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Pippa the puffin lived on a rocky island where the wind

smelled of salt and the waves sang all day. She had a bright

orange beak with a blue-grey stripe, a little red scarf, and a

tiny canvas satchel for treasures. Every morning she waddled

to the cliff edge to watch the ocean. "One day," she chirped,

"I'll find something wonderful."
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One breezy afternoon, Pippa spotted a wooden box bobbing on

the waves. She flapped her short wings and dove into the cool

water. The box was carved with tiny stars and held a folded

letter inside. Pippa read it aloud: "Hello from far away! I am

Archie, an albatross. Do you like the ocean too?" Her round

eyes sparkled. "A letter! For me?"
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Pippa carried the box to her cozy burrow and read the letter

again and again. Archie wrote about his home on a windy cliff

across the sea, where he soared on long grey-black wings. He

drew a picture of himself with a blue neckerchief and a small

brass compass. "I wonder what he's like," Pippa said, and she

began to write back.
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Pippa found a smooth piece of driftwood and wrote her reply.

She told Archie about her island, her red scarf, and the puffins

who dove for fish. She drew a picture of herself with her

orange webbed feet and round dark eyes. "I hope this reaches

you," she wrote. She tucked the letter into a crack in the box

and set it adrift. "Safe travels, little box!"
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Weeks passed, and Pippa watched the sea every day. Then a

grey gull swooped down with a letter in its beak. "From

Archie!" the gull squawked. Pippa's heart did a happy flip.

Archie had drawn a map of his cliff and a funny story about a

sleepy seal. "Your island sounds lovely," he wrote. "I would love

to see it one day."
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Pippa and Archie became pen pals. They sent letters with

migrating seabirds that flew between their homes. Pippa drew

pictures of tide pools and puffin parades. Archie wrote tales of

soaring over big waves and counting stars at night. Each letter

made the distance feel smaller. "Friendship," Pippa thought,

"is like a bird—it can fly anywhere."
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One day, Archie's letter said, "I have an idea! Let's meet on a

tiny island halfway between our homes. I'll bring my compass."

Pippa's beak dropped open. "Meet? Really?" She danced

around her burrow. But then she worried. The ocean was big,

and she was small. Could she make such a journey? She took a

deep breath. "I can try."
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Pippa packed her satchel with fish snacks and a map. She told

her puffin friends, "I'm going to meet my pen pal!" They

cheered and flapped their wings. "Be careful!" they called.

Pippa set off across the water, her red scarf fluttering. The

waves were gentle, and the seabirds guided her way. She felt

brave and a little bit wobbly.
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Archie the albatross soared high above the sea, his blue

neckerchief snapping in the wind. He checked his brass

compass and smiled. "Not far now," he said. He had never met

Pippa, but he felt like he knew her from her letters. He carried

a special gift in his beak: a smooth, shiny seashell that sang

when you held it to your ear.
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After a long flight, Archie spotted the tiny island. It was no

bigger than a whale's back, with one palm tree and a ring of

soft sand. He landed and looked around. "Hello?" he called. No

answer. He waited, folding his long wings. The sun began to

dip. "Maybe she's not coming," he murmured, but he decided

to wait a little longer.
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Pippa paddled and paddled. Her short wings ached, and the

island seemed far away. "I can't give up now," she puffed. She

thought of Archie's funny stories and his drawings. That gave

her a warm, strong feeling. She flapped harder, and the

seabirds cheered her on. "Almost there!" they cried. And then

she saw it—a tiny green dot on the horizon.
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Archie saw a small shape bobbing toward the island. It had a

red scarf! He flapped his huge wings and called, "Pippa! Over

here!" Pippa paddled faster. When she reached the shore, she

tumbled onto the sand, tired but happy. "You came!" said

Archie. "You came!" said Pippa. They looked at each other and

laughed. They had made it!
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Archie gave Pippa the singing seashell. Pippa gave Archie a

tiny painting of her island. They sat on the warm sand and

shared fish snacks and stories until the stars came out.

"Friendship can grow across great distances," said Archie.

"Even when friends live far apart," Pippa agreed, "their hearts

can be close." They promised to meet again.
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As the moon rose, Pippa and Archie said goodnight. "I'll write

to you as soon as I'm home," said Pippa. "And I'll send my

fastest seabird," said Archie. They hugged with their wings.

Then Pippa paddled back to her island, and Archie flew to his

cliff. The little island stayed empty, but it held a special

memory for both of them.
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Back home, Pippa told her puffin friends all about Archie. She

showed them the singing seashell and the map he had drawn.

"You see," she said, "a friend can be far away and still feel

close." She wrote a new letter that very night. "Dear Archie," it

began, "I miss you already. When shall we meet again?"

15



And Archie, soaring over the wide ocean, felt the same. He

wrote back, and the letters flew across the sea. Pippa wore her

red scarf and smiled at the waves. She knew that no matter

how big the ocean was, friendship could always find a way.

And somewhere, on a tiny island halfway, a palm tree waved at

the sky.
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