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In the heart of the Whispering Woods, where the trees told secrets to the wind and the river sang lullabies to the stones, there lived a little squirrel named Sammy. Sammy was not like the other squirrels in the forest. While his brothers and sisters loved to leap from branch to branch, chattering loudly and gathering the shiniest acorns, Sammy preferred quiet adventures. He would sit for hours beneath the ancient Willow tree at the edge of the clearing, listening to its soft whispers.

The Willow was no ordinary tree. Its long, graceful branches swayed gently even when there was no breeze, and its leaves rustled with stories of long ago. "Patience, little one," the Willow would whisper to Sammy. "The greatest treasures grow slowly, with care and time." Sammy didn't fully understand, but he loved the calm feeling the tree gave him.

One bright spring morning, as the flowers peeked their colorful heads from the earth, a great storm rolled over the Whispering Woods. Thunder boomed like a grumpy bear, and rain poured down in sheets. The animals scurried to their homes. Sammy's family huddled in their cozy nest high in the oak tree. But Sammy remembered a promise he had made to his friend, Bella the Bunny. Bella lived on the other side of the river, and Sammy had promised to bring her some special clover seeds for her garden before the storm hit.

"I have to go!" Sammy squeaked, grabbing his little acorn pouch filled with seeds















d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





