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High in the mountains, where the clouds touch the treetops,

lived a little takin. His golden-tan coat was shaggy and warm,

and his tiny curved horns wiggled when he was happy. Every

morning, he trotted through the bamboo forest, munching

sweet leaves. The bamboo swayed and whispered, and the

little takin felt safe and snug in his mountain home.
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The little takin loved his bamboo forest. He knew every path

and every secret hollow. His dark brown face and big cloven

hooves helped him climb the steepest slopes. "What a

wonderful day!" he hummed as he nibbled bamboo shoots. The

sun was warm, and the air smelled fresh and green. He felt

strong and steady, like the mountain itself.
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One morning, the sky turned gray and the wind began to blow.

Soft white flakes floated down, faster and faster. Soon, thick

snow covered the bamboo, bending the stalks low. The little

takin blinked at the white world. "I have never seen so much

snow!" he said. He knew he must be careful, for the paths

were hidden and the forest was quiet.
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As the snow piled higher, the little takin heard a tiny cry. He

pushed through the deep drifts and found a small red panda

shivering under a bamboo stalk. The red panda's rusty fur was

dusted with white, and his bushy ringed tail was wrapped

around his cold nose. "I'm lost," the red panda whispered. "I

can't find my way home."

4



The little takin's warm heart gave a thump. "Don't worry," he

said gently. "I am strong. I can push through this deep snow."

He lowered his broad head and plowed forward, making a

wide path with his big hooves. The red panda watched with

bright amber eyes. "And I am quick!" he chirped. "I can climb

and look for the safest way."
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The two set off together. The takin pushed through the heavy

drifts, his golden coat dusted with flakes. The red panda

scampered up a snowy rock and peered ahead. "This way!" he

called, pointing with his little black paw. "The snow is not so

deep over here!" The takin followed, grateful for his small

friend's sharp eyes and quick feet.
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They came to a place where the snow had piled into a high

wall. The takin pushed and shoved, but the wall would not

budge. "We need another way," said the red panda. He climbed

a tall bamboo stalk and looked all around. "I see a gap

between the rocks!" he cried. "It's narrow, but we can squeeze

through." The takin smiled. "Lead the way, little friend!"
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The red panda led the takin to the gap. It was tight, but the

takin's sturdy body fit through. On the other side, the snow

was softer. "You found the perfect path!" said the takin. The

red panda beamed. "And you made a path for me!" he replied.

They laughed and continued on, leaving deep hoofprints and

tiny pawprints side by side in the snow.
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Soon they heard more voices. A group of friends—two more

takins and a little red panda—were huddled under a big pine

tree. They were cold and scared. "Follow us!" called the little

takin. "We know the way!" The red panda nodded. "Stay close

and step where we step!" The friends fell in line behind them,

trusting the takin's strength and the red panda's sharp eyes.
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The wind howled, and the snow swirled, but the two friends

worked together. The takin broke the trail, and the red panda

scouted ahead. "Left here!" he would call. "Now straight!" The

takin pushed through the deepest drifts, making a safe path

for everyone. The others followed, heartened by the takin's

steady pace and the red panda's cheerful chirps.
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Then the red panda stopped. "The path ahead is covered by an

avalanche!" he cried. The takin looked at the huge pile of

snow. "We can't go over it," he said. "But we can go around."

The red panda tilted his head. "I remember a small trail behind

those rocks!" he said. "It's narrow, but it leads home." The

takin nodded. "Let's try it!"
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The red panda led them to the narrow trail. It was barely wide

enough for the takin, but he squeezed through, pushing snow

aside with his strong shoulders. The others followed, one by

one. The red panda waited at the end, counting each friend as

they passed. "Almost there!" he cheered. The takin smiled,

proud of his small friend's cleverness and courage.
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At last, they saw the warm glow of home. The takin's mother

stood waiting, her long curved horns shining with snow. She

nuzzled the little takin and welcomed the red panda, too. "You

are safe!" she said softly. The red panda's eyes sparkled. "We

helped each other," he said. "That's what friends do." The little

takin nodded, his heart full.
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That night, the two friends curled up together in the cozy

herd. The little takin's golden coat kept the red panda warm,

and the red panda's bushy tail tickled the takin's nose. "You

are small and quick," said the takin. "And you are big and

strong," said the red panda. "Together, we are just right." They

promised to be best friends forever.
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The next morning, the snow sparkled in the sun. The little

takin and the red panda played in the bamboo forest, chasing

snowflakes and laughing. Their friends joined them, and the

forest was full of joy. The takin's mother watched with a smile.

She knew that her little one had learned a wonderful lesson

about friendship and teamwork.
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And so, the little takin and the red panda became the best of

friends. They discovered that different strengths work best

together. The takin was brave and steady, and the red panda

was clever and quick. When they helped each other, they could

do anything. And the whole mountain family lived happily ever

after, warm and safe in their snowy bamboo home.
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