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High in the far north, where the sky shines like a silver bowl,
lived a little barnacle goose named Gus. He had fluffy grey-
white down, a smart black neck and crown, and soft cream
cheeks. His bright dark eyes sparkled with curiosity. Every
spring, the older geese talked about the great northern
migration. Gus listened with his tiny black beak open wide. He
wanted to fly too, but his stubby wings felt very small.
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One morning, the whole flock rose into the sky with a great
whoosh of wings. Gus flapped his little orange feet and lifted
off. The world below turned into a patchwork of snow and
stone. But soon the wind grew strong, and Gus fell behind. His
wings ached, and his heart thumped. "Wait for me!" he called,
but the others were far ahead. Then a tiny voice chirped, "I'll
wait with you!"



It was Pip, a snow bunting as small as a leaf. Pip had white and
soft grey feathers, black wing tips, and warm brown streaks. A
tiny blue feather was tucked by Pip's wing. "I'm flying north
too," Pip sang. "We can go together!" Gus felt a warm glow.
"Really? You'd fly with me?" Pip nodded and did a quick loop in
the air. "Friends make long journeys shorter!"
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So Gus and Pip set off side by side. The magical route led over
snowy mountains that glittered like sugar. "Follow the shining
rivers," Pip chirped. "They flow all the way home!" Gus flapped
his stubby wings as hard as he could. The air was cold, but
Pip's cheerful chatter kept him going. "Just a little further!"
Pip sang. And somehow, it felt true.
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By afternoon, dark clouds rolled in. The wind howled and
pushed them sideways. Gus tumbled and spun. "I can't do it!"
he cried. Pip darted close. "Yes, you can! Sing with me!" Pip
sang a silly song about wiggly worms and warm spring days.
Gus honked along, and his wings felt lighter. The wind still
blew, but their song made it seem less scary.
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When night fell, the world turned deep blue and quiet. Gus had
never flown in the dark before. "I'm scared," he whispered. Pip
flew closer until their wings almost touched. "I'm right here,"
Pip said softly. "Let's follow the stars. They're always pointing
north." So they flew on, two small friends in the big dark sky,
and the stars twinkled just for them.
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Sometimes the journey felt very long. Gus's wings ached, and
his little orange feet were cold. Pip would sing a song about a
cozy nest and a warm fire. Then Gus would share a story about
his favorite pond. "Friendship makes the magic stronger," Pip
said. And it was true: when they helped each other, the air
around them seemed to shimmer and glow.
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One day they flew over a shining river that curved like a silver
ribbon. "Look!" Gus cried. "The water is dancing!" They
followed it through valleys and around hills. Pip sang a river
song, and Gus honked the chorus. Below, fish leaped and
flashed in the sun. The magical route felt like a secret just for
them.



Then came a mountain so high its top disappeared into the
clouds. "We can't fly over that!" Gus gasped. "We'll find a way
through," Pip said. They flew low, between rocky walls,
following a narrow path of light. It was scary, but Pip sang
brave songs, and Gus flapped steadily. Together, they found the
other side.



On a windy day, Gus's red scarf blew off and tumbled away.
“Oh no!" he cried. "That was my favorite scarf!" Pip dove after
it, but the wind was too strong. "We'll make a new one!" Pip
chirped. They gathered soft moss and woven grass. Pip tied it
around Gus's neck with a tiny blue feather tucked inside. "Now
it's even better!" Gus laughed.
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One night, a thick fog covered everything. They couldn't see
the stars or the rivers. "We're lost!" Gus quivered. Pip pressed
close. "Close your eyes and listen," Pip said. "What do you
hear?" Gus listened. Far away, he heard the honking of geese.
"The flock!" he cried. They followed the sound through the fog
until they found the others.
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The older geese were surprised to see little Gus. "You made
it!" they honked. Gus puffed out his fluffy chest. "I had help,"
he said, and he introduced Pip. The geese welcomed the tiny
snow bunting. That night, they all shared stories around a cozy
huddle. Gus and Pip sat together, warm and proud. Their
friendship had carried them through.
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As they flew on, the magic grew stronger. The northern lights
danced in the sky, green and purple and gold. "Look!" Pip
sang. "The sky is celebrating!" Gus felt a happy shiver. The
lights seemed to swirl around them, guiding their wings. They
flew faster, laughing, until the horizon glowed with a bright,
welcoming light.
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At last, they reached the bright northern home. It was a green
valley with a sparkling lake and soft mossy nests. The geese
landed with happy honks. Gus and Pip landed together, their
wings brushing. "We made it!" Gus cheered. "We made it
together," Pip sang. The sun shone warm on their feathers, and
the whole valley seemed to smile.
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Gus and Pip built a nest near the lake. Pip sang every morning,
and Gus shared his meals. They watched the sun set over the
mountains, painting the sky pink and gold. "I couldn't have
flown so far without you," Gus said. "And I couldn't have sung
so bravely without you," Pip replied. Their friendship made
every day feel like a new adventure.

15



And so, the little barnacle goose and the snow bunting stayed
friends forever. They learned that friendship gives us courage
and joy to travel far. Whenever the wind blows cold or the
night feels dark, they remember their magical journey. And if
you listen closely, you might hear Pip's song and Gus's happy
honk, carried on the breeze all the way home.
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