


The Starfish Clock

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



Stella the starfish lived in a bright, busy part of the ocean. She

had five plump arms, soft rounded tips, and tiny freckle-like

spots on each one. A small woven seaweed satchel hung across

her body, with a tiny shell clasp that clicked when she moved.

Every morning she loved to explore the sandy seafloor, looking

for treasures the tides had left behind.
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One day, Stella spotted something strange half-buried in the

sand. It was round and shiny, with a face like a shell and two

hands that pointed in different directions. She brushed away

the sand and saw numbers around its edge. 'What a funny

clock!' she said. 'But its hands don't tick like the clocks in

stories. They move slowly, back and forth, like the ocean itself.'
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Stella tucked the clock into her seaweed satchel and hurried to

show her friends. Pip the tiny yellow seahorse peeked out from

a strand of kelp, his red ribbon fluttering. Sandy the little

green turtle zipped over, his shell bracelet jingling. 'What did

you find?' they asked. Stella held up the clock, and its hands

swayed gently, matching the push and pull of the water around

them.
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Just then, the water began to swirl faster. A strong current

tugged at Pip's curled tail, and he squeaked with worry. Sandy

started to paddle toward the deep water, but Stella called,

'Wait! Look at the clock!' Its hands were pointing toward the

swirling water. 'I think this clock follows the tides,' Stella said.

'And right now, the tide is making a dangerous current.'
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Stella led her friends to a quiet spot behind a big rock. 'We

need to understand this clock,' she said. 'Then we can know

when the water is safe.' Pip nodded, his big blue eyes wide.

Sandy sighed. 'But I want to play now!' Stella smiled gently.

'Let's find Grandpa Coral. He knows everything about the

ocean.'
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Grandpa Coral was an old parrotfish with teal-and-pink scales

and a beak-like mouth. He wore a strand of tiny pearls around

one fin. When Stella showed him the clock, his crinkled eyes

twinkled. 'Ah, a tide clock!' he said. 'Its hands move with the

ocean tides, not with hours. When the hands point toward the

shore, the tide is coming in. When they point away, it's going

out.'
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Stella practiced reading the clock every day. She watched how

the hands moved with the water. When the hands pointed

toward the deep, the current was strong. When they pointed

toward the shallows, the water was calm. She drew a little

map in the sand with her arm tip. 'Now I can plan!' she said. 'I

can tell when it's safe to play.'
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The next morning, Pip and Sandy wanted to swim out to the

big coral garden. 'Is it safe?' asked Pip, his red ribbon

fluttering. Stella checked the clock. Its hands pointed straight

out to sea. 'Not yet,' she said. 'The tide is pulling out fast. Let's

wait until the hands point toward the beach.' So they waited

and played in the shallow water.
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Soon, other little sea creatures gathered around Stella. A tiny

crab, a baby jellyfish, and a little squid all wanted to know

about the clock. Stella explained how the hands moved with

the tides. 'When the hands point this way, the water is calm,'

she said. 'When they point that way, it's dangerous.' The little

ones listened carefully.
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One afternoon, Sandy forgot to check the clock. He raced

toward the deep water, flippers flapping. 'Sandy, wait!' Stella

called. She looked at the clock. The hands were pointing

toward the strong current. 'The tide is turning!' she shouted.

Sandy stopped just in time. 'Thanks, Stella,' he said. 'I'll always

check the clock now.'
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Stella decided to help all the young sea creatures. She stood

on a rock and held up the clock. 'Follow me!' she said. 'We'll

play in the calm water when the hands point to the shore.' Pip

and Sandy cheered. The little ones followed Stella and the

clock to a quiet lagoon where the water was safe and warm.
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From that day on, Stella became the tide keeper. Every

morning, she checked the clock and told her friends when it

was safe to swim. Pip learned to wait patiently, and Sandy

always looked at the clock before rushing off. The little ones

played happily in the calm water, splashing and laughing.
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Grandpa Coral watched from a distance and smiled. 'You've

learned a wonderful thing, Stella,' he said. 'Understanding

nature helps us plan and stay safe.' Stella felt proud. Her

seaweed satchel bumped gently against her side, and the clock

inside ticked softly with the rhythm of the tides.
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Stella kept the clock in her satchel, but she also taught her

friends how to read the water themselves. 'See how the

seaweed leans?' she said. 'That's the tide too.' Pip and Sandy

practiced, and soon they could tell when the current was

strong. They didn't need the clock every time, but they always

felt safer with Stella nearby.
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One evening, as the sun set over the ocean, Stella sat on a

rock and watched the clock's hands move. They swayed with

the tide, slow and steady. She thought about all the friends she

had helped. 'The ocean has its own clock,' she said. 'And now

we can understand it.'
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The little sea creatures gathered around Stella for a bedtime

story. She told them about the day she found the clock, and

how Grandpa Coral taught her about the tides. 'Remember,'

she said, 'the ocean tells us when to play and when to wait. If

we listen, we can stay safe and have fun.' And they all nodded,

ready for tomorrow's adventure.
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