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The Fox's Rainbow
Clock

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Pip the fox lived in a forest full of wonders. His fur was bright
russet-orange, his chest and muzzle were white as snow, and
his bushy tail had a tip like a paintbrush. He wore a small
green scarf around his neck. Every morning, Pip trotted along
the mossy path, greeting the trees and listening to the birds.
He loved his forest and all its secrets.
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One sunny day, while digging near an old oak tree, Pip's paw
bumped something hard. He brushed away the leaves and
found a round wooden clock. It had four glowing hands, tiny
golden numbers, and a glass dome. A little brass chain with a
tiny bell hung underneath. 'Hello,' said Pip, his big amber eyes
wide with wonder. The clock chimed softly in reply.
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The clock's glass dome glowed a gentle green. 'I am the
rainbow clock,' it chimed. 'T change with the seasons.' Pip's
ears perked up. 'Seasons?' he asked. 'Watch,' said the clock.
Outside, tiny buds began to pop on the branches. The air
smelled fresh and sweet. Pip smiled. Spring had arrived, and
the clock glowed greener than ever.
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All through spring, the rainbow clock stayed green. Pip
watched baby birds hatch and flowers bloom. 'Green is nice,'
he said, 'but I wish it would stay green forever.' The clock just
chimed softly. Pip didn't understand yet that change was
coming, and it would be wonderful.

4




Then one morning, the clock's dome turned bright yellow. The
sun shone hot, and the forest buzzed with bees. Pip splashed
in the cool stream and ate juicy berries. 'Yellow is cheerful,' he
said, 'but I miss the green.' The clock's little bell tinkled. 'Wait
and see,' it seemed to say.



Summer days were long and golden. Pip played with
butterflies and napped under shady leaves. But sometimes he
sighed. 'l liked the green,' he told the clock. The clock glowed
warm and bright. 'Each color has its own magic,' it chimed. Pip
wasn't sure. He liked things to stay the same. Change felt a

little scary.



When autumn came, the clock's dome turned deep orange. The
leaves turned red and gold and fell like confetti. Pip crunched
through them, laughing. 'Orange is fun!' he cried. But then he
remembered the yellow summer sun and the green spring
buds. 'T wish all the colors could stay at once,' he said. The
clock chimed gently. 'That would be a rainbow, but not a clock,’
it said. Pip tilted his head, puzzled.
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One chilly morning, the clock turned soft blue. Frost sparkled
on the grass, and Pip's breath made little clouds. 'Blue is cold,’
he shivered. 'l want the warm colors back.' The clock's glow
was gentle. '"Winter has its own magic,' it chimed. 'Look
around.' Pip looked. The forest was quiet and still, wrapped in
a sparkling coat.



Pip watched snowflakes drift down. They landed on his nose
and melted. He saw animal tracks in the snow and followed
them to a cozy den. Inside, his friends were curled up warm.
'‘Come join us!' they called. Pip snuggled in, and the blue clock
glowed softly beside him. Maybe winter wasn't so bad after all.
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As winter went on, Pip noticed little things. The blue clock's
light made the snow sparkle like diamonds. He saw a sleepy
hedgehog and shared his berries. He helped a shivering mouse
find a warm spot. 'Blue is kind,' Pip said. The clock chimed

happily. Pip began to see that every color brought something
special.




Then one day, the clock's dome flickered. It glowed green, then
yellow, then orange, then blue, all in a swirl. ‘What's
happening?' Pip asked. 'l am showing you all the seasons,' the
clock chimed. 'They come and go, but each one is a gift.' Pip
watched the colors dance. His heart felt light and warm.
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Pip looked at the clock and smiled. 'T wished the colors would
stay,' he said, 'but now I see that change is what makes each
one special.' The clock's bell rang out, clear and sweet. 'You
have learned well,' it chimed. 'Change is natural, and it can be
wonderful.' Pip hugged the clock gently. He felt happy and
peaceful.




From that day on, Pip welcomed each new color. When spring
returned, the green dome glowed, and Pip cheered. 'Hello,
green!' he called. He danced among the flowers and helped a
baby rabbit find its way home. The rainbow clock chimed
along, and Pip's green scarf fluttered in the breeze. Every
season was a new adventure.




Pip learned to love the surprises each season brought. In
summer, he cooled off in the stream and shared berries with
friends. In autumn, he jumped in leaf piles and collected shiny
acorns. In winter, he sledded down snowy hills and drank hot
acorn tea. The rainbow clock glowed through it all, a cheerful
friend who taught him to embrace every change.
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One evening, Pip sat on a hill and watched the sunset. The
rainbow clock sat between his paws, glowing soft and warm.
‘Thank you,' Pip whispered. 'For showing me that change is
good.' The clock chimed softly. 'You are welcome, little fox.
Keep smiling.' Pip's amber eyes sparkled. He knew that
whatever color came next, he would be ready.
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And so, Pip the fox lived happily in his forest, always ready for
the next season. The rainbow clock stayed by his side, a gentle
reminder that change is natural and wonderful. Every new

color brought a happy surprise, and Pip smiled as nature kept
changing around him. The end.
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