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High in the mountains, where the air is crisp and the peaks
touch the sky, lived a little pika named Pip. Pip had soft grey-
brown fur, big round dark eyes, and a tiny red knitted scarf.
He loved to scurry among the rocks and nibble on mountain
flowers. Every morning, Pip sat on a sunny rock and watched
the world wake up.



One spring day, a new sound fluttered through the mountain
air. A mountain finch named Finch landed nearby, her brown
and cream feathers ruffled from travel. She had bright amber
eyes and a little blue ribbon on one leg. 'Hello!' chirped Finch.
'I'm exploring the mountains.' Pip smiled. "‘Welcome! I'm Pip.
Would you like to share my lunch?' And just like that, a
friendship began.



All summer long, Pip and Finch played together. They raced
through the meadows and hid among the wildflowers. Pip
showed Finch the best seeds, and Finch sang Pip cheerful
songs. 'The mountains are beautiful,' said Finch. 'But soon the
cold will come, and I must fly to warmer places.' Pip's whiskers
drooped. 'Will you forget me?' 'Never,' said Finch. "We can
send letters!"



Finch explained how letters worked. 'I'll fly to the valley, and
you can send messages with other birds.' Pip's eyes widened.
'‘But I don't know how to write!' Finch nuzzled him. 'Ask
Grandpa Owl. He knows everything.' That evening, Pip visited
Grandpa Owl, who wore round spectacles and a green woolly
vest. 'Of course I'll help,' hooted Grandpa Owl kindly.
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Grandpa Owl taught Pip his letters. Pip practiced every day,
his tiny paw holding a twig. It was hard work, but he was
determined. Finally, he wrote his first letter: 'Dear Finch, I
miss you. The leaves are turning gold. Your friend, Pip.' He
rolled it up tightly and tucked it into his brown satchel. Now
he needed a messenger.



A friendly hawk offered to carry the letter. Pip watched it soar
away, hoping Finch would write back. Days passed. Pip
checked the sky every morning. Then one afternoon, a finch
with a blue ribbon landed on his rock. 'A letter for Pip!' she
chirped. Pip's heart leaped. The letter said: 'Dear Pip, I miss
you too. The valley is warm and green. Your friend, Finch.'
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Pip and Finch wrote letters all autumn. Pip described the
mountains turning red and gold. Finch told about the valley's
ripe berries. Each letter took effort—Pip had to find a
messenger, and Finch had to wait for a kind bird flying north.
But they never gave up. Their letters became a record of the
changing seasons, page by page.
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When winter came, the mountains turned white. Pip's red scarf
kept him warm, but writing was hard with cold paws. He
wrote: 'Dear Finch, snow is falling. The world is quiet and soft.
I miss your songs.' He asked a snow bunting to carry the letter
down. Finch replied: 'Dear Pip, I dream of snow. Keep warm,
my friend.'



Spring returned, and with it, melting snow and blooming
flowers. Pip wrote: 'Dear Finch, the first crocus is up! The
river is singing again.' Finch answered: 'Dear Pip, the valley is
full of blossoms. I'll fly north soon!"' Pip danced with joy. He
polished his satchel and practiced his letters, eager to see his
friend.



But spring storms brought strong winds. One day, a gust blew
Pip's letter right out of the messenger's beak. Pip was worried.
‘What if Finch thinks I forgot?' he said to Grandpa Owl.
'Friendship takes effort,' said Grandpa Owl gently. 'Try again.'

So Pip wrote a new letter, and this time, a sturdy eagle carried
it safely.




Weeks passed with no reply. Pip began to worry. Had Finch
forgotten him? Then, one bright morning, a familiar chirp
sounded. Finch landed beside him, her blue ribbon fluttering.
'l got your letter!" she said. 'The storm blew the first one away,
but I knew you'd write again.' They hugged, and Pip's heart
felt full.
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Finch stayed all summer, and they made more memories. But
when autumn came, she had to leave again. 'This time, we'll be
ready,' said Pip. They agreed to write every month, no matter
what. 'I'll ask Grandpa Owl to help me with big words,' said
Pip. 'And I'll find the fastest messengers,' said Finch. They
promised to never give up.
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That winter, Pip's letters were full of snowy adventures.
Finch's letters told of warm valley days. Each letter was a
treasure, and Pip kept them all in his satchel. When spring
came, the letters showed the seasons turning: snow melting,
flowers blooming, birds returning. 'Our letters are like a story,'
said Pip. 'A story of our friendship.'
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Years passed, and Pip and Finch grew older. But every season,
their letters flew back and forth. The other animals marveled
at their friendship. '"How do you do it?' asked a young marmot.
Pip smiled. 'It takes effort,' he said. 'But every letter is worth
it.' Finch nodded. 'Because friendship is the best thing in the
mountains.'




Now, when you visit the high mountains, you might see a little
pika with a red scarf, writing a letter. And if you look closely,
you might see a finch with a blue ribbon, carrying a reply.
Their letters fly across the peaks, a record of the seasons and a
reminder that staying connected takes effort—but it's always
worth it.
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And so, Pip and Finch's friendship continues, season after
season. Their letters, filled with simple words and big feelings,
show that even when friends are far apart, a little effort can
keep them close. The mountains watch over them, and the
seasons turn, and the letters keep coming—back and forth,
back and forth, like a heartbeat of friendship.

16



