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Oliver couldn't sleep. He lay in bed, listening to the soft hoot of

an owl outside his window. His blue striped pajamas felt warm,

and he held his grey blanket close. Then a silvery shape landed

on the windowsill. It was an owl with glowing golden eyes and

speckled feathers. The owl wore a tiny leather satchel across

its chest.
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The owl blinked and spoke in a gentle voice. 'Oliver, I am the

Midnight Owl. I guard forgotten dreams.' Oliver's hazel eyes

went wide. 'Dreams?' he whispered. The owl opened its

satchel, and tiny jars of light sparkled inside. 'Each jar holds a

dream,' the owl said. 'But one dream is missing, and a child is

frightened without it.'
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Oliver sat up. 'A frightened child?' he asked. The owl nodded.

'A little girl named Mia. Her dream helps her feel brave, but it

slipped away.' Oliver looked at his grey blanket and then at the

owl. 'Can I help?' he asked. The owl's golden eyes softened.

'Yes, Oliver. You are kind and curious. Come with me.'
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The owl spread its wings, and Oliver felt a cool breeze.

Suddenly, they stood before a huge library with tall shelves

and twinkling lights. 'This is the enchanted library,' the owl

said. 'Every book holds a sleeping adventure.' Oliver's heart

beat fast. 'How do we find Mia's dream?' he asked. The owl

pointed a wing. 'We must search each book.'
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Oliver and the owl walked between the shelves. Books floated

and whispered. Oliver touched a red book, and a dream of

flying horses burst out. 'Not this one,' the owl said. They

moved on. Oliver felt a little scared, but the owl's soft glow

comforted him. 'We'll find it,' he said, trying to be brave.
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Next, Oliver opened a green book. A dream of a friendly

dragon who baked cookies appeared. Oliver smiled. 'That's a

nice dream,' he said. The owl nodded. 'But not the one we

need.' They kept searching. Oliver's bare feet padded softly on

the floor. He began to understand that fears could be faced

one step at a time.
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A blue book caught Oliver's eye. Inside, a dream of a starry

boat sailed on a quiet sea. 'Mia might like this,' he said. The

owl shook its head. 'Mia's dream is special. It helps her feel

safe.' Oliver thought about his own blanket. 'I understand,' he

whispered. 'Fears are real, but friends help.'
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The owl led Oliver to a dark corner. Oliver's heart thumped. 'Is

Mia's dream here?' he asked. The owl's glow lit a dusty shelf. A

small book trembled. 'It's hiding,' the owl said. 'The dream is

shy because Mia is scared.' Oliver took a deep breath. 'I can be

brave,' he said. He reached for the book.
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As Oliver touched the book, it glowed. A tiny dream appeared

—a dream of a garden with a friendly owl. 'That's it!' the owl

said. But the dream darted away. 'It's scared,' Oliver said. He

remembered how he felt when he was scared. 'Let's be gentle,'

he said. The owl nodded. Together, they followed the dream.
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The dream led them to a cozy nook with a soft rug. Oliver sat

down and spoke softly. 'It's okay, little dream. Mia needs you.'

The dream flickered and slowly floated closer. Oliver cupped it

in his hands. The owl's golden eyes shone. 'Well done, Oliver.

Understanding her fear helped you find it.' Oliver smiled.
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Now they had to return the dream to Mia. The owl opened a

window, and they flew into the night. The moon was bright,

and stars twinkled. Oliver held the dream carefully. 'Will Mia

be okay?' he asked. 'With her dream back, she will feel brave,'

the owl said. They landed by a small house and tiptoed inside.
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Mia lay in bed, clutching her stuffed rabbit. Her curly black

hair was messy, and she wore a cream nightgown with tiny

stars. She looked worried. Oliver gently placed the dream

beside her. The dream glowed, and Mia's face relaxed. She

smiled in her sleep. 'Her dream is back,' Oliver whispered. The

owl nodded. 'You helped her feel brave.'
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Mia's eyes opened for a moment. She saw the owl and Oliver.

'Thank you,' she whispered, hugging her rabbit. Then she fell

back asleep. The owl turned to Oliver. 'You have courage,' it

said. 'And kindness. That is the best kind of bravery.' Oliver felt

warm inside. 'I learned that fears can be faced,' he said. 'With

a little help.'
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The owl flew Oliver home. As they landed on his windowsill,

the owl gave him a tiny glowing jar. 'A dream for you,' it said.

'To remember tonight.' Oliver hugged the owl. 'Will I see you

again?' he asked. The owl's eyes twinkled. 'Whenever you need

courage, look at the stars.' Then it flew away.
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Oliver climbed into bed and held the jar. He thought about Mia

and her dream. He felt proud that he had helped. His grey

blanket felt extra warm. He closed his eyes and smiled. He

knew that even scary feelings could be faced with a little help

from friends. Soon, he was fast asleep.
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In the morning, Oliver woke up with the sun. The little jar sat

on his shelf, glowing softly. He remembered the Midnight Owl

and the frightened child. He felt braver than before. He knew

that dreams were important, and so was helping others. And

he knew that courage grows when you understand your fears.
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