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Chapter 1 – The Daydreaming Crocodile
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The swamp was buzzing with the usual sounds—frogs croaking in harmony, dragonflies zipping across the water, and parrots shouting nonsense from the trees. But one crocodile was not paying attention to any of it.

Crispin the Crocodile was lying on his back in the warm, muddy water, staring at the sky. His long tail floated lazily behind him, and his big snout stuck up like a little green island. His eyes were fixed on the fluffy white clouds drifting across the blue.

“Ahhh...” Crispin sighed dramatically, “Look at that one! It’s shaped like a mountain! A snowy, sparkly, chilly mountain!”

From a branch above, Luma the Toucan tilted her colourful beak and rolled her eyes.
“Snowy, sparkly, chilly mountain? Crispin, you’ve been staring at clouds again. Clouds are just clouds. They’re made of water, not ice cream.”
Crispin gasped and sat up, splashing water everywhere. “Not ice cream, Luma! Snow! You know, that white stuff that falls from the sky in faraway places! I read about it in Old Turtle’s weather book.”

On the muddy bank nearby, Poko the Baby Turtle slowly dragged himself closer, carrying his tiny backpack that looked almost as big as he was. He blinked his wide, patient eyes.
“Snow?” he said softly, his words always coming out like he was chewing them carefully. “Isn’t that... the cold version of water?”
“Yes! Yes, exactly!” Crispin’s eyes lit up like fireflies. “But it’s more than that! It’s magical. It’s soft. You can build things out of it. You can throw it at your friends’ faces—playfully, of course. And best of all... it sparkles!”

Luma flapped her wings dramatically. “Sparkles? You sound like a crocodile who wants to join the parrots’ circus.” She hopped down to the muddy bank, landing with a squawk. “Why do you even care about snow? You’ve got mud. Warm, gooey, wonderful mud. Perfect for rolling, sliding, and getting stuck in.”

Crispin stretched his long green body and puffed out his chest proudly. “Because, Luma, I want to see the world! I’ve swum through the swamp, climbed over logs, and eaten way too many dragon fruit pies. But snow... snow is something I’ve never seen. And I want to be the first crocodile in history to touch it with my claws!”

Poko tilted his head, thinking hard. Then he slowly unzipped his tiny backpack and pulled out a spoon. He examined it, then put it back in. Then he pulled out a crumbled cookie, nibbled it, and said, “I’ve never seen snow either. If it sparkles... I think I’d like it.”

Crispin slapped the water with his tail so hard that Luma nearly toppled over. “Exactly! See, Poko gets it. We should go see snow! All of us! Together!”

Luma’s beak fell open. “Wait... wait just one feather-plucking minute. You’re not saying what I think you’re saying.”

Crispin leapt onto the muddy bank, his scaly skin glistening in the sun. He raised his claws like a hero in a jungle story.
“I, Crispin the Crocodile, declare that I will go on a great journey to find the snowy mountains!”
A parrot in the trees squawked back, “Find the snowy mountains! Find the snowy mountains!” as if making fun of him.

Luma fluffed her feathers and paced back and forth. “Crocodiles don’t belong in snow. Your tail will freeze. Your teeth will chatter so loud the bears will hear you. And don’t even get me started on your slippery feet!”

But Crispin just grinned his wide crocodile grin, showing off every tooth he had. “That’s part of the adventure!”

Poko slowly raised his little flipper. “Um... if you’re really going, then... maybe I could come? I have things in my backpack. Useful things.” He opened the backpack again, revealing a marble, a string, a wooden button, and a wrinkly piece of paper that might have been a map... or maybe just a sandwich wrapper.

Luma peered inside and groaned. “That’s not useful. That’s... that’s just turtle junk.”

But Crispin clapped his claws together joyfully. “Junk? No, no, no. That’s treasure! Every great adventurer needs a bag of mysterious treasures. Right, Poko?”

Poko blushed under his shell and nodded. “Right.”

Luma shook her head, but a tiny smile tugged at her beak. She secretly loved adventures, even if she pretended to be annoyed.
“Fine,” she sighed. “But if we’re actually doing this, we need a plan. And maps. And snacks. Lots of snacks.”
Crispin’s tail wiggled with excitement. “Yes! Yes! A plan! And then we’ll march straight from the swamp to the snow!”

The parrots overhead cheered, “To the snow! To the snow!” and the frogs croaked along like a silly choir.

Poko slowly tugged at Crispin’s leg. “But... Crispin... where do we even start?”

Crispin froze. He hadn’t thought about that. He blinked, then looked up at Luma hopefully.
“Uh... Luma?”
Luma sighed, shaking her bright feathers. “I knew it. You don’t even know where snow is, do you?”

Crispin scratched his head sheepishly. “Well... I know it’s... not here.”

Luma groaned so loudly that the parrots mimicked her. “Groooaaan!”

But as she hopped back onto her favourite branch, she looked out toward the horizon. Far, far away, she could see faint blue shapes rising above the jungle. Mountains.

She narrowed her eyes and whispered, “Snow...”

Poko looked up at her. “What did you say?”

Luma snapped out of her thought. “Nothing! I just said... um... let’s not waste time. We need to pack. If Crispin’s really dragging us on this crocodile-crazy adventure, then we’d better do it properly.”

Crispin’s grin spread wider than ever. He stomped around the swamp, announcing to everyone:
“Get ready, swamp friends! Crispin the Crocodile is going to see snow!”
The parrots squawked back. The frogs croaked their approval. Even the dragonflies seemed to buzz a little louder.

For the first time in his life, Crispin felt like the world was bigger than just mud and water. And he was determined—no matter how silly it sounded—that he would find the snow.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – A Plan is Hatched
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The swamp was never quiet, but that night it seemed especially noisy. Frogs were croaking, parrots were gossiping in the trees, and mosquitoes buzzed like tiny alarm bells. Yet in the middle of it all, Crispin the Crocodile sat perfectly still, his claws pressed together as if he were a great thinker.

“Plans, plans, plans...” he muttered to himself. “Every great adventure begins with a plan!”

On a low branch above him, Luma the Toucan tucked her beak under her wing and tried to ignore him. “Every great adventure also begins with a nap,” she grumbled. “And you’re ruining mine.”

But Crispin was too excited to stop. He leapt out of the water with a big splash, sending a wave across the mud bank where Poko the Baby Turtle was unpacking and repacking his tiny backpack for the fiftieth time.

“Oops! Sorry, Poko!” Crispin said, shaking mud from his claws. “Did I splash your treasures?”

Poko looked down at his backpack, which was now dotted with swampy water. “It’s... okay,” he said softly. He pulled out a soggy cookie, sighed, and ate it anyway.

Luma groaned. “Ugh, you two. If you’re serious about leaving the swamp, we need real supplies. Not just swamp junk and crocodile daydreams.”

Crispin puffed out his chest. “I’m serious! We need food, a map, a boat, and—” He paused dramatically, lowering his voice. “Courage.”

Poko’s eyes widened. “I have... courage,” he whispered. He opened his backpack again, rummaged around, and pulled out... a rubber band. He stretched it carefully, then let it snap. “See? Courage.”

Luma nearly fell off her branch laughing. “Poko, that’s not courage. That’s stationery!”

Crispin, however, nodded solemnly. “No, Luma. That’s bravery in action. The rubber band of destiny.”

Poko beamed, proud of himself.

Luma shook her head and fluttered down to join them. “Fine, fine. If you two are determined to march into the unknown, then you’ll need my help. Because unlike some scaly dreamers, I actually know where we’re going.”

Crispin’s jaw dropped. “You do?”

Luma spread her wings wide and tapped her beak proudly. “Of course I do. From the tallest trees, I can see the mountains far away. And do you know what’s on mountains?”

Crispin gasped. “Snow?”

“Exactly.”

Crispin spun in circles, his tail whipping mud everywhere. “Hooray! The snowy mountains are real! We’re going to see them! We’re going to—” WHACK! His tail smacked into a log and sent three surprised frogs tumbling into the water.

“Ribbit! Ribbit!” they complained, splashing back.

“Sorry!” Crispin called after them, then turned back to Luma. “So... how do we get there?”

Luma pulled a rolled-up piece of bark paper from beneath her wing. It was covered with squiggly lines, dots, and something that looked suspiciously like a spilled berry stain.

“This,” she announced, “is my map.”

Poko squinted at it. “It looks like... a messy pancake.”

Luma squawked indignantly. “It is not a pancake
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