
  [image: Book cover: Clover the garden snail, wearing a tiny dewdrop clover charm, rests on a sunlit leaf beside her friends Zinnia the ladybug, Pip the cricket, and Rusty the beetle, in a marigold garden at golden hour. Title: Clover and the Great Garden Race, by Erin Wrenholm.]


  [image: Title page. Clover and the Great Garden Race. A little snail, a sudden storm, and a race that turned into something better. By Erin Wrenholm, Little Lantern Grove.]
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  [image: Dedication page. For everyone who has ever been the last one there, and noticed something wonderful along the way.]


  [image: Story text: In a sunny garden lived a little snail named Clover, with a spiral shell the color of moss and cream, and one small clover-leaf marking all her own. Clover loved the little things, the dew on a petal, the neat trails of ants, the way morning light caught a spiderweb. She was always the last one to arrive anywhere. That was simply how it was.]


  [image: Illustration: Clover the snail moves slowly along a sunny garden path, admiring a dewdrop on a leaf and a line of ants, while her friends Zinnia, Pip, and Rusty chat together further ahead.]


  [image: Story text: One morning, a banner of marigold petals appeared strung between the stems: THE GREAT GARDEN RACE! First to reach the old sundial at the far end of the garden would get there first. Zinnia's wings buzzed, Pip's legs twitched, and Rusty puffed out his copper shell with pride. The whole garden hummed with excitement.]


  [image: Illustration: A cheerful marigold-petal banner is strung between garden stems as Zinnia the ladybug, Pip the cricket, and Rusty the beetle gather excitedly, with Clover the snail watching calmly nearby.]


  [image: Story text: At the signal, Zinnia's wings blurred, Pip's legs sprang, and Rusty's little legs scuttled in a bright coppery streak. They were gone in a heartbeat. See you at the sundial, Clover! one of them called back, already half-turned away, not unkindly, just without thinking.]
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For everyone who has ever been the last one
there — and noticed something wonderful
along the way.
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In a sunny garden lived a little snail named
Clover, with a spiral shell the color of moss
and cream, and one small clover-leaf
marking all her own.

Clover loved the little things — the dew on
a petal, the neat trails of ants, the way
morning light caught a spiderweb. She was
always the last one to arrive anywhere.
That was simply how it was.
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One morning, a banner of marigold petals
appeared strung between the stems: THE
GREAT GARDEN RACE! First to reach

the old sundial at the far end of the garden
would get there first.

Zinnia’s wings buzzed, Pip’s legs twitched,
and Rusty puffed out his copper shell with
pride. The whole garden hummed with
excitement.
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At the signal, Zinnia’s wings blurred, Pip’s

legs sprang, and Rusty’s little legs scuttled

in a bright coppery streak. They were gone
in a heartbeat.

“See you at the sundial, Clover!” one of
them called back, already half-turned away
— not unkindly, just without thinking.
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Clover and the
Great Garden
Race

A little snail, a sudden storm, and a race that turned into
something better.

Erin Wrenholm
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