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In the heart of the great forest, where the trees touched the

sky, lived a flying squirrel named Pip. Pip was small, about the

size of a teacup, with soft grey-brown fur and a cream belly.

His large round dark brown eyes sparkled with curiosity, and

his tiny pink nose twitched at every scent. He wore a tiny red

scarf that his grandmother had knitted for him. Pip loved to

glide from branch to branch, his loose skin flap stretched wide

like a magic cape.
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One sunny morning, Pip met a chipmunk named Chip. Chip

was round and cheerful, with warm tan fur and dark stripes

down his back. He wore a little acorn-cap hat and carried a

woven leaf satchel. 'Hello!' chirped Chip. 'I'm new here. Do

you know where I can find acorns?' Pip smiled. 'Follow me! I

know the best acorn tree in the forest.' And just like that, a

friendship began.
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All through the summer, Pip and Chip explored the forest

together. They raced through the ferns, shared berries, and

told stories under the stars. Pip would glide down from high

branches, his red scarf fluttering, and Chip would cheer.

'You're so brave!' Chip said. 'And you're so kind,' Pip replied.

They promised to be friends forever, and they sealed it with a

paw shake. The autumn festival was coming, and they planned

to celebrate together.
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One afternoon, Chip received a letter from his cousin, who

lived far away across the forest. 'I have an important message

for you,' the letter said. 'But I can't leave my burrow. Please

come before the autumn festival.' Chip looked worried. 'I can't

go,' he said. 'My satchel is full of acorns for the festival, and

the path is too long.' Pip thought for a moment. 'I'll go for you,'

he said. 'I promise to bring the message before the festival.'
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Chip's eyes widened. 'But the journey is dangerous, especially

at night. The winds can be fierce.' Pip tied his red scarf tighter.

'Don't worry,' he said. 'I'm small and light, and I can glide on

the wind. I'll be back before you know it.' Chip hugged him.

'Thank you, Pip. I'll wait for you at the festival.' Pip packed a

tiny bag with a few nuts and set off, his heart full of

determination.
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The journey started well. Pip glided from tree to tree, the

autumn leaves swirling around him. He passed the old oak and

the bubbling brook. But as the sun began to set, the wind

picked up. It whistled through the branches, making them

sway. Pip held on tight to his scarf. 'I must keep going,' he said

to himself. 'Chip is counting on me.'
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Night fell, and the wind grew stronger. It howled and

whooshed, shaking the trees. Pip's red scarf flapped wildly. He

had to glide across a wide clearing, but the gusts pushed him

off course. He landed on a branch, breathless. 'Maybe I should

turn back,' he thought. But then he remembered his promise.

'Friends keep their promises,' he said aloud. So he took a deep

breath and launched into the windy night.
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The wind tugged at Pip's fur and stung his eyes. He held on

tight, his little paws gripping the air as he glided. The loose

skin flap between his wrists and ankles stretched wide,

catching the wind. He wobbled and dipped, but he didn't give

up. 'Just a little farther,' he told himself. 'Chip is waiting.'

Below, the forest looked dark and scary, but Pip kept his eyes

on the far side of the clearing.
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At last, Pip reached the old maple tree where Chip's cousin

lived. He landed with a soft thump, his heart pounding. The

cousin, a sleepy chipmunk with spectacles, handed him a tiny

scroll. 'Thank you for coming,' she said. 'This message is very

important.' Pip tucked the scroll into his tiny bag. 'I must hurry

back,' he said. 'The festival starts at moonrise.' And without

wasting a moment, he set off again into the windy night.
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The wind was even stronger now. Pip had to glide against it,

which was hard work. His wings ached, and his eyes watered.

But he thought of Chip's cheerful smile and the promise he

had made. 'I can do this,' he whispered. He used the wind to

lift him higher, then swooped down like a tiny arrow. The scroll

stayed safe in his bag. The autumn festival was only an hour

away.

10



Suddenly, a huge gust of wind caught Pip and spun him

around. He tumbled through the air, his scarf whipping. He

managed to grab a branch and hold on tight. 'Help!' he

squeaked. But no one heard. He closed his eyes and took a

deep breath. Then he remembered something his grandmother

had told him: 'When the wind is strong, be like a leaf. Bend,

don't break.' So Pip relaxed and let the wind carry him gently

to the next tree.
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He was almost there. The festival lights twinkled in the

distance. But the wind had other plans. It pushed him off

course, and he landed in a bush. He was tired and scared, but

he got up and shook himself off. 'I promised,' he said. 'I

promised.' With a mighty leap, he launched himself into the air

again. The wind roared, but Pip held on tight. He could see the

festival tree now. Just a little farther!
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With one last glide, Pip swooped down and landed right in

front of Chip. The chipmunk's face lit up with joy. 'Pip! You

made it!' he cried. Pip pulled out the scroll and handed it to

Chip. 'I kept my promise,' he said, panting. Chip read the

message and smiled. 'It's from my cousin. She says she's

coming to visit next week!' They hugged, and Pip's red scarf

fluttered in the breeze.
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The autumn festival was wonderful. Lanterns glowed, and

music played. Pip and Chip danced and ate acorn cookies. All

the forest animals cheered for Pip's bravery. 'You must have

been so scared,' said a little mouse. Pip nodded. 'But I knew I

had to keep my promise.' Chip put an arm around him. 'That's

what friends do,' he said. 'They keep their promises, even

when it's hard.'
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From that day on, Pip and Chip were even closer friends. They

knew they could always count on each other. The windy night

became a story they told often. 'Remember when you flew

through the storm?' Chip would ask. And Pip would smile and

say, 'I remember. And I'd do it again.' Because a promise made

to a friend is a promise worth keeping.
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And so, in the great forest, the flying squirrel and the

chipmunk celebrated their friendship. The autumn festival was

a time of joy, but for them, every day was a celebration of trust

and loyalty. Pip's red scarf still fluttered as he glided from tree

to tree, and Chip's acorn-cap hat bobbed as he gathered nuts.

They knew that no matter what, they could rely on each other.

And that was the best promise of all.
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