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High on a sunny mountain, where the wind smelled of pine and
stone, lived a little pika named Pip. Pip had soft sandy-brown
fur, a cream belly, and big dark eyes that sparkled with
curiosity. Every morning, Pip scurried over the rocks,
gathering grass and seeds into a tiny woven satchel with a red
berry clasp. The mountain was Pip's home, and Pip loved every
bit of it.



One day, as Pip was nibbling a stem, a rumbling sound came
from behind a boulder. Out popped a marmot named Bramble,
large and sturdy, with thick reddish-brown fur and a knitted
brown scarf around his neck. "Hello there, little one," Bramble
said warmly. "I'm digging a burrow. Would you like to see?" Pip
nodded, and they became friends right away.
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The next morning, a flash of yellow stripes and a black cap
flew down beside them. It was Twig, a mountain finch with a
tiny blue ribbon on one leg. "The winds are changing!" Twig
chirped. "Winter is coming soon!" Pip's round eyes grew wide.
Bramble looked at the sky and nodded slowly. "Then we must
get ready," he said. And so the three friends began to plan.
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Pip the pika was the quickest and most careful. "I'll gather
food!" Pip declared, patting the little grass satchel. All day
long, Pip raced to and fro, stuffing chubby cheeks with seeds,
nuts, and dried grass. The red berry clasp on the satchel
bounced as Pip worked. By sunset, a neat pile of food grew
beside a flat rock, ready to be stored away for the cold days
ahead.



Bramble the marmot was the strongest and steadiest. "I'll dig
cozy burrows!" he announced. With powerful claws, he
scooped and scraped, making tunnels and chambers deep in
the earth. The work was hard, but Bramble didn't mind. He
hummed a low, rumbling tune as he dug, and his bushy tail
swept away loose dirt. "A warm home is the best gift," he said,
smiling.



Twig the finch was the liveliest and most curious. "I'll bring
news from all around!" Twig sang. With quick, shiny eyes, Twig
flew over the mountain, checking the sky and the trees. Twig
saw grey clouds gathering and felt the chilly breeze. "The
snow will come early!" Twig warned, fluttering down to Pip
and Bramble. "We must hurry!" The friends nodded and
worked faster.



Each day, the three friends helped one another. Pip shared the
food, making sure Bramble and Twig had plenty to eat while
they worked. Bramble showed Pip the best spots to store
seeds, safe and dry. Twig brought word of a hollow log filled
with nuts and a sunny patch where grass grew thick.
"Teamwork makes everything easier!" Pip cheered, and the
others agreed.




One afternoon, a cold wind howled across the mountain, and
the first snowflakes swirled in the air. Pip shivered and held
the satchel close. "The snow is here!" Twig chirped, landing on
a rock. Bramble looked at the half-finished burrow and the pile
of food. "We still have work to do," he said calmly. "But
together, we can finish in time." Pip and Twig nodded bravely.

8



The friends worked side by side, faster than ever. Pip dashed
to gather the last seeds, cheeks bulging. Bramble dug with
mighty paws, his scarf flapping in the wind. Twig flew from
one spot to another, calling out where to find the best supplies.
"Over here!" Twig tweeted. "More grass!" The snow fell
harder, but the friends didn't stop. They knew every moment
counted.



As the sun began to set, the wind grew fiercer. Pip's tiny paws
were cold, and Bramble's fur was dusted with white. Twig's
wings felt heavy. "I'm tired," Pip whispered. Bramble put a
gentle paw on Pip's back. "We're almost there," he said. "Think
of the warm burrow and the food we've stored. We can do
this." Twig sang a cheerful note, and they kept going.
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Just when it seemed the snow would bury everything, Twig
spotted a large, dry hollow under a rock. "There!" Twig
chirped. "It's perfect for the last of the food!" Bramble dug a
quick tunnel to connect it to the main burrow. Pip carried the
final seeds inside, one by one. With teamwork, they filled the
storage chamber just as the snow piled high outside.
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That night, the three friends huddled together in the cozy
burrow. Bramble's warm body and knitted scarf kept them
toasty. Pip shared a small pile of seeds, and Twig tucked its
head under a wing. "We did it!" Pip whispered happily. "We
prepared our mountain home in time." Bramble smiled.
"Because we worked together," he said. "Friends make us
strong."
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Outside, the snow fell softly, but inside, the burrow was filled
with warmth and friendship. Twig told stories of flying over the
mountain, Pip giggled, and Bramble hummed his rumbling
tune. They knew the winter would be long and cold, but they
had each other. And that made all the difference. "Good friends
can get through anything," Twig said, and they all agreed.
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All winter long, the three friends stayed safe and happy. Pip
organized the food, sharing generously. Bramble kept the
burrow cozy, digging new rooms when needed. Twig flew out
on clear days to check the world and bring back news. They
played games, told stories, and sang songs. The cold wind
blew, but their friendship kept them warm.
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When spring finally came, the snow melted and the mountain
bloomed with fresh grass and flowers. Pip, Bramble, and Twig
stepped out into the sunshine, blinking happily. “"We made it!"
Pip cheered, twirling around. Bramble stretched his strong
legs, and Twig fluttered up to a branch. They looked at their
mountain home with pride, knowing they had prepared it
together.
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And so, the little pika, the sturdy marmot, and the lively finch
remained the best of friends. They learned that teamwork and
kindness make every challenge easier, and that good friends
can get through anything together—even a cold and snowy
winter. From that day on, they helped each other every season,
and their mountain home was always filled with joy.
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