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CHAPTER 1: THE SLEEPIEST SNAIL IN FERNY MEADOW
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In the heart of Ferny Meadow, where moss made carpets and the morning dew smelled like honeysuckle dreams, lived a small, gentle snail named Sly.

He wasn’t the strongest.
He wasn’t the fastest.
He wasn’t the type to zip or zoom or dash.
In fact, he was rarely even awake long enough to finish a full sentence.

“Good morni—”
Snooze.
“Anyone want to play tag—”
Snore.
“Let’s climb the dandelion stalk and see the—”
Zzzzz.
Sly was sweet.
Sly was quiet.
And Sly... was always sleepy.
He wore a tiny moss hat that often slipped down over his eyes, and his shell had a curious swirl that looked like someone had doodled a yawn right into the pattern. Most days, Sly could be found halfway up a mushroom, blinking slowly, or mid-blink beside a flower, already lost to dreamland.

But he never meant to fall asleep.

He just... drifted.

The bees buzzed, the ladybugs laughed, the grasshoppers leapt, and somewhere among them, Sly would softly sigh, curl into himself, and hum a little sleepy tune that only he could hear:

“Slow is a song, not a stop... slow is a way I don’t drop...”

Then — gone again.

“Why does Sly nap so much?” asked a striped beetle named Tug, loudly. Tug liked to pretend he was in charge, even when he wasn’t. “He’s the laziest bug in all of Ferny!”

“He’s not lazy,” Merri the ladybug replied gently, fluttering down from her daisy perch. “He just thinks in dreams.”

“Thinks in dreams?” Tug scoffed. “What kind of nonsense is that? You can’t win a race by dreaming.”

“We’re not racing,” Merri pointed out.

Tug flexed his shiny legs. “Not yet, but we will. The Great Garden Race is coming. And I’m going to be the winner — again.”

At the edge of the clover path, Sly yawned behind a blade of grass, blinking one eye open. “There’s a race?” he mumbled sleepily.

“A big one!” Merri said, zipping to his side. “Next week! All through the garden paths, past the stream pebble bridge, and around the blackberry root loop.”

Sly’s antennae perked slightly. “Sounds... long.”

Tug rolled his eyes. “It’s for creatures who can move, snail boy.”

Merri gave him a sharp look. “That’s not fair. Sly moves just fine.”

“Sure,” Tug smirked. “He just takes all season to do it.”

“I don’t take that long,” Sly murmured, but his voice was already softer, slower.

Merri leaned closer. “You okay, Sly?”

He nodded. Then shook his head. “I dunno. I dreamed I was a balloon last night. Floating over all of Ferny Meadow. Everyone waved up at me.”

“That sounds like a nice dream,” Merri smiled.

“It was,” Sly whispered. “I wasn’t slow at all. I just... was. Floating. Like I had somewhere to be, but no rush to get there.”

“That’s how dreams work sometimes,” Merri said softly.

Tug snorted. “Dreams don’t win ribbons.”

Sly’s shell drooped a little. He didn’t want to be fast. But... sometimes he did want to feel like he was part of something. Like he could try, even if he wasn’t shiny or sprinty.

Later that day, they all played hide-and-seek near the turnip patch.

“Ready or not!” shouted Buzzel the bee, zipping through petals and buzzing with delight.

Sly tried to find a place to hide behind a beet leaf.

He tucked into the shadows, curled up...

And fell asleep.

Again.

When the others found him, Buzzel laughed, “There he is! The champion of nap-and-seek!”

Sly blinked slowly, embarrassed. “I was gonna count to ten...”

“You counted sheep instead,” Tug joked.

Merri nudged him gently. “He’s just Sly. That’s all.”

But Sly didn’t want to be just Sly anymore.

That night, under a sky dotted with stars like tiny flower buds waiting to bloom, Sly curled into his moss bed and looked up at the moon.

“Maybe I don’t have to win,” he whispered to himself. “But maybe... I could try.”

The moon didn’t answer, of course.

But the breeze did.

It rustled the leaves softly and carried a sleepy scent of chamomile and courage.

And somewhere inside Sly’s shell, a wish stirred.

Not loud.

Not big.

Just... warm.

A little hum echoed in his head:

“Slow is not nothing... it’s just a different kind of go...”

Then, as always, he closed his eyes...

And dreamed.

In his dream, Sly wasn’t small.

He wasn’t slow.

And he certainly wasn’t sleepy.

He was sailing—yes, sailing!—across a ribbon of blue light that flowed through the middle of Ferny Meadow like a dream river only snails could see. His shell gleamed like polished moonstone. His eyes sparkled with something strange and exciting.

Wide-awake wonder.

As he drifted through the dream, other creatures appeared along the path—some familiar, some not.

“Where are you going?” Merri asked, fluttering beside him.

“I don’t know,” Sly answered.

“But you’re still going,” she said, smiling.

He was.

And it felt good.

Then Tug appeared, bounding ahead with his usual click-clack sprint. “Bet you’ll never catch me, sleepyhead!”

Sly didn’t answer this time.

He just hummed.

That same little tune that always came to him when his eyes grew heavy:

“Slow is a song, not a stop...”

He floated through puddles of starlight, past towering daffodils with eyes, past blades of grass that bent to wave at him, past mushroom caps that glowed from within.

And just as he turned toward the place where the sky and the dirt seemed to touch—

He heard it.

A voice.

Soft, deep, and wrapped in rhyme.

The voice of The Old Oak.

“You carry dreams in silken pace,
No need to match another’s race.
If steady hearts are what you show,
Then every step’s a way to grow.”
Sly blinked.

The oak’s voice seemed to ring not around him, but through him.

Like it wasn’t advice.

It was a reminder.

He whispered back, unsure why: “But what if I don’t finish things?”

The leaves around the old oak shimmered, and the branches swayed as though they were nodding.

“Some start in leaps. Some start in stills.
Not all run on the same strong wills.
It’s not the speed your journey takes—
It’s that you try, and what it wakes.”
Sly felt something flutter deep inside his chest.

Not panic.

Not tiredness.

Something new.

Like a yawn with wings.

He reached out toward the tree, but as he did—

CRACK!

A twig snapped.

A bee zipped.

And suddenly—

“WAKE UP, SLY!” shouted Buzzel, zooming inches above his shell.

Sly jerked upright, blinking fast.

The garden sunlight was warm, golden, dancing through the tall reeds.

Merri hovered nearby, her wings dusted in early pollen. “You slept through breakfast,” she said sweetly. “Again.”

Sly rubbed one eye with a slow antenna. “I was... I was flying.”

“You? Flying?” Buzzel laughed, looping upside down in the air.

“Not really,” Sly mumbled. “In a dream. I was gliding on light and listening to a talking tree.”

“Sounds like one of your usual head-in-the-clouds naps,” Tug said as he passed by, muscles flexing, voice smug. “Bet you won’t even wake up in time to watch the Garden Race.”

Sly flinched.

Merri gave him a soft nudge. “Don’t let Tug get in your shell.”

He tried to smile, but the words stung.

Not because they were loud or mean.

But because maybe, maybe... they were right.

After all, he did sleep through a lot.

He’d missed most of last week’s petal parade. He'd snoozed through the song circle. He’d even managed to nap during a rainstorm—which all the bugs said was “the most exciting puddle-splashing weather in years!”

Sometimes, he wondered what it might feel like to stay awake long enough to try something that mattered.

Something that... proved he could.

That evening, the poster for the Garden Race was plastered to the side of a smooth bark stump. Painted with berry juice and beetle ink, it read:

THE GREAT GARDEN RACE!
Saturday Morning!
Everyone’s Invited!
Winner Gets a Shiny Acorn Medal!
Sly stared at the poster.

Tug walked by and stopped beside him.

“You thinking about entering?” he smirked.

Sly blinked. “I dunno.”

“You fall asleep standing still,” Tug snorted. “Pretty sure you’d doze off before the first turn.”

Sly felt his cheeks warm.

Then, as if on cue, Merri landed on his shell.

“You could do it, Sly.”

He looked up at her, uncertain.

“I mean it,” she said. “You don’t have to be fast. You just have to... keep going.”

He looked back at the poster.

A shiny acorn medal wasn’t what he wanted.

He didn’t care about winning.

But something inside him whispered again—
that same flutter from his dream—
“Maybe I don’t have to win... maybe I just have to try.”

That night, as moonlight pooled in dewdrops and the crickets tuned their legs like sleepy violins, Sly sat by the edge of his moss bed and whispered to the dark:

“I’m going to try to stay awake tomorrow. Just long enough to decide.”

The breeze kissed his shell.

And the stars seemed to lean in just a little closer.

And in the hush before dreams, the voice of the Old Oak returned, quieter now, but still strong:

“Even sleepy snails can rise,
if they chase the light behind their eyes.”
Sly smiled.

And this time...

He chose to sleep.

Not drifted.

Not dropped.

Chose.

Because tomorrow... just maybe... he’d start something big.

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





