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In the heart of the green forest, where the leaves whispered

secrets to the wind, lived Sammy the sloth. He had lived in the

same tall tree his whole life. His fur was soft tan-brown, and

his face was cream with dark eye patches. He wore a small

woven leaf satchel across his chest. Sammy loved his tree, but

sometimes he wondered about the world beyond.
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One morning, as the sun peeked through the leaves, Sammy

heard a story from a passing butterfly. 'The waterfall on the

other side of the forest is the most beautiful sight in the

world!' she said. Sammy's gentle dark eyes grew wide with

wonder. He had never seen a waterfall. He decided right then:

he would go on a journey to find it.
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Sammy packed his leaf satchel with a few berries and a soft

leaf blanket. He said goodbye to his tree and started his slow,

steady climb down. 'Progress matters more than speed,' he

reminded himself, smiling his slow sleepy smile. The forest

floor was a new world, full of rustling sounds and tiny

creatures. Sammy felt a thrill of excitement.

3



As Sammy moved slowly along a mossy path, a blur of

emerald-green zoomed past. It was Rosie the hummingbird,

her ruby-red throat gleaming. 'Where are you going,

slowpoke?' she chirped. 'To the waterfall,' said Sammy. 'That

will take you forever!' Rosie laughed, and zipped away. But

Sammy just kept moving, one careful step at a time.
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Soon Sammy met Toby the squirrel, wearing his tiny blue

acorn-cap hat. 'I'm off to the waterfall too!' Toby boasted. 'I'll

be there and back before you even reach the edge of the

forest!' He dashed up a tree, his fluffy tail bouncing. Sammy

watched him go, then noticed a tiny cluster of flowers shaped

like stars. 'How lovely,' he whispered.
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Days passed. Sammy climbed over roots and under branches.

Sometimes Rosie zoomed by, calling, 'Still here?' Sometimes

Toby raced past, chattering about how fast he was. But Sammy

was patient. He found a hidden nest of baby mice tucked

under a log. He saw a flower that changed color when the sun

moved. These small wonders filled his heart with joy.

6



One afternoon, Sammy reached a wide stream. He couldn't

swim, and the water looked deep. He sat quietly, thinking.

Then he noticed a fallen branch lying across the water. Slowly

and carefully, he crawled across it. 'Progress matters more

than speed,' he said again, proud of his clever solution.
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On the other side, Sammy found a patch of unusual flowers.

They glowed softly in the shade, like little lanterns. He had

never seen anything like them. He sat and watched as tiny

bees visited each flower. He wished Rosie and Toby could see

this, but they had already rushed ahead. Sammy felt a little

lonely, but also happy.
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That evening, Sammy heard a tiny squeak. A baby rabbit had

lost its way. 'Don't worry,' said Sammy gently. 'I'll help you find

your home.' He moved slowly, letting the rabbit hop beside

him. They searched until they found the rabbit's burrow. The

mother rabbit thanked Sammy with a warm nuzzle. Sammy felt

warm inside.
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The next day, Sammy met Rosie again. She was hovering near

a bush, looking tired. 'I've been flying back and forth so fast, I

missed all the best flowers,' she said. Sammy showed her the

glowing flowers he had found. Rosie's bright black eyes

sparkled. 'They're beautiful! I never noticed them,' she said.

'You see things others miss,' she added.
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Rosie decided to stay with Sammy for a while. 'I'll be your

guide,' she said. 'The waterfall is not far now.' Together they

moved slowly, Rosie zipping ahead and back, but always

waiting for Sammy. She showed him a family of frogs living in

a hollow log. Sammy showed her a caterpillar turning into a

butterfly. They made a good team.
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Finally, they heard a soft rumble. 'The waterfall!' Rosie

chirped. Sammy's heart beat faster. They came to a clearing,

and there it was: a curtain of sparkling water, falling into a

pool that shimmered with rainbows. Sammy had never seen

anything so beautiful. He sat on a smooth stone, his leaf

satchel resting beside him, and simply watched.
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Beside the pool sat a very old tortoise with a mossy domed

shell. 'Welcome, little traveler,' she said, her amber eyes warm.

'I am Grandma Fern. I've watched you take your time and

notice the small wonders. Many rush past and miss them.'

Sammy smiled. 'The journey was as wonderful as the

waterfall,' he said. Grandma Fern nodded. 'Indeed it is.'
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Just then, Toby the squirrel appeared, panting. 'I made it! But I

missed everything along the way,' he said. Sammy showed him

the glowing flowers and told him about the hidden homes.

Toby's dark round eyes grew wide. 'I wish I had slowed down,'

he said. 'Next time, I will,' Toby promised. Rosie chirped in

agreement.
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Grandma Fern gave Sammy a small white flower from her vine

necklace. 'A reminder that slow travelers see the most,' she

said. Sammy thanked her and started his journey home, Rosie

and Toby beside him. This time, they all moved at Sammy's

pace, pointing out wonders to each other. The forest seemed

even more magical than before.
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When Sammy finally reached his tall tree, he climbed up

slowly and settled into his favorite branch. He looked at the

white flower and smiled his slow sleepy smile. He had seen the

waterfall, but more importantly, he had learned that every step

matters. Progress matters more than speed, and the journey

itself is a treasure.
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