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Chapter One: Blue
Fireball

Gregory, the Orange Forest
Rabbit couldn’t sleep. His bright pink eyes searched the night sky
through the tiny gap between the curtains. Just darkness, and a few
dots of stars. He slipped out from under his warm covers. Cool
night air made his skin tingle as he hopped to the window and
opened the curtains wide.

Light from the crescent moon
made his freshly brushed orange fur sparkle. Suddenly, a blue
fireball dashed over the treetops.

“Jennifer! Wake up! You’ve
got to see this!”

“What is it?” asked
Jennifer, hopping up beside him at the window. She was slightly
smaller than her husband with the same pink eyes. In the moonlight
her light brown fur appeared to be almost blonde and the orange
spot on the back of her neck shined luxuriously.

“It doesn’t look like
anything I know,” replied Gregory.

Robes Pierre lifted his head
from Gregory’s furry orange robe where he had been nestling. His
perky ears, one brown and one white, grazed the ceiling. “It’s time
to enlarge the house again!” he bragged. “I’ve been growing! I get
to dig!”

Then he crouched down and
pushed his boxy brown nose out their bedroom window. “It doesn’t
smell like anything I know.” He tilted his ears toward the window.
“And it doesn’t sound like anything I know.” He wagged his tail
excitedly.

Robes Pierre was their pet
pitbull puppy. When he first dashed into their cozy rabbit hole at
the top of Sassafras Hill, he had been the same size they were. But
ever since he’d been growing, and as he grew, he dug out more dirt
to make their home bigger and bigger.

The blue fireball zoomed
closer and closer. “How beautiful!” said Jennifer. Then a worried
look crossed her face. “I hope it doesn’t hit our house! Or the
carrot patch!”

The blue fireball shattered
into thousands of small blue spots, like a firecracker, glowing in
the night sky, all falling to Earth. “Oh, Gregory! They’re landing
near your warehouse,” said Jennifer.

“So they are,” said Gregory.
“I wonder if people would buy pieces of that fireball?”

Jennifer laughed. “Must you
sell everything? You are such a silly rabbit sometimes!”

Gregory hugged her. “I love
selling things, and so do you. After you design the marketing
campaign for our new carrot cake, we can decide if we want to sell
those blue fireballs.”

The blue sparks subsided to
a dim blue glow in the distance. “I think the fire is over now,”
yawned Jennifer “We can investigate in the morning. Let’s go to
bed.”

“I want to play with them,”
said Robes Pierre.

“In the morning,” said
Jennifer. “Go to bed now.” Robes Pierre obediently curled beside
their bed, snuggling Gregory’s furry orange robe against his head.
While they slept, gentle rain fell in soothing drops on the
hillside and the carrot fields below. The next morning Gregory’s
first words were, “I can’t wait to see those blue fireballs.” Then
he put on his neatly pressed orange suit, and strapped on his
orange motorbike helmet. “I’m off to investigate.”

“Me, too!” said Robes
Pierre, wagging his stumpy tail.

Jennifer said, “Not without
eating some fresh, warm carrot cake, first! How will I be able to
convince our customers to eat it if you two go out of the house
with an empty tummy?”

Gregory bumped noses with
his wife. “You just like to watch me eat.”

“And I like to help you sell
things.” Jennifer Rabbit bumped her husband’s nose.

Gregory had been thinking so
much about those blue fireballs, that he hadn’t noticed the sweet
smell of carrots, honey and cinnamon that filled the
kitchen.

Jennifer heated up a dozen
of their fresh new carrot cakes and set them on the breakfast
table. She would need to taste and re-taste the moist, warm
confection before she could design a new advertising campaign to
make Orange Forest Rabbit Carrot Cake the most popular cake in the
world.

Gregory and Robes Pierre
each ate a whole carrot cake. And they each grabbed another one for
lunch as they headed out the door. Gregory strapped his orange
motorcycle helmet onto his head and then lifted the faceplate to
take another nibble of delicious, mouth-watering spicy carrot
cake.

Jennifer knew Gregory from
the days when he was an ordinary brown rabbit. That was before he
became a carrot farmer and refused to eat anything he hadn’t grown
himself. He ate so many carrots that he turned orange, and became
known as The Orange Forest Rabbit.

“Mmm, Jennifer,” said
Gregory. He kissed her before lowering his faceplate again. Then he
licked his lips to get the last of the carrot cake crumbs off his
whiskers. “I just know this cake will be an international best
seller.”

Gregory hugged his wife.
Then he went out the kitchen door of his rabbit hole and
kick-started his orange racing motorcycle. Robes Pierre used his
larger dog door at the back of their home.

“Come on, Robes Pierre,”
called Gregory. His faithful puppy jumped into the orange trailer
cart on the back of his motorbike, and grabbed the safety bar.
Sassafras Hill was the highest point. Below, carrot fields extended
far into the horizon.

It was early in the morning;
the rising sun tinted the sky orange. Farmers were just getting
started with the irrigation. The motorcycle roared across the
carrot fields. There was something different about the air that
morning.

It was more than just the
fresh earth smell after rain – the air smelled slightly metallic. A
luminous misty blanket permeated everything. But Gregory was more
interested in finding the blue fireballs than in smelling the
air.




Chapter Two: Meteor Field
Carrots

Stop Mr. Rabbit,” said Robes
Pierre, sniffing the air. “I smell something.”

“Is this something good or
something bad?” asked Gregory.

“I smell minerals from that
fireball that we saw last night,” said Robes Pierre. He jumped out
of the cart and started sniffing around the field. Soon he found a
small round black stone. He picked it up in his teeth and brought
it to Gregory, happily wagging his stumpy tail.

Gregory took the stone in
his paw and sniffed it. He didn’t smell anything unusual. The stone
was warm and damp. Otherwise it smelled like an ordinary stone. But
Gregory trusted Robes Pierre’s nose because dogs have a better
sense of smell than rabbits. Maybe it wasn’t as ordinary as it
seemed.

“The fireball we saw last
night was blue. This stone is black.” Gregory rolled the warm stone
around between his paws.

“It was blue when it burned.
Then the rain put out the fire.” Robes dashed madly around the
carrot field and picked up several more warm black
stones.

“These weren’t here
yesterday,” said Robes Pierre. “And the only new thing that
happened in the night was that pretty blue fireball.”

Gregory thumped his back
left foot like he always did when figuring things out. He rolled
the stone around on the ground, examining it from all sides. The
black stone felt very hard and smooth. He picked it up and turned
back and forth between his paws. In the sunlight, it had a metallic
sheen.

Then he said, “This stone
had a blue fire. Wood has an orange fire. But after the fire,
what’s left is black.” He paused. “And nobody is going to want to
buy small black stones.”

He thought a while. There
had to be a way to make money from these stones. Then he said,
“These are not ordinary stones. They are meteor stones. This is not
an ordinary carrot patch. This is a meteor field. Tourists might
pay to see that.”

“Meteor Field Carrots sound
like money,” said Robes Pierre, happily. “People will pay extra for
the minerals.”

“That’s very good for
business” said Gregory. “I’ll ask Jennifer to design a special
label for them right away.”

“Good,” said Robes Pierre.
Then both Robes Pierre and Gregory looked around the field – the
harvesting crew was hard at work. Men and women, humans and
rabbits, in orange overalls and construction hats drove harvesting
machines that picked and washed and bagged the beautiful orange
carrots. Robes Pierre tilted his nose into the air.

“I smell more people than I
see…” said Robes Pierre.

“I don’t see how you can
count with your nose,” said Gregory, as he kick-started his
motorbike engine. “We’re late for opening the warehouse. Let’s get
back on the road.”

“There is somebody here that
I can’t see,” insisted Robes Pierre. “And that person is eating
carrots.”

“Who would hide in a carrot
patch?” asked Gregory.

“Thieves,” said Robes
Pierre. “Carrot thieves.”

“Nonsense, thieves steal
jewels, not carrots. It’s getting late.”

“You really should listen to
me,” said Robes Pierre. “I’m right. I’m right. I’m always
right!”

“We are not stopping,” said
Gregory. He pulled back the throttle and leaned forward to reduce
his wind resistance.

Then he headed towards town,
like a furry orange ball zooming across the fields, down the roads
and up a hill towards his warehouse. His perfectly ironed orange
suit flapped behind him, and Robes Pierre held on tightly to his
safety bar.

“You will listen to me one
day,” said Robes Pierre. His tail curled under him as he sulked in
the orange trailer cart. He refused to wear the faceplate on his
helmet because it covered his nose and prevented him from
smelling.

A line of orange trucks with
the Orange Forest Rabbit’s OFR logo were already waiting at the
warehouse loading dock. As soon as the motorcycle came to a stop,
Robes Pierre leaped out of his cart and ran to the nearby airport
to oversee the packing of OFR’s daily shipments. Gregory loped over
to his warehouse.

The plaque across the
entrance read:

The Orange Forest Rabbit
grows carrots in the Great Plains. He grows them on the sides of
mountains. He grows them on the seashore. He even grows them in the
cold wastelands of Greenland. And everywhere he grows them, they
make customers happy. Nobody can buy just one bag.

The carrots from the Great
Plains are crunchy and sweet. The ones from the seashore are juicy
and tart. The ones from the wastelands are bigger, softer and taste
a bit like apples. Whatever the flavor, the customers keep coming
back for more.

A taste tester, wearing an
official OFR apron with the OFR logo on it was waiting in Gregory’s
office, holding a freshly picked, and freshly bitten, curly carrot
from the meteor field. He stood, scratched his tummy, and then
said, “I wish to report that these curly carrots are maximally
delicious. In fact, I would say they are your best yet!”

Gregory climbed up onto the
platform in the middle of his office and sat at his specially made
small desk. He always liked to look humans in the eye when he
worked with them, and since he was only 15 inches tall, he had
platforms built all over his warehouse to place him at their
eye-level. As soon as he was seated, he examined his carrot report
file on his orange computer. His taste tester was right: these
carrots were the best yet. Then he added a note to the file: “A
meteor landed last night. It made the carrots curl. Meteor Field
Carrots are distinctive.”

With the taste tester’s
okay, Gregory was ready to send the curly carrots from the meteor
field to the market, just like he did with all his other maximally
delicious carrots, packed in orange crates with his picture and
logo on every box. His wife Jennifer had designed both the picture
and logo, and they won marketing awards for attracting the most
customers.

Robes Pierre bounded into
Gregory’s office. “Your warehouse staff is not on duty. Your
carrots are gone. And there’s no money in the till!” He wagged his
stumpy tail urgently.


Chapter Three: Without a
Pilot

I thought it was quiet
around here,” said The Gregory. “Maybe our staff has left for the
Annual Carrot Festival.”

“Your shop has no customers.
Nobody is buying your carrots!” said Robes Pierre.

“Not even Gertrude?” asked
Gregory. “She’s my favorite customer.”

“You can hunt for your
customers and employees,” said Robes Pierre. “I have to get our
carrots on the plane to the Festival. Our sales rep is waiting.” He
dashed out the door.

Gregory climbed down from
his platform and loped into the warehouse just as a forklift
operator was delivering a stack of carrot boxes from the meteor
field. In the distance, Gregory saw Robes Pierre bounding along his
favorite trail to the airport.

Gregory asked the forklift
operator, “Have you seen Gertrude? She always buys a bag of carrots
every day.”

The forklift driver said,
“She came out to the field this morning and I gave her one of our
new curly carrots, to taste. She said it was the sweetest carrot
she had ever tasted. I was sure she would come back to buy some,
but I haven’t seen her since.”

Gregory stroked the silky
orange hairs on the back of his right ear thoughtfully, as he
pondered this mystery. He was about to take a bite the one of the
curly carrots, to sample it himself, when his private business
phone rang.

“Orange Forest Rabbit
Carrots, the sweetest carrots ever,” he answered.

“Robes Pierre, here …We have
a problem, Mr. Rabbit,” said Robes Pierre. “Our plane is loaded
with carrots but the pilot has not arrived. We need to find a pilot
in the next ten minutes or our shipment will be too late for the
Annual Carrot Festival.”

“I will be there in five
minutes,” said Gregory as he reached for his motorcycle helmet,
which he had hung on the coat rack beside the warehouse door. In a
pinch, Gregory could pilot a plane. All his planes came with an
extra set of micro-controls specially designed to fit his small
paws.

Piloting a plane was as much
fun as harvesting or selling carrots, but sometimes it meant coming
home late for dinner. That was why he hired pilots. The Annual
Carrot Festival was his biggest sales event of the year. Displaying
his carrots there was worth being home late for dinner.

Gregory pushed the orange
button that opened his private garage. He kicked the orange starter
on his orange motorcycle. He wove between cars, hopped the curb,
and drove on the sidewalk to get around traffic jams. All along the
route to the airport, he handed out free carrots to car drivers and
pedestrians alike. Wherever he passed the air was filled with the
sweet smell of his carrots.

In three minutes he was at
the cargo section of the airport. His plane with the OFR logo on
the tail was rolling towards the runway. The pilot must have
arrived. Gregory felt grateful that he would be home in time for
dinner after all.

Robes Pierre bounded up to
him, wagging his stumpy tail furiously. He lowered his head so he
could look Gregory in the eyes. Gregory leaned over on his
motorcycle seat and petted him between his ears, one brown and one
white.

“What’s happening, Robes
Pierre?” asked Gregory.

Robes Pierre’s neck felt
stiff like a tree trunk.

“Mr. Rabbit, see for
yourself!” said Robes Pierre, wagging his tail even harder. “The
plane is moving on its own, without a pilot.”

“Are you sure?” Gregory
trusted his pet completely, but this time Robes Pierre wasn’t
making sense. “It seems to know what it’s doing. It’s going in a
straight line along the runway.” Gregory knew that Robes Pierre was
an excitable puppy.






Chapter Four: Looking for
Clues

Attention, unauthorized
personnel! Back away from the Orange Forest Rabbit plane!” said a
voice over the loudspeaker. The plane sped onto the runway, cutting
in front of other planes that had been waiting in line.

Maintenance cars chased the
OFR airplane, but it was moving too fast for them to catch
up.

Fire trucks joined the
chase, blaring their sirens. Gregory pulled back the throttle on
his motorcycle and sped towards the plane. He honked his horn. It
tooted “Carrots! Carrots! Carrots for sale!”

He passed the maintenance
vehicles and the fire trucks and drew up side by side with the
plane’s cockpit. Gregory could see for himself that the pilot’s
seat was empty. He pulled his spy periscope out of the side
compartment on his motorcycle and lifted it to his face. He could
see that buttons on the instrument panel were lighting up in the
correct order, and the plane was making proper turns.

Gregory thought about
leaping from his motorcycle onto the wing of the plane, but he
didn’t know how to get inside the plane if he did that, so he
called out, “Are you going to the Carrot Festival?” Nobody
answered. The plane’s nose tilted up and the plane took off into
the air. Then it turned in the wrong direction. It wasn’t going to
the Carrot Festival.

Gregory drove his motorcycle
to the pilots’ lounge and hired another plane. He sent Robes Pierre
to the fields to fill another truck with carrots, and then he
called Mr. Munchy, the man who ran the Annual Carrot Festival, to
say that his carrots would not be there for the opening ceremony.
And he called his sales rep, to let him know the carrots would be
late.

That evening Robes Pierre
kept his nose up all the way home. He knew how each field smelled,
and how each farmer smelled, and how each customer smelled, but his
favorite smells were Gregory’s old robe and Jennifer’s kitchen with
all the spices and herbs. And he hoped that Mrs. Rabbit had saved
him a slice of that wonderful-smelling carrot cake she’d heated up
for breakfast.

“Oh dear, Gregory,” Jennifer
said, showing him the newspaper. “Whoever took your airplane has
your carrots with your name on them. I hope they aren’t going to do
something terrible that will ruin our reputation. Then she gave him
the newspaper and kept reading it over his shoulder, without his
knowing it. She had superb peripheral vision and was able to see
things going on all around her without turning her head.

Robes Pierre brought a plate
of fresh carrot cake to the living room, curled up beside the
rabbits, and began to eat.

“I must look for clues,”
said Gregory while thumping his foot. “People and things
disappearing is my kind of mystery.”

“This mystery is not good
for business,” said Jennifer. “And you love a good profit, more
than a good mystery.”

“That’s true,” said Gregory,
reaching for a chunk of fresh carrot cake. “I must catch that
airplane thief.”

The next day, Gregory hopped
to work instead of taking his motorcycle. He wanted to inspect the
ground closely for clues along the way. Robes Pierre stopped to
sniff every pole and tree. They inspected the carrot fields. Fields
where carrots had grown the day before were now fallow. They
checked the storage house in the middle of the field. It was empty
– not even a box of carrots, or even one farmer. The only things
that looked the same were those little black rocks,
everywhere.

“Maybe the carrots are
already at the warehouse,” said Gregory.

As they started up the hill
to the warehouse Robes Pierre said, “I don’t smell the carrots
here. No carrots. No carrots. No carrots at all.” Something was
missing, and something was different, and something was
wrong.

Gregory opened his warehouse
just like he did every day, unlocking the latch and rolling up the
metal doors. Robes Pierre ran inside like he did every day, wagging
his stumpy tail and flapping his ears, one brown and one white.
Gregory paused at the door, as he always did, to turn on the
overhead lights and admire the stacks and stacks of crates, each
bearing a photo of him biting one of his maximally delicious
carrots.

But, just as Gregory flipped
the light switch, Robes Pierre growled.

“All the carrots are gone!
Somebody stole them.” Robes Pierre dashed madly in circles around
the empty warehouse where the crates should have been.

Only one stack of crates sat
where hundreds of stacks should have been. And that stack was two
crates short of the ceiling.

“Let’s check the inventory
sheets,” said Gregory, trying to remain calm. “Perhaps somebody put
in a big order during the night shift.”

Robes Pierre looked at the
inventory sheets posted on the wall. “Nobody has signed for the
carrots, Mr. Rabbit.”

“Well, let’s check the
register,” suggested Gregory. “Maybe somebody put in the money but
forgot to do the paperwork.”

He opened the drawer and
stroked the silky fur on his right ear. “Nothing here, either. This
is not good for business.”






Chapter Five: The
Trap

I must set the trap,” said
Gregory.

“What trap?” asked Robes
Pierre, suspiciously. He had talked with his master many times
about traps and nothing could change his mind. Traps were
evil.

Stealing was evil, too. But
traps were worse.

“You’re a clever Forest
Rabbit. You can catch a thief without a trap.” Robes Pierre shook
his ears, one brown and one white, to let Gregory know that he
totally disapproved.

“It is a humane trap,”
Gregory tried to assure his pet. “It will only keep the thief
prisoner until I come back to release him. Nobody will be hurt. And
nobody will escape with more of my valuable carrots. The trap will
hang from the ceiling and it will fall only if someone takes a
crate of carrots from the stack. It won’t hurt anyone. It’s just a
box that will hold the thief until I let him out. I must put a stop
to this stealing. “

“I will watch the trap,”
said Robes Pierre. “And if anybody is hurt, I will report you to
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Anybody.”

“That’s very kind-hearted of
you,” said Gregory.

After setting the trap,
Gregory hopped to his favorite part of his warehouse — the little
store where he sold wonderful products made of carrots. He sold
carrot cakes, carrot cookies, carrot stew, dried carrots for
campers and carrot leather for teething babies.

He sold carrot candies, and
mashed carrots, carrot salads and carrot pasta. He sold shirts and
bags and raincoats with his OFR logo emblazoned on each one. “If
it’s carrot, we have it,” he liked to say.

He had just climbed into his
mini-forklift to set up a new display of canned candied carrots,
when he heard a thunk from his warehouse and shouting from Robes
Pierre. Since he didn’t see any customers in his shop, Gregory
hopped out of the store and over to the warehouse. There he saw his
trap sitting on the floor over one crate of delicious OFR carrots
with his picture on the box. Robes Pierre sniffed the
trap.

“I smell somebody inside
that trap,” said Robes Pierre.

“I don’t smell anybody
inside the trap, and I don’t see anybody inside the trap,” said
Gregory. “And both my sense of smell and my sense of sight are
perfectly good.”

“My sense of smell is better
than yours,” said Robes Pierre as he dashed madly around the trap,
sniffing it from all angles. “The thief has carrot breath.” Robes
Pierre sniffed all around the trap. “It’s Gertrude,” he said at
last. “It’s Gertrude, and she’s been eating the curly carrots from
the meteor field.”

“I know you have a superior
sense of smell,” said Gregory. “But I know what Gertrude looks
like, and she’s not in there. Nobody has seen her since yesterday
morning when she ate a curly carrot in the meteor field. I’m in
charge and I am going to re-set the trap.”

“Here we go with the master
and pet thing again. Just because you’re the master doesn’t mean
you know everything. When will you learn to trust my nose?” asked
Robes Pierre.

“I thought you’d be happy
that I’m releasing the trap,” said Gregory.

“You caught the thief. Don’t
let her go.” said Robes Pierre.

“Look,” said Gregory. “If I
leave that box of carrots locked inside the trap, I can’t sell it.
And the trap isn’t doing any good sitting on the floor when it
could be poised to catch a thief. I can’t leave the trap sitting on
the floor just because you think you smell somebody that I can’t
see. And I know the carrots weren’t trying to steal themselves.”
Gregory put his paw on the chain to raise the trap back up to the
ceiling.

“I thought you adopted me so
I could guard your property. What is the use of having my wonderful
nose if you don’t listen to me?”

“I adopted you because I
love you. You followed me home and ran into our house. You played
with me when I came home from work. You are family.”

“If you love me, you should
listen to me.”

“Nonsense. I love you even
when you dig holes around my warehouse.”

“You’ll be sorry,” said
Robes Pierre. “You’d value my nose more if you paid me.”

Robes Pierre often equated
being a pet with slavery, so Gregory ignored him. But he thought,
Robes Pierre is noble and loyal, and a really good dog.

Gregory reached into his
pocket and offered Robes Pierre a carrot. Robes Pierre grabbed the
carrot in his jaws and dashed off to eat the carrot in peace. While
Robes Pierre was busy chewing his carrot, Gregory raised the trap.
Then he told the carrots, “Now you stay and help me catch the
thief.”




Chapter Six: The Flying
Crate

Just as soon as Gregory
turned around, the crate floated in the air, and moved toward the
warehouse door.

“I told you there was
somebody there,” said Robes Pierre, as he held his partly gnawed
carrot firmly under his paw.

Gregory chased the crate,
but it was flying faster than he could run. Even Robes Pierre
couldn’t catch it, running while holding onto his carrot. Soon the
crate of carrots was out the warehouse door and out of
sight.

“I must be hallucinating,”
thought Gregory. But he checked the stack of carrots. It was now
three crates short of the ceiling.

Everything else went
normally at the Carrot Store that day, except that Gregory did not
see his old customers. He missed chatting with them. And he missed
selling them his latest products. He knew if they just tasted his
new carrot cake, all his customers would buy at least one. With
Jennifer’s beautiful new label on the box, they’d probably even buy
two so they could give one for a gift.

At the end of the day, while
cleaning up, Gregory found a piece of curly carrot on the floor. No
carrot should go to waste. He ate it. It tasted different but it
was maximally delicious, as always. But, shortly after he chewed
the last of it, his tummy itched. He lifted up his shirt to
scratch. He looked for a rash. He didn’t see a rash. If fact, he
didn’t see his tummy at all.

There was nothing under his
shirt. He could see right through his body to the short stack of
carrot crates in the warehouse. But even though he couldn’t see his
tummy, it still itched. So he scratched it. He could feel his tummy
with his paw. The scratching felt good. Then he put his shirt down
again. And the itching started again. The itching made him hungry
so he ate another curly carrot.

An old lady came into the
store with a young child. It was Mrs. Covert and her grandson
Timmy. She was short and very fit for her age. Her face always
seemed to have the same satisfied smile. She always had dark
glasses and a silly hat with a solitary flower sticking out of it.
The boy was about seven. He wore a black baseball cap sideways.
They were his first customers of the day.

Only they were spies for his
major competitor, Lucky Dog Carrots. Mrs. Covert carried a big
leather bag under one arm and held a shopping basket with the
other. She wandered around the shop, doing her best to stay out of
Gregory’s sight.

Gregory decided to mop the
floor, which gave him a good excuse to follow Mrs. Covert, and see
what she was spying on. He didn’t really care if she tried to copy
his delicious carrot cake recipe. He knew she’d never guess his
secret ingredient: a pinch of cayenne from his farms in Nigeria.
And no matter what she did, Lucky Dog Carrots would never taste as
delicious as Orange Forest Rabbit Carrots.

Timmy wasn’t looking at
anything for sale in the shop. He kept staring directly at Gregory
who was about to say, “Quit being so rude.” when Timmy shouted.
“Grandma, look, Mr. Rabbit doesn’t have a head.”

Ms. Covert ignored Timmy and
picked up a tin of carrot cookies from the shelf. She shook it. The
cookies barely rattled because Gregory had packed them so well they
could survive being run over by a truck.

Gregory heard what Timmy
said. His tummy had disappeared. Was his head gone now, too? He
touched his head to be sure it was still there. It was. But he
wondered why the boy said that.

Mrs. Covert didn’t seem
concerned. She continued reading the label on the tin of carrot
cookies.

Timmy shouted again,
“Grandma, Mr. Rabbit doesn’t have a head.” This time Timmy pulled
Mrs. Covert’s arm, and she looked up. She took a good look at
Gregory Rabbit. “Burrowers and bodkins!” she shrieked. “You’re
right! He has ears, but no head!” Then she collapsed on the
floor.




Chapter Seven: The
Smelling Salts

Gregory had seen that trick
before. He knew that Mrs. Covert pretended to faint when she was
going to transmit a secret message to her boss at Lucky Dog
Carrots. That seemingly innocent drumming she did with her fingers
was really a secret code.

Gregory rushed to Mrs.
Covert and pulled a vial of smelling salts out of his apron. He
leaned over to place the vial near Mrs. Covert’s nose, but Timmy
grabbed his arm.

“Leave her alone! You scared
her!” Timmy kept shifting his gaze as if trying to look Gregory in
the eyes, but since they were invisible, he couldn’t
focus.

“How did I scare her?”
Gregory demanded.

“Because you don’t have a
head,” said Timmy.

Then Timmy made a fist and
aimed a punch toward the space over Gregory’s collar, where his
head should be. Gregory caught Timmy’s hand and held it fast. “I
demand that you show me proper respect, even if you can’t see my
head.”

“How can I show you respect
if I can’t see you?” asked Timmy, in his brattiest
voice.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Covert’s
hand continued drumming on the hard tile floor.

“For starters, you could let
me offer your grandma my smelling salts. I’m sure it’s not
comfortable for her to lie on my floor like that. It’s still wet
where I mopped it.” Gregory used his sternest voice. He didn’t
really think that Mrs. Covert had fainted. He wanted to stop her
secret transmissions to her boss as soon as possible.

Timmy didn’t move. Gregory
held the smelling salts under Timmy’s nose. Timmy flinched. Gregory
seized the opportunity and bent close to Mrs. Covert. Mrs. Covert
sat up just as Gregory put the smelling salts under her nose. Her
head bumped his.

“Ouch!” they both yelled at
once.

Timmy grabbed Mrs. Covert’s
arm, the one holding the shopping basket, and said, “Let’s
go.”

“Not without paying for
what’s in your basket,” said Gregory.

“Run for it!” shouted Timmy
as he made a somersault and reached the door.

Mrs. Covert ran out the door
still carrying the shopping basket. Gregory was about to give chase
when he saw himself in the mirror behind the counter. He really
didn’t have a head. A car engine roared outside his shop. Mrs.
Covert and Timmy made their escape.

Gregory looked in the mirror
again. His head was gone. He could still feel it with his fingers,
but it was invisible. This was not going to be good for business.
He felt like he was going to faint, and he hated the smell of
smelling salts. So, he opened the medicine cabinet, where he kept
his herbal carrot concoctions, and took out a bottle of
concentrated carrot juice.

He put a few drops under his
tongue. That helped him feel better. After that, Gregory went to
the warehouse. “Robes Pierre, where are you?” he called. “We are
going home.” Robes Pierre appeared at his side, and herded him
towards the warehouse door. “Have you lost your mind? It’s too
early to go home.”

“I haven’t lost it,” said
Gregory. “But it has become invisible. And we don’t have any
customers, unless they have become invisible, too.”

As he was locking the last
door, a powerful hunger came over him. He had to have a carrot
right now! He opened a crate of curly carrots and put a carrot in
his mouth. And another and another. He munched them as fast has his
teeth could bite.

Soon he was itching all
over. He stuffed his pockets with carrots, locked the last lock and
hopped home as quickly as he could, stopping every few hops to
scratch his itches. Gregory knew his wife would have some herbal
salve to stop the itching. Robes Pierre led the way home, stopping
to sniff every tree and pole along the way.




Chapter Eight: Naked and
Invisible

When Gregory arrived home,
he reached up to turn the knob on his door. His paw was gone. He
could see the knob right through where his paw should be. Even
though he couldn’t see his paw, he could feel the doorknob. The
itching all over his body was unbearable. Before he could turn the
knob, he had to give himself a good scratch all over. Robes Pierre
ran around the back of the rabbit hole and let himself in by his
large dog door.

Gregory was a modest forest
rabbit, and he didn’t like to hop around naked. But if he couldn’t
see himself, then nobody else could see him either. He took off all
his clothes right there on Sassafras Hill, in full view of all the
other animals. But he was invisible, so nobody saw him. As soon as
he was naked, the itching stopped. Then he thought how much fun it
would be to sneak up on his wife and hug her.

So, he quietly opened the
door, tiptoed inside, and turned to close the door again. Before
the door even clicked in its latch, he heard his wife call, “Fee!
Fie! Fo! Fun! I smell the scent of my hunny bun bun!” Gregory
laughed because he knew his wife was always glad to smell
him.

He hopped into the kitchen.
His wife had just put down her briefcase on the counter and was
pouring herself a glass of carrot juice. She took a second glass
out of the cabinet to pour one for him. Then she turned around to
give Gregory his glass. “Where are you?” she asked.

“I’m right here, in front of
you,” said Gregory.

“Are you teasing me?” asked
his wife. “I can smell you. And I can hear you. But I can’t see
you.”

“No, I’m not teasing you,”
said Gregory. “I’ve disappeared. Something odd is happening at
work.”

His wife reached for the
sound of his voice and felt his fur. She hugged him. “It will be
okay,” she promised. “I love you whether I can see you or
not.”

Gregory sighed gratefully.
Then he said, “Have you tried your peripheral vision?” I know you
can see things with your peripheral vision that nobody else
notices.”

His wife turned sideways and
moved her gaze intently up and down. At last she said, “You’re
right. With my peripheral vision I can still see the tips of your
cute orange ears.”

That night, after Gregory
had explained to his wife about the trap with nobody in it, and how
Timmy had shouted that he had no head, Jennifer said, “Now we know
where your customers and your carrots went. Your customers are all
invisible like you. And you said that being invisible makes you
extra hungry for carrots, so we know that your customers are eating
more carrots than ever. If they were honest customers instead of
thieves, this would be great for business.”

“I’ve got more than
invisible thieving customers to worry about,” said Gregory. “If
Mrs. Covert figures out how I became invisible, she’ll become an
invisible spy. And then she will learn about the secret ingredient
in my carrot cakes.”

Now Jennifer was concerned.
“Mrs. Covert is sneaky and devious. It doesn’t matter if she steals
your recipe. My advertising campaign will make sure everybody wants
the carrot cake with the OFR logo on it. But she’s a real danger if
she becomes invisible. You’re going to have to figure out how you
got invisible before she does.”

Gregory’s private orange
phone rang. “This is Mr. Munchy, from the Annual Carrot Festival.
Our attendees have been disappearing. They come into the Festival,
but they never leave. Our people counting machine keeps track of
everybody who enters and everybody who leaves so we don’t
accidentally lock people in at night.

We searched the grounds but
we can’t find them. They come in, but they don’t come out. Since
you are one of our valued exhibitors, we want you to know that we
are doing everything in our power to solve this mystery and make
your booth worth your investment.”




Chapter Nine: No Need to
Pay

Gregory checked his watch.
The Carrot Festival was in a later time zone from his warehouse.
They still had two hours until closing time. He said, “I’d like to
propose an experiment. You know nobody can resist my delicious
carrots. Put out a box of them and mark it ‘Free
Carrots.’

Then watch the box carefully
and tell me what happens.”

“You are most generous and
understanding,” said Mr. Munchy. “I hope you’ll return next year to
exhibit at our Festival.” “So do I.” An hour later, Mr. Munchy
called again. “Mr. Rabbit, I think you’d better come here
personally. You are not going to believe what is
happening.”

“I’ll be there first thing
in the morning.” Gregory hung up the phone. He turned to his wife.
“I could fly for free on any airline I want. Nobody could see me.”
“That’s not like you,” said his wife. “You are an honest forest
rabbit. There must be something in those carrots that turns honest
people into thieves.” She patted his silky ears.

“You’re not going to make me
wear itchy clothes, are you?”

“Of course not,” said
Jennifer. ”I’ll fly with you. You can sit next to me. I’ll hand
your ticket to the stewardess. Everything will be fine.”

“What about me?” asked Robes
Pierre.

“You can ride in the coach
section for humans,” said Gregory.

“Those seats are so small.
There’s no room to turn around and settle myself properly,” said
Robes Pierre. “Coach is cheaper than first class,” said Gregory.
“Jennifer and I are riding coach.” “You are small rabbits. I am a
big dog.”

“It’s a short ride. You can
sit up and look out the window.” Robes Pierre whimpered, but
Gregory ignored him. The next morning, Gregory and Jennifer arrived
at the Carrot Festival, accompanied by Robes Pierre. Curly carrots
were walking around by themselves in the middle of the air.
Hundreds of carrots were enjoying the festival, but growing shorter
with every step.

“I can get in for free. I am
invisible, said Gregory.” “We are going to pay for our tickets,”
Jennifer bought two admission tickets. Pet dogs were allowed in
free.

“Where is Mr. Rabbit?” asked
Mr. Munchy. “He is here, next to me,” said Jennifer. “He is
invisible.” “Invisible?” repeated Mr. Munchy raising his thick
eyebrows. Gregory laughed. “What was that?” asked Mr. Munchy. “That
was my husband laughing.”

“I don’t see him,” said Mr.
Munchy. “Of course not,” said Jennifer. “I told you. He’s
invisible.”

“Nothing will surprise me
today,” said Mr. Munchy. “We have a mystery to solve,” said Robes
Pierre. “We can chat later.” “I’ll let Mr. Rabbit in when I see
him,” promised Mr. Munchy. Gregory giggled. It was fun being
invisible. He could have spoken up and let Mr. Munchy know where he
was. But Gregory enjoyed the perplexed look on Mr. Munchy’s face
too much to give himself away. Robes Pierre dashed up to a floating
carrot and began sniffing.

“Hang on to your dog’s
leash,” shouted Mr. Munchy. “I will if I catch up to him,” said
Jennifer. While she was talking with Mr. Munchy, Gregory caught up
with Robes Pierre and took hold of his leash.

“That’s not going to do any
good,” said Robes Pierre. “Nobody can see you, so I still look like
an escaped puppy.” “Don’t worry about that. We have a mystery to
solve.”




Chapter Ten: Carrot
Breath

I smell a lot of carrot
breath here,” said Robes Pierre. “Breath from the curly carrots
that grew in the meteor field.”

“Let’s go look at the OFR
booth.” Gregory led the way.

Jennifer was still talking
with Mr. Munchy. “Use your peripheral vision — you’ll see hundreds
of rabbits and people walking around all munching on
carrots.”

Mr. Munchy tried, but he was
human, and his peripheral vision didn’t let him see any rabbits.
“This is the weirdest day of my life. Floating carrots and
invisible rabbits. What else is next?”

Jennifer had no reply. She
heard a ruckus at the carrot smoothie stand. “Who took that
smoothie? Come back here! You have to pay for it!”

With her peripheral vision,
she saw Gregory carrying the stolen smoothie towards the OFR booth.
Since he wasn’t wearing clothing, he couldn’t carry money in his
pockets. Jennifer ran to the booth and paid the
shopkeeper.

“You should wait your turn.
You can’t just come up here and take a smoothie!”

Jennifer smiled at the man,
and ran after her husband.

At the OFR booth, Gregory
checked the labels on the carrot boxes. Every last one of them was
from the meteor field carrot patch. He picked up the phone on the
OFR booth’s back table and dialed his seaside carrot patch
warehouse.

“This is Gregory. At the
Festival. Please send one hundred boxes of seaside carrots,
pronto.”

The sales rep who was
running the booth tried to take the phone out of invisible paw.
“What is going on?” said the rep. “Come on, telephone. You aren’t
supposed to be off the hook. You aren’t supposed to talk by
yourself.” He tugged again on the phone.

“That’s right,” said
Gregory. “Pronto.” Then he hung up the phone.

“That was strange,” said the
rep. “I must be seeing things”

Just then Mrs. Covert
entered the booth. “Where’s the Orange Forest Rabbit? I demand to
see him and learn what is going on! I followed him here. I saw his
wife. Where is he?” Mrs. Covert was wearing the same flowery hat
she had worn at the store, and carried the same big leather bag.
The side lighting in the booth made her dark glasses glint on the
sides. Mirrors. The dark glasses had built-in rear-view mirrors.
Gregory laughed. He was being spied on by a real spy, wearing real
spy gear.

“At your service,” said
Gregory, making a slight bow, which she couldn’t see.

“Last time, you didn’t have
a head,” she said. “Now you don’t have anything. And you must be
naked, or I’d see your clothing, like I did in your store. You’re
disgusting.”

Timmy ran up to her. “There
you are, Grandma. I found you!” He pulled on her hand. “I want to
go in the fun house. Come with me!”

Timmy’s face was smeared
with pungent warm orange carrot sauce from a dish of carrot ice
cream he was holding.

“That smells delicious,”
said Gregory. “Could I have a taste?”

“Not now,” said Mrs. Covert.
“And certainly not when I can’t see you. We have business to
do.”




Chapter Eleven: I Want to
be Invisible

I don’t see the Orange
Forest Rabbit,” said Timmy, slurping another mouthful of carrot ice
cream. “Exactly. He’s invisible,” said Mrs. Covert. “And he’s
naked.”

“I want to be invisible,”
said Timmy. “Then I could go on all the rides for free.” Timmy
looked around for the Orange Forest Rabbit. He couldn’t see
him.

Gregory laughed, and thereby
gave away his location. Timmy looked for the source of the sound.
“Can you make me invisible? I want to be invisible.”

“I want to be invisible,
too,” said Mrs. Covert in a sweeter voice. “I’ll give a million
dollars if you’ll give me the secret of invisibility. That’s even
more valuable than your secret ingredient in your carrot
cakes.”

“I’ll give you two million
dollars,” said a man who had been listening. “And where do you come
from?” Mrs. Covert was surprised to hear the man talk. The
rear-view mirrors on her glasses had shown her that she was being
followed, but spies usually kept their mouths shut.

“I work for the government,
and our spies need to be invisible,” said the man. “Is that why you
have been following me?” asked Mrs. Covert.

“This secret doesn’t just
make folks invisible,” said Gregory. “It makes them dishonest. Why
even I, the most honest Forest rabbit, tried to get a free ride on
an airplane this morning, just because I’m invisible.”

“I’ll make it three
million,” said Mrs. Covert.

“If you have that much
money, you can give me two dollars for the fun house?” said
Timmy.

Mrs. Covert held out two
dollars. Timmy grabbed it with his sticky carrot-sauce coated
fingers, smearing some on Mrs. Covert’s sleeve. Then he made a few
flips in the air without dropping his ice cream and ran off to the
fun house.

Mrs. Covert licked her
sleeve, enjoying the sweet flavor.

“I’ll make it four million
dollars,” said the government man, pulling out his
checkbook.

Just then Jennifer arrived
at the booth. “The carrots are not for sale,” she said, closing the
curtain at the front of the OFR booth. “We are officially shutting
down this booth until the new shipment of carrots
arrives.”

“The secret is in the
carrots?” said Mrs. Covert and the government man together. “I must
have those carrots.” They both started grabbing carrots and
stuffing them in their mouths as fast as they could
chew.

Soon they were biting
carrots and scratching their itches.

“Is this some sort of
prank?” asked the government man. “It is illegal to play pranks on
the government.”

“Nobody is making you eat
those carrots,” said Jennifer.
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