[bookmark: _GoBack]                           A Dream is a Story that Lives in your Pillow [Is there a way to connect bed and story without making the pillow animate (and therefore also a potential source of terror?)]

When the stars are out and the moon swings in the sky,
and the light in my room is low,
things are different. 

The pirate puppet waves his sword. 
The mango tree bends its branches.
Even Teddy becomes a different sort of bear. [Speech bubble: GRRR!]

I keep very still in my cave of blankets
or
I call Mommy [or Mummy? SA kids most likely to be Mom-friendly] and Daddy (Sb: Mummeee! Daddeee!)
or
I just jump into their bed. 

I tell my mummy about 
the petrifying pirate
the trapping tree
and the very bad bear.

Mummy [Pic: holds me close], “You had a really bad dream.”

“What’s a dream?”

“While you are asleep your brain thinks about the whole day, and jumbles things up. But it’s not real.”

“But it is real!”

“You know when we read a story, it’s made up but it makes us feel things? That’s like a dream.”

“You mean a dream is a story?”

“Yes! But it happens at night. You put your head onto the pillow and then you fall asleep and then the story happens.”

So a dream is like a story that lives in your pillow. [Is there another, super-simple way to say this?]

(Second part still to be written). 

Now I say, “Put down that sword, Pirate!”  
“Get back, Tree!”
“It’s bed-time, Bear!”
 
And guess what? 
They listen.
Because I make stories too. 
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