f Geovgia

ey 6he GGltnpea Qig
Yatey



For Tom Powell, with lots of love

Special thanks to Sue Mongredien

If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware
that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and
destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the
publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

No part of this work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission

of the publisher. For information regarding permission, write to
Rainbow Magic Limited, c/o HIT Entertainment, 830 South
Greenville Avenue, Allen, TX 75002-3320.

ISBN-10: 0-545-04186-4
ISBN-13: 978-0-545-04186-7

Text copyright © 2006 by Rainbow Magic Limited.
Mlustrations copyright © 2006 by Georgie Ripper.

All rights reserved. Published by Scholastic Inc., 557 Broadway,
New York, NY 10012, by arrangement with Rainbow Magic Limited.

SCHOLASTIC, LITTLE APPLE, and associated logos are
trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Scholastic Inc.
RAINBOW MAGIC is a trademark of Rainbow Magic Limited.
Reg. U.S. Patent & Trademark Office and other countries.

HIT and the HIT logo are trademarks of HIT Entertainment Limited

12 11 10 9 8 9 10 11 12 13 14/0
Printed in the U.S.A. 40

First Scholastic printing, March 2008



“This must be one of the cutest animals
at Strawberry Farm!” Rachel Walker
declared, her eyes shining. She stroked
the woolly lamb in her arms. “It’s so
cuddly!”

“And hungry, too,” her best friend,
Kirsty Tate, added. She tilted up the
bottle of milk she was using to feed
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the lamb, as a farmhand watched. “It
almost finished this already!”

“Just watching it is making me thirsty!”
her mom said as the lamb drained the
last few drops.

Rachel was staying with Kirsty’s family

for a week. This afternoon, they were
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having a great time at Strawberry Farm!
They had already seen a troop of tiny
ducklings heading out for their first
swim on the pond. They took a pony
ride on a little brown Shetland named
Conker. And now they had the chance
to hand-feed some of the lambs!
Rachel put the lamb down carefully,
and both girls watched it teeter off to join
the other lambs in the field.
“I saw a sign for the Pet Corner over
there,” Rachel said, giving Kirsty
a meaningful look. “Should @hﬂ\p
we go there next?” '
Kirsty smiled at her 3_/
friend. The two girls U{ 2* /
shared a wonderful Wi \< EE\H(%
secret: They’d been (/A/\A 2\
helping the Pet Fairies all
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week! Mean Jack
Frost had
kidnapped the
Pet Fairies’

seven magical
pets, but the pets
had managed to

escape into the

human world.
Yesterday, Rachel and Kirsty had helped
Bella the Bunny Fairy find her lost
rabbit. And the day before, they’d
reunited Katie the Kitten Fairy with her
missing kitten. So Kirsty knew exactly
what Rachel was hoping: maybe today
they’d find another magical pet in the
Pet Corner!

“That sounds great, but I think I'll grab

a coftee while you two go ahead,” Mrs.
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Tate said. “I’ll meet you both back here
at four o’clock.”

“Sounds good,” Kirsty replied, trying
not to seem too enthusiastic. She loved
her mom, but she and Rachel always

had their very best adventures

when they were alone!
“See you later.”

Mrs. Tate left for the
coffee stand, and the two
friends headed for the
Pet Corner.

“Here we are,”

R achel said as they
entered an area
surrounded by a small fence.

“Keep your eyes peeled for magical pets!”
she added in an excited whisper.

The girls began looking at all the
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rabbits and guinea pigs in the hutches.
Every animal had a little sign outside
its cage, telling visitors its name and
tavorite food.

“This rabbit 1s called Albie, and he likes

carrot tops and brussel sprouts,” Kirsty

read aloud, peeking in at the fluffy gray
rabbit. “Hello, Albie!”

“Rosie the guinea pig likes sunflower
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seeds and lettuce leaves,” Rachel read on
another hutch. “Millie, her sister, likes
sliced apples. And Carrot, Rosie’s baby,
likes carrots . . . Oh!”

Kirsty looked up. “What’s wrong?” she
asked.

Rachel was crouching down and
peering into one of the hutches. “There

are supposed to be three guinea pigs in

ROSIE, MILLIE £ CARRAT
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here — Millie, Rosie, and baby Carrot,”
she told Kirsty. “But the baby guinea pig
1s missing!”’

Kirsty hurried over.

“Oh no, look,” she said. “The cage

door 1s open — Carrot must have

9 ROSIE, MILLIE & (A@RoT)
escaped! n

84d letfuce leaves Millie, her

5isber, fikes shied aple and
Out of the Carrot, Rusie /s HJ%I
carrofs and banana s

corner of her
eye, Rachel
spotted a
flash of fur
behind the >
hutches. She

turned to see

a small orange-
and-white guinea

pig squeezing under the /
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wooden fence. “That must

be Carrot over there!” ‘

she cried. (@ S ,
Kirsty shut the cage ' , | ( e

door firmly, then ' o

jumped up to look.
“Oh, no — he’s heading
for the field of sheep!” she said, pointing.
Rachel ran off after the little guinea
pig, looking worried. “He’s too young to
be out on his own,” she said. “We have

to rescue him, Kirsty!”





