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High in the mountains, where the snow never quite melts,
there was a village called Hearthstone. The houses had thick
stone walls and chimneys that puffed like sleepy dragons.
Everyone said the village stayed warm because of the sleeping
giant beneath the mountain. His gentle breath rose through
the rocks like a cozy blanket.
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Noah was nine years old, small and wiry, with messy dark
brown hair and large hazel eyes. He wore a red wool coat with
wooden toggles and a green scarf his grandmother had
knitted. He loved to stand on the hill and feel the warm air
that drifted up from the mountain. It smelled like summer
grass, even in December.




The village elder, Mira, told stories about the giant. She was
short and stooped, with silver curly hair and round spectacles
that caught the firelight. 'Long ago, the giant promised to keep
us warm,' she said, wrapping her plum shawl tighter. 'He
sleeps deep inside the mountain, and his breath is our winter
fire. We must never forget to be kind to him.'
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One winter morning, Noah woke up shivering. His window was
etched with frost, and his breath hung in little clouds. The
warm air from the mountain was gone. Outside, the village
pond had frozen solid, and the chickens huddled together for
warmth. People looked worried and pulled their coats tight.
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Days passed, and the cold grew worse. The winter freeze
turned the river to ice and made the trees crack like gunshots.
Noah's toes ached in his brown boots, even with two pairs of
socks. The villagers began to grumble. 'The giant has forgotten
us,' they said. 'He doesn't care anymore.' But Noah wasn't so

sure.



Elder Mira called Noah to her cottage. Her warm dark eyes
were serious. 'The giant's breath has stopped before,' she said,
'‘but only when he is troubled. Someone must climb the
mountain and find out what's wrong. It will take a brave boy
with a kind heart.' Noah looked at his blue mittens on their
string and nodded. 'T'll go,' he said.
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The next morning, Noah set off with a pack of bread and
cheese and his green scarf wrapped up to his chin. The
mountain path was steep and icy, and the wind tugged at his
red coat. He climbed past frozen waterfalls and silent pine
trees. His legs ached, but he kept going, determined to help
his village.



Halfway up, Noah heard a tiny jingling sound. A spark of blue
light danced in front of him. It was a dream fairy, no bigger
than a sparrow, with pale lavender skin and silver hair swirling
around her face. Her wings shimmered like glass. 'l am Luma,’
she said. 'l guard the giant's dreams. He is trapped in a
nightmare.'



Noah's eyes widened. 'A nightmare? Can we wake him?' Luma
shook her head. 'Not from out here. You must enter his dream.
I can guide you, but it will be strange and scary. You must be
brave.' Noah thought of his freezing village and nodded. 'I'm
ready,' he said. Luma's dream lantern glowed brighter.
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Luma lifted her lantern, and the world around Noah melted
into swirls of silver mist. Suddenly, he stood in a dark, stormy
dreamscape. The giant loomed above him, bigger than the
mountain peak, with weathered tan skin like old stone and a
long white beard. His face was twisted with fear, and he

whimpered in his sleep.




In the dream, shadows chased the giant. 'They're going to hurt
me!' he cried, covering his face with enormous hands. Noah's
heart pounded, but he remembered Elder Mira's words. He
stepped forward and called out, 'Giant, I'm here! I'm your
friend!' The giant paused, his closed eyes twitching. The
shadows flickered.




Noah climbed onto a dream rock and reached out. 'It's okay,'
he said softly. 'The village needs you. We're not angry. We just
want you to feel safe.' He thought of warm summer days and
sent that feeling toward the giant. The giant's breathing
slowed. The shadows faded into gentle starlight. 'You're not
afraid of me?' the giant whispered.
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'‘No,' Noah said. 'You keep us warm. You're our friend.' The
giant's huge hand came down, and Noah placed his small blue
mitten on it. A tear rolled down the giant's stone cheek. '
dreamed you all hated me,' he said. 'l was so scared.' Noah
smiled. 'We don't hate you. We need you.' The dream began to
glow with golden light.




The giant opened his eyes in the dream, and they were kind
and warm. ‘Thank you, brave boy,' he rumbled. 'I will breathe
my warmth again.' Luma's lantern flared, and the dream
dissolved. Noah found himself back on the mountain path,
alone. But already, a warm breeze was rising from the rocks,
smelling of summer grass.




Noah ran down the mountain as fast as his boots could carry
him. When he reached the village, the icicles were dripping
and the pond was cracking. People stepped outside, amazed.
‘The warm air is back!' they cheered. Elder Mira hugged Noah
tight. "You see?' she said. 'Understanding is better than
judging. You saved us all.'
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That night, the village had a feast. Noah sat by the fire, his red
coat hung by the door. The giant's warm breath drifted
through the valley like a lullaby. Noah knew the giant was
sleeping peacefully now. And whenever the air grew cool,
Noah would climb the mountain to say hello. Because a kind
friend is the best warmth of all.
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