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​The Singing Snail
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In the heart of the great green wood, where trees whispered and streams chattered, there lived a very small snail named Saffy. She had a smooth, shiny shell and a heart full of music.

Every morning, when the dew sparkled on the leaves, Saffy would hum to herself—little tunes that rose like bubbles and drifted away on the breeze. She sang when she slid along mossy rocks, when she curled up to rest in the shade, and even when raindrops pattered on her back.

One day, she heard a wondrous sound. The woodland choir was rehearsing.

High in the branches, the robins trilled. In the reeds by the river, frogs croaked in deep bass notes. A family of mice squeaked cheerful harmonies, and even the badgers thumped their paws in rhythm.

Saffy’s heart leapt.

“Oh, how I long to join the woodland choir!” she whispered.

So she slid forward and said in her gentlest voice, “Excuse me... could I sing with you?”

The birds stopped fluttering. The frogs stopped croaking. The mice tilted their heads. Then—giggles.

“A snail?” laughed the fox, who’d been lounging nearby. “With a voice smaller than a pebble’s shadow?”

“You’d never be heard,” chirped a sparrow.

“You’ll only slow us down,” added the frogs.

Poor Saffy shrank into her shell, her cheeks burning. She turned to go. But then she took a deep breath.

“I may be small,” she said, “but I do have a song. And every voice, no matter how tiny, can matter.”

The choir had already gone back to singing, too busy to listen. So Saffy left, her heart a little heavy. Still, she sang to herself as she travelled through the forest.

Days passed, and summer storms rolled in. One evening, dark clouds smothered the sky. Lightning cracked, thunder rumbled, and the animals gathered nervously in the clearing.

“How will we stay calm?” squeaked the mice.

“The storm is too wild!” croaked the frogs.

Even the fox tucked his tail beneath him.

The woodland choir tried to sing, but the thunder drowned them out. The birds’ notes were whipped away by the wind. The frogs’ croaks rumbled uselessly against the storm’s growl.

Then, from the edge of the clearing, came a different sound. A soft, steady tune—like raindrops falling gently on leaves. It was Saffy.
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