the music it was all a lot.
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Ziggy did not need a moment. “My hips just want to move, Muffin!” she exclaimed. “I can’t stop them! Ooh, and look how sparkly they are! I LOVE sparkles!”

Ziggy was wearing a spangled outfit complete with a collar of peacock feathers and a fruity headdress. She was almost as glittery as their human friend Sophia’s fingernails. Muffin fanned herself with . . . oh dear. She was outfitted in sparkles and feathers as well. And heart-shaped sunglasses. AND a sash that read PARADE STARTS HERE in pineapple yellow.
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Breathe, Muffin!

One bell pepper, two bell peppers . . .

Muffin looked around for Scooter, but he was busy romping about in a sparkly strawberry patch.

What were they expected to do? Where were they supposed to lead the piggies? And most important, where was all the order and tidiness that a parade required?

Muffin anxiously dug her claws into the plush Piggie-Town clover.

Conducting this Piggie Parade would be about as easy as keeping Ziggy’s side of the nesting box clean!
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Ziggy and the Glam-Rock Glitter!!
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Talk about sparkle!!

Ziggy had never seen so many sequins and feathers. It was like a flock of parrots had rolled around in a bag of glitter. It was AMAZING. And then there were the corn-husk streamers! The rainbow balloon sculptures! And the music that made her want to daaaaaance!

“Ziggy.”

Hips to the left! Hips to the right!
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“Ziggy!”

Do a little spin and cha-cha-cha!

“Fine moves there, young pig!” A stylish piggie wearing a feathered top hat waddled up. Her long white whiskers were festooned with glittery ribbons that swayed as she moved.

The whiskers were hypnotic. Surely the piggie wouldn’t mind if Ziggy reached out and . . .

“ZIGGY!” bellowed Muffin. Her ears were quivering. “Don’t touch!”

Ziggy withdrew her paws. “Sorry.”

“It’s quite all right,” said the top-hatted piggie with a smile. “I’m Rumblestrut.”

She said her name with a rumble and a strut.

“I’m Ziggy!” Ziggy said hers with a zig and a zag and a paw waggle.

“And I’m Muffin,” said Muffin.

“Do the muffin dance, Muffin!” Ziggy urged.

[image: image]

Rumblestrut clapped her paws. “Please do. I’ve never seen a muffin dance.”

Muffin cleared her throat. “I think we should hear what Rumblestrut has to say.”

“Say? Oh yes! That’s why I’m here. To help!” Rumblestrut nodded sagely. She seemed so wise! It must be the whiskers. “I am here to pass along the baton of Parade Leadership. Leading the annual Piggie Parade is a great honor, and not given to just anyone.”

Muffin didn’t dance, but she puffed up with pride.

Ziggy both danced and puffed up, but with excitement! She LOVED batons. Well, she definitely would if she knew what they were.

[image: image]

“This is yours.”

Rumblestrut held out a paw-drawn lettuce-leaf map. (Iceberg, Ziggy’s favorite!)

“Ziggy! Don’t eat that!”

Ziggy spat out the map.

It was so tasty—she’d shown lots of self-control by not eating the whole thing! Muffin would be so proud!

    But Muffin was frowning as she read some writing on the back of the map.
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Of course! Muffin must be thinking about the best route to follow! Her hutch-mate was so smart and organized!

“But where exactly are we meant to end up?” Muffin was asking.

Rumblestrut was saying something back, but to Ziggy, it all sounded like “Blah, blah, blah, blah.”

BAH-da-BAH-da-BAH-da-BAAAHHH-daaaah!!!!

The beat was calling, and Ziggy’s hips were following. They were taking her in the direction of the shimmeriest, sparkliest grass ever! It looked like when the sun hit the morning dew, but better.

[image: image]

As Ziggy approached the grass, she saw the Sparkle Pigs running nose-to-tail in a cheerful train, wheeking and squeaking in joy. When they emerged, they were doused all over in rainbow glitter. Incredible! Ziggy had always wanted to be a rainbow!

“Oh yes, do try the Glitter Grass before we carry on!” came Rumblestrut’s rumbly voice over the music. “The more you sparkle, the easier you’ll be to follow!”

“HOORAY!” squealed Ziggy, belly flopping into the grass. Being a parade leader was the best job she’d ever had!!
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Muffin and the Terrible, Horrible, No Good, Very Bad Musical Instrument

[image: image]

Being a parade leader was the most difficult job Muffin had ever had.

Exhibit A: The map had been drawn by someone who had never seen a map before. And who had never drawn anything before.

Exhibit B: Ziggy should be helping, but instead she was bathing in glitter. The mess! They’d be finding glitter in the hutch for years!

Exhibit C: That awful, tooting, out-of-time noise. What was that?

A posse of piggies marched toward Muffin and Rumblestrut. Their instruments were made from morning glory flowers in extremely gaudy colors, and they were also ear-splittingly loud.

“I can’t hear myself think!” cried Muffin.

[image: image]

“WHO NEEDS THINKING WHEN YOU CAN DO THIS?” shouted one of the piggies. He gave a blast on his floral tuba.

BLOOOORRRRRP!

Ziggy trotted up, shedding glitter with every step. Muffin’s skin itched at the thought. “A band! I’ve always wanted to be in a band!”

“THIS ONE’S FOR YOU, THEN!”

The tuba player handed Ziggy a purple and white trumpet.

Oh no. Absolutely not. Ziggy did not need a trumpet.

“It’s perfect!” squealed Ziggy. She blew so hard on her new instrument that Muffin’s fur ruffled.

[image: image]

Yes, this was worse. Much, much worse.

“Ziggy, focus. We have a parade to lead!” Muffin turned to Rumblestrut, who was tapping a paw in time with the music (sort of). “Thank you for . . . the map. Is there anything else we should know?”

“Well, not know. But there’s certainly something you should see! Ta-da! Our parade floats!”

For how scattered and easily distracted the Sparkle Pigs were, they’d done a fabulous job building the floats.

The Veggie Patch float featured a choir of singing vegetables.

[image: image]

The Popcorn Palace float spurted freshly popped kernels all over.

[image: image]

The Piggie Wiggery float was made entirely of stitched-together wigs.

[image: image]

And the Cuddlecake bakery’s float was an actual cake wrapped in cream cheese frosting!

[image: image]

“Yum!” said Ziggy, who had returned from inspecting Mr. Cuddlecake’s float. Her whiskers were coated with cream cheese.

[image: image]

“Ziggy! How did you . . . oh, never mind.” Muffin passed her hutch-mate a napkin. (She’d come prepared.)

Now for the important things: the rules. This was Muffin’s chance to shine.

“And what about the rules and regulations and restrictions?” she asked, clipboard ready.

“You mean the rule?” Rumblestrut spun her top hat. “There’s only one.”

Muffin’s ear flopped in dismay. “Just one?”

“A big one,” Rumblestrut replied.

Muffin was satisfied. Her ear popped back up. “All right.”

Rumblestrut leaned in close, her whiskers wiggling. “Whatever happens, the parade must go on. It must not stop, at all, for any reason! That’s why we say ‘PARTY ON!’ And now, take the second path to the right, and dance straight on till dusk!”
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