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On a bright and breezy morning, a cheetah raced across the

golden savanna. Her long slender legs stretched and her

golden fur, covered in small solid black spots, shimmered in

the sun. She loved to run fast and feel the wind in her short

ears. But after a while, she felt a little restless. What could she

do now?
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The cheetah slowed to a stop near a shady tree. Her warm

amber eyes spotted something small and round on the grass. It

was a tortoise, about the size of a dinner plate, with a domed

brown shell patterned with dark hexagonal plates. The tortoise

wore tiny round wire spectacles and a soft blue knitted scarf.

She looked very calm and very old.
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"Hello," said the cheetah, twitching her thin black tear lines.

"I'm fast, but I don't know what to do with a slow afternoon."

The tortoise smiled a gentle, wrinkled smile. "I'm slow," she

said, "and I know exactly what to do. Would you like to learn?"

The cheetah was curious. She nodded and sat down, though

her tail still swished.
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"First," said the tortoise, "we lie down on the soft grass and

look up at the sky." The cheetah flopped down, but her legs

kept twitching. "I feel wiggly," she said. "That's all right," said

the tortoise. "Just watch the clouds. They are fluffy and slow,

like me." The cheetah tried to be still, but it was hard.
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The tortoise pointed a stubby leg at the sky. "Look at that

cloud. It looks like a giant potato wearing a hat." The cheetah

giggled. "It does!" She looked at another cloud. "That one

looks like a running rabbit." "Or a hopping frog," said the

tortoise. "Once, a frog tried to hop to the moon and got stuck

on a cloud. He had to wait for a bird to give him a ride home."
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The cheetah laughed so hard her red neck ribbon bounced.

"Tell another story!" she said. The tortoise squinted through

her spectacles. "See that long cloud? It looks like a snake who

swallowed a kite. He wiggled and wiggled, but the kite string

was stuck in his teeth. So he just floated around, showing off

his kite-tail." The cheetah imagined it and laughed again.
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The cheetah's legs stopped twitching. She lay still and

watched the clouds drift by. "This is nice," she said softly. "I

usually run everywhere. I never noticed how many shapes

clouds can make." The tortoise nodded. "Clouds are like

stories. You just have to be still and patient, and they will show

you something wonderful."
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A big fluffy cloud floated overhead. "That one looks like a

cheetah," said the tortoise. "See the spots?" The cheetah

looked closely. "It does! And it's running after a cloud gazelle."

"Maybe it's running to a cloud party," said the tortoise. "With

cloud cake and cloud lemonade." The cheetah smiled. "I'd like

to go to a cloud party."
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The afternoon grew quiet. A gentle breeze rustled the grass.

The cheetah felt her body relax, from her long legs to her

small rounded head. "I think I understand," she said. "Resting

isn't just stopping. It's like going on a slow adventure with

your imagination." The tortoise's dark eyes twinkled behind

her sleepy lids. "Exactly," she said.
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The tortoise told more funny stories. One cloud looked like a

dancing hippo in a tutu. Another looked like a turtle wearing a

crown. "That's you!" said the cheetah. The tortoise chuckled.

"I've been called a queen of the clouds." They watched the

shapes change and melt into new ones. The cheetah forgot all

about feeling wiggly.
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The sun began to sink lower, painting the sky in soft pink and

gold. The cheetah realized she had been still for a long time. "I

didn't know resting could be so much fun," she said. "I thought

I always had to be moving." The tortoise adjusted her blue

scarf. "Even the fastest runner needs a slow afternoon now

and then."

11



"Will you come back tomorrow?" asked the cheetah. "I would

like that," said the tortoise. "We can watch more clouds and

make up more stories." The cheetah's amber eyes shone. "I'll

be here. And I'll try to be still." She nuzzled the tortoise gently.

"Thank you for showing me how to rest."
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As the cheetah trotted home, she felt calm and happy. Her red

ribbon fluttered, but her heart was peaceful. She had made a

new friend and learned something important. Resting is not

boring. It is a way to let your imagination fly while your body

stays still. She couldn't wait for the next slow afternoon.

13



The next day, the cheetah arrived at the shady tree and found

the tortoise waiting. They lay on the grass and watched the

clouds again. The cheetah pointed at a cloud that looked like a

running cheetah with a tortoise on its back. "That's us!" she

said. "Going on a slow adventure." The tortoise smiled. "The

best kind."
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From that day on, the cheetah learned to balance her fast runs

with quiet rests. She discovered that friendship can grow in

the stillness, and that stories are everywhere if you look up.

The tortoise taught her that rest is valuable. And the cheetah

taught the tortoise that even a slow afternoon can be full of

giggles.
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So if you ever see a cheetah and a tortoise lying on the grass,

looking up at the sky, you'll know they are watching clouds and

telling stories. They are enjoying a peaceful day together, and

they are very happy. Because sometimes the best adventures

are the slow ones, shared with a friend.
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