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  Sammy Slow-Poke


Sammy Slow-Poke was a tortoise who loved sleeping almost as much as he loved eating lettuce. 
In fact, if Sammy had been asked to choose between a nap in the sunshine or a giant crunchy lettuce, he probably would have needed another nap just to think about it.
Every morning, while the rest of the farmyard slowly came to life beneath the golden sunrise, Sammy could usually be found curled up in the vegetable patch with his head resting sleepily on the soil.
The farm was always busy long before Sammy properly opened his eyes.
The hens clucked noisily near the barn.
The bees buzzed busily from flower to flower.
Birds chirped cheerful songs from the trees.
And somewhere along the lane came the familiar clip-clop… clip-clop… clip-clop of Dusty the Donkey trotting past in his shiny silver shoes while pulling Mr. Green’s vegetable cart toward the village.
But Sammy hardly noticed any of it.
Most mornings, he simply stretched one sleepy leg out from beneath the lettuces, gave a long yawn, and rolled over again.
Crunch.
Chew.
Yawn.
Nap.
That was Sammy’s daily routine.
He munched lettuce.
He slept.
Then he woke up just long enough to eat more lettuce before having another nap.
The other animals on the farm simply could not understand how one tortoise could possibly sleep so much.
“Honestly, Sammy,” chirped Willie Wagtail one sunny morning as he bounced along the old wooden red fence post, flicking his tail feathers excitedly, “you’re going to sleep your whole life away!”
Willie tilted his little head in disbelief.
“The sunrise was beautiful this morning! The clouds looked like pink marshmallows floating across the sky!”
Sammy blinked one eye open.
“Mm, sounds lovely,” he mumbled sleepily.
Then he yawned again.
“And miss all the best flowers!” buzzed Buzz the Honeybee as he zipped excitedly through the lavender bushes nearby.
“I found new buttercups growing near the stream this morning! And the daisies are finally blooming beside the meadow!”
Buzz flew in excited circles around Sammy’s head.
But Sammy barely moved.
“Mm, maybe later,” he muttered.
“And all the important work!” clucked Henrietta Hen sternly as she scratched the soil beside the cabbages.
Henrietta puffed out her feathers proudly.
“Some of us have chores to do, you know.”
Sammy slowly lifted his head just enough to look at her.
“Work sounds exhausting,” he sighed.
Then he rested his chin back onto the ground.
Nearby, a grasshopper nearly fell over laughing.
Even the breeze seemed to giggle through the lettuces.
But Sammy simply blinked slowly with sleepy eyes.
“Maybe tomorrow,” he mumbled once more.
And within moments he was snoring again beneath the warm morning sunshine.
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  Missing Out


Nearby, Lenny the Lizard basked proudly on his favourite warm rock in the vegetable patch. 
He had been lying there for almost an hour soaking up the sunshine and watching the busy farmyard with bright curious eyes.
Beside him, Colin the Chameleon clung carefully to the old wooden garden fence.
As Colin slowly moved along the fence rails, his colours shifted and changed around him.
First leafy green.
Then dusty brown.
Then a patchy reddish colour that matched the peeling paint on the old fence perfectly.
Colin grinned proudly.
“I’m nearly invisible today,” he whispered.
“You’re showing off again,” Lenny laughed.
Colin chuckled and changed bright green once more just to impress him.
The two friends watched Sammy lying half asleep beneath the lettuces with his eyes barely open.
“You know, Sammy,” Colin said with a grin, curling his tail around the fence post, “there’s a whole different world once the sun begins to set.”
Sammy barely lifted his head from the soil.
“Mm, sounds tiring.”
Lenny burst out laughing so suddenly he nearly slipped off his warm rock.
“Tiring?” he said. “That’s because you’ve never stayed awake long enough to see it!”
Sammy gave a slow blink.
“What’s so special about night time anyway?”
Colin’s eyes widened excitedly.
“Oh, everything!”
He climbed farther up the fence as he spoke.
“The crickets sing from the grass.”
“The moon turns the meadow silver,” added Lenny.
“The fireflies light up the vegetable patch,” Colin continued excitedly.
“And sometimes the owls glide right over the fields without making a single sound,” Lenny whispered dramatically.
Sammy yawned loudly halfway through the conversation.
“I think I’d rather sleep.”
Colin sighed playfully.
“You really don’t know what you’re missing.”
Nearby, Buzz the Honeybee buzzed past carrying pollen on his fuzzy little legs.
“He’s missing everything,” Buzz called out.
Even Willie Wagtail shook his head from the fence post.
“One day,” Willie chirped, “Sammy Slow-Poke is going to wake up and realise the world is full of wonderful things.”
Sammy smiled sleepily without even opening his eyes.
“Mm, maybe tomorrow.”
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  Slow-Poke Snores


Not far away, Violet the Cow wandered happily through the meadow humming one of her cheerful little tunes to herself. 
The pink ribbon around her neck bounced gently as the silver bell beneath it jingled merrily with every step she took.
“BING! BONG! BANG!” Violet sang brightly as she trotted through the wildflowers.
Nearby, Percy Pig danced excitedly in circles through the grass, kicking up tiny bits of dirt behind him.
Sometimes Percy spun so quickly he became dizzy and toppled sideways into the daisies, making Violet laugh even harder.
Musical notes seemed to float through the warm afternoon air while butterflies fluttered above the buttercups and bees buzzed lazily between the flowers.
The whole meadow was alive with life and laughter.
Even the breeze seemed to dance along with Violet’s happy singing.
But Sammy slept through all of it.
Curled beneath the lettuces in the vegetable patch, he snored louder than ever.
Snore.
Snort.
Snore.
A tiny line of ants even marched right across Sammy’s shell without him feeling a thing.
That afternoon, fluffy white clouds drifted slowly across the bright blue sky while the warm sunshine stretched across the rolling countryside hills.
The farmyard was busier than ever.
Dusty the Donkey clip-clopped along the lane in his shiny silver shoes, pulling Mr. Green’s wooden vegetable cart carefully back towards the barn.
But Sammy slept right through it.
He slept through Violet’s cheerful musical meadow parade.
He slept through Percy accidentally sliding into a muddy puddle while trying to dance backwards.
And he even slept through Lenny the Lizard accidentally startling Colin the Chameleon by sneezing loudly beside the fence.
“ACHOOOO!”
Colin nearly leapt off the wooden fence in surprise.
Before he could stop himself, his entire body suddenly turned bright pink from nose to tail.
Lenny burst into laughter so hard he rolled sideways off his warm rock and landed in the grass.
“You look like a strawberry!” he laughed.
Colin stared down at himself in horror.
“I do not!”
But unfortunately, he really did.
Even Willie Wagtail chirped with laughter from the fence post.
Meanwhile, Sammy simply rolled over beneath the lettuces and continued snoring peacefully, completely unaware of everything he was missing.
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  The Sun Goes to Sleep


And before Sammy knew it, the sun had disappeared behind the rolling hills. 
The bright golden afternoon slowly faded into soft shades of blue and silver as evening settled gently across the countryside.
Long shadows stretched over the meadow.
The vegetable patch grew dark and quiet.
A cool breeze rustled softly through the lettuce leaves, making them wobble gently above Sammy’s shell.
For the very first time that day, Sammy’s sleepy eyes slowly blinked open.
He lifted his head lazily and looked around in confusion.
“Oh dear,” he muttered. “Where is everybody?”
The farm felt completely different now.
Gone were the cheerful sounds of buzzing bees and singing birds.
Gone was Violet’s happy music drifting through the meadow.
Gone was the noisy clucking from the hens near the barn.
Everything felt still.
And strangely peaceful.
The birds had settled quietly into their nests beneath the barn roof and inside the old oak tree.
The butterflies had disappeared.
The flowers had slowly folded their petals closed for the evening.
Even the breeze seemed softer now, whispering gently through the grass instead of dancing wildly through the meadow.
Above the countryside, the moon shone softly like a glowing silver lantern hanging in the night sky.
Tiny stars began twinkling overhead one by one.
Sammy slowly crawled out from beneath the lettuces and looked around the darkened vegetable patch.
The pumpkins looked enormous in the moonlight.
The rows of peas cast long wiggly shadows across the soil.
And the old
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