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In the far, far north, where the world is white and wide, lived a
little arctic hare. Its fur was soft and white, turning grey-blue
in the shadows. Its ears stood tall with faint dark tips, and its
big dark eyes often looked worried. The hare lived alone in a
cozy burrow under the snow, listening to the wind whisper
over the empty land.




Every morning the hare hopped out to find food. The snow
crunch ed under its big hind feet, and its small pink nose
twitched at the cold air. But the hare always felt unsure. The
world was so big and white, and the hare was so small. "What
if T get lost?" it thought. "What if the wind blows too hard?" It
wished it had a friend to share the day.
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One bright morning, a tiny bird fluttered down and landed
right on the hare's ear. "Hello!" chirped the bird. "I'm Pip, a
snow bunting!" Its wings were white and black with soft brown
streaks, and its eyes twinkled. The hare's eyes went wide.
"You're so small!" it said. "And you're so fluffy!" Pip laughed.
"Let's be friends!" And just like that, they were.
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The hare and Pip spent the day together. Pip sang cheerful
songs while the hare nibbled on twigs and moss. They played
hide-and-seek among the snow mounds. The hare forgot to feel
unsure. "You're brave," Pip said. "Me?" said the hare. "I'm
scared of everything!" Pip just smiled. "Being brave means
trying even when you're scared." The hare thought about that.
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The next day, they set off to find new places. They hopped and
fluttered over the crunchy snow. But soon they stopped. Ahead
lay a big snowy valley. It stretched wide and deep, with steep
sides and soft, deep snow. The wind howled through it. "Oh

no," whispered the hare. "We can't go through that. It's too big
and scary!"



Pip perched on a snow bump and looked at the valley. "It is
big," Pip agreed. "But we can find a way. We'll look for a
sheltered route, where the wind isn't so strong." The hare's
ears drooped. "What if we get lost? What if the snow is too
deep?" Pip flew up and circled around. "We'll take it step by
step," Pip said. "And I'll sing to keep our courage up!"
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The hare took a deep breath. Pip began to sing a bright, brave
song. The hare's heart beat fast, but it followed Pip into the
valley. The snow was soft, but the hare's big hind feet kept it
from sinking too deep. Pip flew just ahead, singing all the way.
"You're doing great!" Pip called. The hare felt a tiny bit braver.
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They went step by step. Sometimes the wind pushed them
back, but Pip's song kept them going. "Look for rocks or
bushes," Pip said. "They can block the wind." The hare's dark
eyes scanned the snowy slope. Then it saw something.

"“There!" it said. "A big rock with a gap behind it!" They headed
toward it, the hare's fluffy tail bobbing.
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Behind the rock, the wind was much softer. "This is a sheltered
spot!" Pip cheered. They rested for a moment. The hare's ears
stood tall, listening. "I think the path goes on behind the rock,"
it said. Pip flew up to look. "Yes! It winds along the side of the
valley. It's a sheltered route!" The hare felt a warm glow. It had
helped find the way.



They followed the sheltered route, step by step. The hare
hopped carefully, and Pip flew from rock to rock, singing. The
valley no longer felt scary. It felt like an adventure. "We're
doing it!" the hare said. "Together!" Pip sang. The wind still
blew, but they were safe behind the rocks. The hare's worried
eyes began to shine.
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As they neared the end of the valley, the path got steep. The
hare's big hind feet slipped on the icy snow. "I can't do it!" it
cried. Pip flew down and landed on the hare's ear. "Yes, you
can," Pip said gently. "I'll sing, and you take one hop at a time."
Pip sang a slow, steady song. The hare took a hop. Then
another. Step by step, it climbed.
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At the top, the hare flopped down, panting. Pip landed beside
it. "You did it!" Pip cheered. The hare looked back at the valley.
It had seemed so big and scary, but now it was just a valley. "I
couldn't have done it without your song," the hare said. "And I
couldn't have found the sheltered route without your sharp
eyes," said Pip. They smiled at each other.
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From that day on, the hare and Pip were best friends. They
explored the snowy world together, always looking for
sheltered routes and singing brave songs. The hare still felt
unsure sometimes, but it knew it wasn't alone. And when the
wind blew hard, Pip would sing, and the hare would
remember: friendship makes even scary paths feel safe and
fun.
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The little arctic hare learned something important. Bravery
isn't about never being scared. It's about trying anyway,
especially with a friend by your side. Pip the snow bunting had
shown that. And the hare had shown Pip that even a small
creature can find the way. Together, they made the cold, white
world feel warm and full of song.
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So if you ever visit the snowy valley, listen closely. You might
hear a cheerful song and see a little white hare hopping along
a sheltered route. They'll be together, step by step, turning
uncertainty into adventure. And the hare's dark eyes will be
bright, not worried, because it knows that friendship is the
best kind of courage.
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And that is the story of the little arctic hare and Pip the snow
bunting. They found that even big, scary valleys have sheltered
routes, and even small friends can help each other be brave.
So whenever you feel unsure, remember: a song, a friend, and
a step at a time can make any path feel safe and fun.
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