
Dave and the Fog Over Dino
Valley

A Brave Adventure in a Secret World



Made especially for Dave.



This book belongs to Dave.

Follow the hidden path, step into the green, and see what a brave
heart can do.



The Path Behind the Oak Tree

Dave loved dinosaurs more than anything. He loved
them so much that he built them out of blocks, drew
them on every piece of paper he could find, and
dreamed about them every single night.

One sunny morning, he was stacking his dinosaur
blocks into the tallest tower ever when something
caught his eye. Behind the old oak tree at the edge of
the yard, where the roots twisted up like sleeping
giants, a narrow path curled away through the green
leaves. Dave had never seen it before.
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He pulled his red cape straight and walked toward the
oak tree. The path was warm and golden, soft with
fallen leaves, and it wound downward like a secret
waiting to be opened.

"I wonder where you go," Dave whispered, crouching
low to peek between the ferns. The leaves rustled
gently, as if they were whispering back. He took one
step forward, then another, and the old oak tree
disappeared behind him. Somewhere far below,
something rumbled, low and warm and wonderful.
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Welcome to Dino Valley

The path curved once more and then opened wide.

Dave blinked. Sunlight poured down through
enormous ferns that swayed like green flags in a warm
breeze. A stream bubbled somewhere nearby, and the
ground trembled with slow, heavy footsteps. Then,
from between two mossy boulders, a long neck
unfolded. A brachiosaurus lowered its great head until
one enormous brown eye was level with Dave's face.
Dave's mouth fell open. His knees felt like warm jelly,
but his feet stayed exactly where they were.
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"Hello," Dave whispered, because it seemed like the
right thing to say.

The brachiosaurus blinked slowly, its eyelashes thick as
paintbrushes, and let out a low rumble that Dave felt in
his chest like a friendly drum. The ferns rustled. More
shapes moved in the green beyond, big and gentle and
real. Dave pulled his red cape a little tighter, took one
deep breath, and stepped into the valley. His heart was
pounding, but his face had already broken into the
widest smile of his whole six years.
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Rex, Fern, and the Stomping Game

Rex bounced on his stubby legs and let out a rumbling
giggle that shook the ferns all around them. "Watch
this," he said, and stomped one big foot into a muddy
puddle with a magnificent splash. Cold water droplets
landed on Dave's nose, and Dave laughed so hard his
whole belly shook.

Fern swayed her long neck and lifted her feet in a slow,
looping dance. Her peachy-orange plates caught the
golden afternoon light as she moved. "Now you try,"
she said softly, and her kind eyes curved up at the
corners in the warmest way Dave had ever seen.
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Dave stomped. Then he stomped again, harder. Mud
flew up in bright brown arcs and splattered his tan
shorts, and he did not mind one bit. Rex cheered with a
happy honk. Fern swayed and spun, her plates glowing
like little flames in the sun. The three of them stomped
in a wide, wobbly circle, laughing and splashing until
Dave's red cape flew up right over his face and he could
not see a thing.

When he pulled it back down, Rex and Fern were
grinning at him. Dave grinned back. He had found
something even better than dinosaur blocks. He had
found real friends.
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The Fog Begins

The stomping game had left Dave breathless and
grinning. He flopped down on a mossy rock beside Rex,
and the two of them watched the golden light stretch
long and lazy across the ferns. The valley smelled like
warm earth and green growing things.

Then Rex lifted his nose and sniffed. His wide brown
eyes stopped blinking. Far across the valley, where the
ferns grew tallest, something pale and cold was sliding
in along the ground. The fog moved slowly, curling
around the roots of the ferns like quiet fingers, turning
every bright color soft and gray.
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"What is that?" Dave whispered. Rex pressed close to
his side and said nothing, which somehow felt like an
answer.

The fog kept coming, steady and silent. The warm
amber light behind them was still golden, but ahead
the air had gone thick and pale. Dave felt a small tight
knot form in his tummy, the same one he knew from
bedtime when the shadows crept across his bedroom
ceiling. He pulled his red cape a little closer and
watched the gray creep nearer, wondering what was
hiding inside it.
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Darkness in the Valley

The fog moved faster than Dave expected. It curled
around the tall ferns and swallowed the bubbling
stream until the bright green valley turned the color of
a rainy window. Somewhere in the gray, a dinosaur
made a low, worried sound.

Dave pulled his red cape tight around his shoulders.
His tummy felt exactly the way it did at bedtime when
the shadows in his room grew big and the light seemed
very far away. He pressed his feet into the ground and
stayed very still.
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Through the swirling gray, Dave could just make out
the shapes of dinosaurs bumping into each other,
turning in slow, confused circles. Rex made a small
sound, somewhere between a rumble and a whimper.
Fern stood close beside him, her peachy-orange plates
flat and low.

Dave's chest felt tight. Part of him wanted to run back
up the path and not look back. But his feet would not
move that way. His friends needed him, and that
feeling was louder than the fear.
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What Brave Feels Like

Out of the swirling gray, a familiar shape appeared.
Fern lowered her long neck until her kind face was
level with Dave's, her peachy-orange plates barely
visible through the mist. "I cannot find Rex," she said
softly, "and I am scared, Dave. I really am."

Dave looked at her wide, gentle eyes and felt something
shift inside his chest. If big, wonderful Fern was scared
and still standing here, then maybe being scared was
not the same as being stuck.
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Dave pressed one small hand against Fern's nose. It
was warm and solid, and that warmth moved right up
his arm and into the wobbly place in his tummy. He
pulled his red cape snug and lifted his chin.

"We go together," he said. "One step." Fern gave a slow,
steady nod. Side by side they turned and faced the deep
gray fog ahead, ready to walk straight into it.
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Deeper Into the Gray

The fog pressed in from every side, thick and cold and
quiet as a held breath. Dave could not see more than a
few steps ahead, but he cupped his hands around his
mouth and called out anyway. "Over here! Follow my
voice!"

Somewhere in the gray, something shuffled. Then came
a low, uncertain rumble. Dave called again, louder this
time, and the shuffling grew closer. One heavy footstep,
then another, moving toward the sound of him.
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Slowly, the shadowy shapes of dinosaurs gathered
around Dave like islands finding each other in a wide
pale sea. Rex appeared first, his round eyes blinking
with relief. Then two more shapes lumbered in,
nudging together and making soft grateful sounds.

Dave's tummy still felt wobbly, but his feet kept moving
forward, one step at a time. The fog was thick, and the
valley was quiet, but somewhere ahead, he was sure,
something warm was waiting.
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The Glowing Heart

Deep in the fog, where everything had gone gray and
still, Dave spotted something strange. A soft golden
glow pulsed beneath a pile of mossy stones, steady and
warm, like a heartbeat under the ground. He dropped
to his knees and pressed both hands against the nearest
stone. It was cool and heavy, but it moved.

"There you are," Dave whispered, his voice small and
sure. The glow shimmered as if it had heard him, and a
little of the warmth reached his fingers and crept right
up to his chest.
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Dave lifted stone after stone, setting each one carefully
to the side. His arms ached and his knees were muddy,
but the golden light grew stronger with every piece he
moved. It spilled upward through the gaps, painting
the fog around him a soft amber color.

Somewhere behind him, Rex gave a low hopeful
rumble, and Fern let out a gentle breath. Dave could
feel them close, waiting. He reached for the next stone
and kept going.
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The Fog Fades Away

Dave wrapped both hands around the final stone and
pulled with everything he had. It shifted, then tumbled
aside with a soft thud. At once, a blazing golden light
burst upward from the earth, warm as a sunny
afternoon and twice as bright. It poured across the
ground in every direction, rushing through the fog like
water through sand.

The cold gray air began to thin. Colors crept back into
the ferns, the mossy boulders, the pale winding stream.
Dave blinked and laughed out loud, his red cape
catching the glow like a little flame.
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From all around the valley came the most wonderful
sounds: low rumbles, happy bellows, and the heavy
joyful thud of dinosaur feet on warm earth. Rex came
bounding out of the clearing fog first, his chipped horn
gleaming gold in the new light. Fern followed close
behind, her peachy-orange plates glowing like lanterns
as she swayed toward Dave with a soft, grateful hum.

Dave stretched his arms wide and let the warmth wash
over him. The valley was alive again, bright and
breathing, and it was even more beautiful than before.
Tomorrow felt full of good things.
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One More Step

Rex pressed his round nose gently against Dave's
cheek, and Fern curved her long neck down until her
kind eyes were level with his. All around them, the
valley stomped and rumbled with the happiest sound
Dave had ever heard. The ferns shook, the stream
sparkled, and the warm golden light poured over
everything like honey.

"See you next time," Dave said softly. He gave Rex one
last pat on the chipped horn and turned toward the
path. His red cape swirled behind him as he climbed up
through the green and stepped back into his own
backyard.
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That night, Dave's room went dark the way it always
did. The shadows gathered in the corners and his
tummy felt the tiniest bit tight. But then he thought of
the fog, and the glowing heart, and the one more step
that had changed everything.

He sat up straight, let out a slow breath, and reached
for the lamp on his nightstand. Warm light spilled
across his dinosaur drawings and his block tower by
the wall. Dave smiled. Being brave did not mean the
wobbles went away. It just meant you reached for the
light anyway.
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What Our Hero Learned

Dave did not have a magic sword or a superpower. He just had
his red cape and a warm feeling in his chest that told him to
keep going. When the fog rolled in and his dinosaur friends
were scared, Dave took one step, then another, even when his
tummy felt wobbly. That is what courage really is. Not the kind
that feels easy, but the kind that keeps moving anyway. Dave
learned that the bravest thing anyone can do is simply not give
up.



Things to Talk About

• What was your favorite dinosaur friend in Dino Valley?

• How do you think Dave felt walking into the fog all by
himself?

• Have you ever done something brave even when you felt a
little scared?

• What would you bring with you if you found the hidden path
behind the oak tree?



Draw Your Next Adventure

Draw Dave and his favorite dinosaur standing together in Dino
Valley after the fog has cleared and the light has come back.



About This Story

This story was made especially for Dave, with his name and his
love of dinosaurs right at the heart of every page. It is a one-of-
a-kind adventure created just for him.
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