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High on a snowy mountain, where the air is crisp and clear,
lived a little pika named Pip. Pip was small and round, with
soft sandy-brown fur and a lighter cream belly. His large dark
eyes sparkled with curiosity, and he always wore a tiny sky-
blue scarf. Every night, Pip climbed to a special ledge to gaze

at the stars.
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Pip had a small brass telescope that hung from a leather strap
around his neck. It was his most treasured possession. Each
evening, he polished the lenses carefully and checked the
focus. Then he would peer into the dark sky, counting the stars
and tracing their patterns. The mountain was quiet, and Pip
felt like the only creature awake.
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One night, as Pip adjusted his telescope, a soft flutter of wings
broke the silence. A mountain finch landed on the ledge beside
him. The finch had grey-brown feathers, a pale pink breast,
and bright, curious eyes. 'Hello!" chirped the finch. 'I'm Flick.
What are you doing?' Pip clutched his telescope protectively.
'I'm looking at the stars,' he said quietly.
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Flick hopped closer, tilting her head. 'That looks wonderful!
May I take a peek?' Pip hesitated. He loved his telescope and
didn't want to share it. 'It's mine,' he said. 'l found it, and I use
it every night.' Flick's feathers drooped a little, but she stayed.
'T understand,' she said softly. 'The stars must look beautiful
through it.'




Pip turned back to his telescope, but he couldn't stop thinking
about Flick's kind words. He tried to focus on the stars, yet the
night felt different now. He glanced at Flick, who was gazing
up at the sky with her bright eyes. "Well,' Pip said slowly,
'maybe you can look for just a moment.' Flick's eyes lit up.
'Really? Thank you!"



Flick hopped onto the telescope and peered through. 'Oh!' she
gasped. 'I can see so many stars! And there's a group that
looks like a little fish!' Pip blinked. He had never noticed that
before. He leaned in to look. "Where?' he asked. Flick pointed
with her wing. 'Right there, near the bright one. See the
shape?' Pip looked and saw it too.
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‘You're right!' Pip exclaimed. 'I've looked at that spot a
hundred times and never saw a fish.' Flick giggled. 'Maybe it's
because you always look alone. Sometimes a friend helps you
see new things.' Pip thought about that. He had always
enjoyed the stars by himself, but now the sky seemed bigger
and more exciting with Flick beside him.
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Together, they took turns looking through the telescope. Flick
spotted a constellation that looked like a tiny mountain goat.
Pip found one that resembled a snowflake. They laughed and
pointed and made up stories about each shape. The cold
mountain air didn't bother them. They were too busy
discovering the wonders of the night sky together.
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As the night grew deeper, Flick shivered. 'It's getting chilly,’
she said. Pip noticed her thin legs trembling. Without a word,
he unwound his sky-blue scarf and wrapped it gently around
Flick's small body. 'Here,' he said. "You can borrow it.' Flick
snuggled into the warm wool. 'Thank you, Pip. You're a good
friend.' Pip felt a warm glow inside.
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They continued stargazing, sharing the telescope and sharing
stories. Flick told Pip about the places she had flown, and Pip
told Flick about his favorite spots on the mountain. They
discovered that they both loved the same bright star. 'We
should meet here every night,' Flick suggested. "We could find
all the constellations together.' Pip nodded happily.
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From that night on, Pip and Flick met on the ledge whenever
the sky was clear. They took turns with the telescope and
always found something new. Sometimes they invited other
mountain creatures to look too. The little pika learned that

sharing didn't mean losing something; it meant gaining a
friend and a sky full of wonders.
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One evening, Flick arrived with exciting news. 'I've found a
pattern that looks like a pika!' she chirped. Pip peered through
the telescope. "Where?' Flick guided his gaze. 'See those three
stars in a row? That's your nose. And the two bright ones are
your eyes.' Pip laughed. 'It does look like me! I'll call it the
Little Pika constellation.'
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Flick beamed. 'And I have one too! The finch constellation—
over there.' She pointed to a cluster of stars that formed a bird
shape. 'Now we both have a place in the sky.' Pip felt a warm
feeling in his chest. He realized that sharing his telescope had

brought him more joy than he ever had alone. The stars were
brighter with a friend.



As the seasons changed, Pip and Flick remained the best of
friends. They watched the stars through snow and clear skies,
always together. Pip's telescope was no longer just his; it was
theirs. And every night, they learned something new, not just
about the sky, but about friendship and the joy of sharing.
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So if you ever find yourself on a snowy mountain at night,
listen closely. You might hear the soft chatter of a little pika
and a mountain finch, laughing as they gaze at the stars.
They'll tell you that the sky is more fun when you have a friend
beside you, and that learning together is the best adventure of

all.
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And Pip learned a valuable lesson: that the things we love
become even more special when we share them with others.
The little pika's telescope was a gift, not just for seeing stars,
but for making a friend. Under the vast, starry sky, Pip and
Flick knew they would always have each other—and a whole
universe to explore together.




