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Dedication
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Dear Fellow Fuzzballs, Snack Collectors, and Experts in Silliness,

This book is for YOU—the dreamers who build pillow forts, the adventurers who chase after rolling apples, and the snack experts who know that one cookie is never enough.

May your socks always be extra fluffy, your giggles extra loud, and your imagination as wild as a flying sushi roll on a windy day. If things get messy (and they will), just remember: sometimes the best adventures start with a whoops!

Now, grab some snacks (but maybe keep an eye on your slippers—just in case), and let’s get ridiculously silly together!

Happy reading!

—Your Best Fuzzy Friend,
Bimble Fuzzroot (and some grown-up who helped write this)
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Bimble Fuzzroot’s Very Important Introduction
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Bimble Fuzzroot had many talents.

At least, they were pretty sure they did.

The problem was, nobody had ever given them a grand introduction. Heroes in books always had fancy titles. The Great and Powerful. The Brave and Fearless. The Master of Something Super Impressive.

But what was Bimble?

“I need an official introduction!” Bimble announced to Jorby, their best friend. “Something that makes me sound... epic!”

Jorby blinked. “Like what?”

Bimble thought hard. “Something like... Behold! It is I, Bimble Fuzzroot, the Greatest Explorer!”

Jorby nodded. “Okay. Prove it.”
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EXPLORER BIMBLE

Bimble grabbed a map (actually, it was a napkin with squiggles) and set off on an adventure.

They crawled under the table (a deep, dark cave).
They climbed onto the couch (a towering mountain).
They tiptoed through the backyard (a mysterious jungle).
“This is amazing!” Bimble declared. “I truly am a great—”

They tripped over a rug.

THUMP.

Jorby winced. “Ooooh. That was not very ‘great explorer’ of you.”

Bimble groaned from the floor. “Fine. Maybe I’m not that.”

Jorby helped them up. “What’s next?”
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WIZARD BIMBLE

Bimble grabbed a wooden spoon (magic wand) and a bathrobe (wizard cloak). “I shall be known as Bimble the Magnificent!”

Jorby clapped. “Do a spell!”

Bimble took a dramatic stance. “I shall make the laundry... fold itself!”

They waved the spoon.

Nothing happened.

They waved it harder.

Still nothing.

Then—POOF!

A sock flew into Jorby’s face.

Jorby pulled it off slowly. “Wow. Truly magnificent.”

Bimble sighed. “Next idea.”

––––––––
[image: ]


ATHLETE BIMBLE

Bimble put on a sweatband (it was actually a headband from their sister’s drawer) and did a determined stretch.

“I will be... Bimble Fuzzroot, the Champion of Champions!”

Jorby clapped again. “Do a stunt!”

Bimble ran toward a tree branch (goalpost).

They leaped.

They almost grabbed it.

They definitely did not grab it.

Instead, they landed in a bush.

Jorby poked the bush. “How’s the champion doing?”

Bimble’s voice was muffled. “I think I swallowed a leaf.”

Jorby pulled them out. “So, not an athlete either?”

Bimble sighed. “I guess not.”
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JUST BIMBLE

Bimble flopped onto the ground, staring at the sky. “Maybe I don’t have an introduction. Maybe I’m just... Bimble.”

Jorby shrugged. “Yeah. But Bimble is already pretty great.”

Bimble sat up. “Really?”

Jorby grinned. “Yeah! You try ridiculous things. You make weird plans. You once got a pancake stuck to your forehead and called it ‘fashion.’”

Bimble smiled. “That was a good day.”

Jorby nodded. “So maybe you don’t need a fancy introduction. Maybe you just say... Hi. I’m Bimble Fuzzroot.”

Bimble thought for a second.

Then they stood up, took a deep breath, and said proudly:

“Hi. I’m Bimble Fuzzroot.”

And honestly? It sounded perfect.
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The Squeaky Slippers Sneak Attack
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Bimble Fuzzroot had never seen a pair of slippers so perfect.

They were big. They were fluffy. They looked like tiny, cloud-like marshmallow pillows for their feet.

“These,” Bimble declared, “are the slippers of my dreams.”

Jorby, their best friend, squinted. “They look kinda... noisy.”

“Nonsense,” Bimble said, slipping them on.

SQUEAK.

Bimble froze.

Jorby’s ears perked up. “What was that?”

Bimble took another step.

SQUEAK. SQUEAK.

Jorby grinned. “Bimble... I think your feet are quacking.”

Bimble took a deep breath. “It’s fine. I’ll just walk normally.”

They took three steps forward.

SQUEAK. SQUEAK. SQUEAK.

Jorby clutched his belly, howling with laughter.

Bimble groaned. “Okay, okay! They’re a little loud. But I’ll fix it!”
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ATTEMPT #1: THE STEALTHY Ninja Walk

Bimble tried to tiptoe.

They bent their knees. They held their breath. They moved as silently as a shadow in the night.

Squeeeeeeeak.

Jorby snorted. “Stealth level: zero.”
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ATTEMPT #2: THE FAKE Sneeze Trick

If they couldn’t stop the squeak, maybe they could hide it!

So, Bimble tried fake sneezing every time they stepped.

"ACHOO—squeak! ACHOO—squeak! ACHOO—squeak!"

Jorby wiped tears from his eyes. “You sound like a sick duck.”
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ATTEMPT #3: THE SOCK Solution

Maybe extra socks would muffle the sound!

Bimble stuffed six layers of socks into the slippers.

They waddled forward.

SQUEEEEEEAK.

Jorby gasped. “It’s getting LOUDER.”

Bimble groaned. “WHAT ARE THESE SLIPPERS MADE OF—TINY SQUEAK MONSTERS!?”
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ATTEMPT #4: ACCEPTING Their Fate

By the end of the day, Bimble was exhausted.
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