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On a soft hill at the edge of the woods, a young rabbit named

Pip lived in a cozy burrow under an old oak tree. Pip had warm

honey-brown fur, long upright ears, and a fluffy white tail.

Every night he wore his little blue scarf with tiny stars and

carried his satchel for treasures. One evening, as moonbeams

spilled over the grass like silver milk, Pip saw something

shining in the ferns.
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It was a clock, but not like any clock Pip had ever seen. It had

no numbers, only little glass windows, and inside them floated

tiny golden moonbeams. Pip's amber eyes grew wide, and his

whiskers twitched fast. He tapped the glass gently. The clock

gave a soft, sleepy hum, and one small gear turned. Then it

stopped.
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Pip tucked the moonbeam clock into his satchel and hurried

home. He wanted it fixed right away, before morning. He

poked the gears with a twig. He blew on them. He shook the

clock upside down. Nothing happened. The clock stayed quiet

and dark. Pip stamped his foot. "It should work now!" he said.

But it didn't.
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Just then, a tiny voice came from the doorway. "Excuse me,"

said a small, round dormouse wearing a green knitted vest and

tiny spectacles. She carried a little tool pouch. Her dark eyes

were half closed, as if she had just woken up. "I heard a clock

stop," she said softly. "I fix things like that. May I look?"
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Pip hopped from paw to paw. "Yes, please, but quickly!" he

said. The dormouse, whose name was Hazel, climbed onto the

table and peered through her spectacles at the moonbeam

clock. She turned it slowly, this way and that. "Ah," she said.

"The gears are fine. They are just tired. They need calm,

steady moonbeams, not shaking."
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Pip frowned. "Calm moonbeams? How do we get those?" Hazel

patted the clock gently with one small pink paw. "We wait," she

said. "We sit quietly and let the moonlight rest on it. Then we

turn the gears, one tiny tooth at a time." Pip sighed a big sigh.

Waiting was not his favorite thing.
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Hazel opened her tool pouch and took out a tiny silver key. She

fitted it into a small hole in the clock's side. "Now," she

whispered, "we must be very still. Moonbeams like quiet

friends." Pip tried to sit still. But his nose twitched. His foot

tapped. His ears swiveled at every little sound in the night.
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"Patience," Hazel said softly, without looking up. "The gears

will tell us when they are ready." She turned the key a tiny bit.

Click. Nothing. She waited. Then she turned it again, even

tinier. Click. A small gear shivered. Pip leaned closer. "Almost!"

he whispered. Hazel smiled a sleepy smile. "Almost is a good

place to be," she said.
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They sat together while the moon climbed higher. Hazel turned

the key once more, very slowly. The first gear began to turn,

soft as a beetle's wing. Then the next gear caught, and the

next. The clock's little windows glowed with gentle golden

light. Pip gasped. "It's working!" he said, and then,

remembering, he added, "quietly."
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Hazel nodded. "It needs steady moonbeams now," she said.

"Too much light at once, and the gears get dizzy." She showed

Pip how to tilt the clock toward the window just a little. The

moonbeams flowed in like slow honey. The gears turned

smoothly, round and round, patient as a slow river. Pip

watched, and his twitchy nose grew still.

10



Pip wanted to shout with joy, but he took a deep breath

instead. He looked at Hazel's sleepy eyes and her small, steady

paws. "How did you learn to be so patient?" he asked. Hazel

adjusted her spectacles. "By breaking things," she said with a

little laugh. "And by fixing them slowly. Fast hands make

wobbly clocks. Quiet hands make happy ones."
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Pip thought about his poking and shaking. He felt a small,

warm blush under his honey-brown fur. "I'm sorry I rushed,"

he said. Hazel patted his paw. "You wanted it to work," she

said kindly. "That's a good wish. It just needed a little patience

to grow." Together they turned the tiny key one last time. The

gears hummed a soft, sleepy song.

12



Then, very gently, the moonbeam clock began to chime. Bong.

Bong. Bong. The sound was soft as falling petals, and the little

windows glowed brighter with each note. Pip's long ears stood

tall with wonder. Hazel leaned back on her round little heels

and smiled. "There," she said. "It just needed quiet care and a

friend who would wait."
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From that night on, Pip kept the moonbeam clock on his

windowsill. He learned to sit still and watch the gears turn,

slow and steady, in the silver light. Sometimes Hazel came to

visit, bringing her tiny tool pouch and her sleepy smile. They

would share warm tea and watch the clock glow, two friends

together under the patient moon.
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Pip still loved to find treasures and hurry through the woods.

But now, when something puzzled him, he remembered the

moonbeam clock. He would stop, take a breath, and wait for

the answer to come. "Understanding is like a tiny gear," Hazel

had told him. "It turns best when you give it time." And Pip

knew she was right.
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So if you ever see a young rabbit with a blue star scarf, sitting

quietly on a hill, don't disturb him. He is probably listening to

his moonbeam clock, learning that some of the best things in

the world work slowly, gently, and with a little patience and a

kind friend beside you.
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