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In a cozy cove of ice and snow, where the sea hums a soft
lullaby, lived a small penguin named Pip. Pip had sky-blue eyes
that sparkled with wonder, a red scarf with cream stripes, and
one funny white feather tuft on top of his head. Every evening,
when the sky turned pink and purple, Pip waddled to the edge
of the ice to watch the stars twinkle on.
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One frosty morning, while exploring a snowbank, Pip found
something strange. It was a small brass clock on a brown
leather strap, with tiny hands and a glass face that glowed.
When Pip held it close, the clock ticked softly, like a secret
heartbeat. He hung it around his neck and felt a happy shiver.
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That night, Pip curled up in his snowy burrow. The dream
clock ticked gently beside him. When he woke, the clock's little
hands pointed to pictures that floated inside the glass: a slide
made of ice, a sky full of fish, and a friendly snowman. 'It saves

my dreams!' Pip chirped, amazed. Every night, the clock
recorded what he saw while he slept.
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For many nights, Pip's dreams were full of fun: riding a whale,
dancing with snowflakes, and sliding down a rainbow. Each
morning, he would check the clock and smile at the tiny
scenes. But one night, something different happened. Pip
dreamed of a dark, swirling sea, and a shape that loomed and

growled. He woke with a gasp, his heart beating fast.
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The next night, the same dream came back. The dark sea

churned, and the shape grew bigger, with glowing eyes and a
deep, grumbly voice. Pip woke up shaking, his flippers cold
with fear. He didn't want to sleep anymore. The dream clock
saved the scary dream, and every time Pip peeked at it, he felt
a knot in his tummy:.




Pip tried to stay awake, but his eyes grew heavy. He worried
about the dream all day. He couldn't enjoy sliding on the ice or
watching the snowflakes fall. His friend, a seal named Mira,
noticed Pip's sad face. Mira had soft silver-grey fur with
darker speckles, warm dark-brown eyes, and a pink shell
tucked behind one ear. She carried a woven seaweed-green
satchel with a shell clasp.



‘What's wrong, Pip?' Mira asked gently. Pip showed her the
dream clock and told her about the scary dream. 'It comes
every night,' he whispered. 'I don't know what to do.' Mira
smiled kindly. 'Dreams can show us hidden feelings,' she said.
'‘Maybe your dream is trying to tell you something.'
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Mira invited Pip to her cozy cave, where a warm fire crackled.
They sat on soft moss, and Mira opened her satchel. Inside
were shiny pebbles and a little shell that hummed. 'Tell me
about the dream,' she said. Pip described the dark sea and the
growling shape. As he spoke, his words came out wobbly and

fast.




Mira listened patiently. 'That growly shape,' she said, 'maybe
it's your worry. Have you felt worried about something?' Pip
thought. He remembered how he sometimes felt small in the
big ocean, and how he missed his family when they swam far
away. He hadn't told anyone. 'I think I've been scared,' Pip
admitted quietly.




Mira nodded. 'It's okay to feel scared,' she said. "When we talk
about our feelings, they get smaller and friendlier.' She gave
Pip a warm hug. Pip felt a little lighter, as if a heavy snowball
had melted inside him. 'Let's try something,' Mira said.
‘Tonight, before you sleep, say your feelings out loud.’
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That night, Pip cuddled under his scarf and spoke to the dream
clock. 'I feel worried about being small,' he said. 'And I miss
my family.' The clock ticked softly, as if it understood. When
Pip fell asleep, the dream began again: the dark sea and the
growly shape. But this time, Pip didn't run. He said, 'l know
you're my worry. It's okay.'




The growly shape stopped and slowly changed. It turned into a
friendly whale with a gentle smile. The dark sea sparkled with
stars, and the whale swam close, nudging Pip softly. 'Hello,
little penguin,' it said. 'I'm here to remind you that it's okay to
ask for help.' Pip felt calm and warm inside.
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When Pip woke, the dream clock showed the friendly whale.
He smiled and ran to tell Mira. 'You were right!' he said. 'The
dream was showing my feelings. Now it's nice!' Mira beamed.
'‘See? Talking helps.' Pip hugged her. He couldn't wait for
bedtime, because now his dreams were full of friends and
colors.
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From that night on, Pip loved bedtime. Each evening, he would
talk about his day and his feelings, and the dream clock would
fill with happy dreams. Sometimes he dreamed of flying with
friendly whales, or of Mira and her shell, or of a giant ice
cream mountain. The clock saved every one, and Pip would
share them with Mira over breakfast.

14




Pip learned that dreams can be like a map of our hearts. When
we share our feelings, even the scary ones, they become
smaller and kinder. The dream clock still ticks around his neck,
but now it holds no fear for Pip. It holds wonder, and a gentle
reminder that talking and friendship make every night a little
brighter.




And so, in the cozy cove of ice and snow, Pip sleeps peacefully,
his red scarf wrapped tight. The dream clock glows softly,
ready to save another night of dreams. Mira watches from her
cave and smiles. She knows that Pip will always have a friend
to talk to, and that the night can be full of sweet dreams.
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