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On a bright, cold morning, a little penguin stood at the edge of

the icy shore. His name was Pip, and he was small and round,

with a sleek black back and a snowy white belly. He wore a

cosy red scarf wrapped snugly around his neck. The scarf had

soft fringed ends that danced when he waddled. Pip loved his

scarf more than anything.
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The icy shore stretched far and wide, shining like glass under

the pale blue sky. Pip's tiny orange feet went pat, pat, pat on

the frozen ground. His bright blue eyes sparkled as he looked

at the sea. 'Good morning, world!' he chirped through his little

orange beak. His flippers spread out happily, and his red scarf

fluttered in the breeze.
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Pip liked to visit the same spot every day, where the ice met

the water. He would watch the waves and count the floating

ice pieces. 'One, two, three,' he said, wiggling his soft round

head. The wind was gentle then, and his scarf stayed warm

and close. Everything felt calm and friendly on the icy shore

that morning.

3



But then the wind began to blow harder. Whoosh! It whistled

past the rocks and swirled around Pip's little body. His red

scarf lifted up, higher and higher. 'Oh no!' cried Pip, reaching

out with his flippers. The wind tugged the scarf right off his

neck and carried it away across the icy shore.
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Pip ran as fast as his small feet could carry him. Pat, pat, pat!

His blue eyes searched left and right. 'Scarf, where are you?'

he called. He looked behind a snowy rock. Nothing. He peeked

under a shelf of ice. Nothing. The icy shore seemed very big,

and Pip felt very small.
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The wind had stopped, but the scarf was gone. Pip sat down on

the cold ground and hugged his flippers around himself. His

neck felt bare and chilly. 'My warm scarf,' he whispered sadly.

'It was my favourite thing.' A big tear rolled down his white

belly and plopped onto the ice.
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Just then, a silvery grey head popped up from the water. It was

a young seal named Suki, with big dark eyes and long white

whiskers. She had seen Pip sitting all alone. 'Hello there,' she

said kindly. 'You look worried. What is the matter?' Pip sniffed

and told her all about the wind and his lost red scarf.
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Suki's whiskers twitched as she listened. 'A red scarf with

fringed ends?' she asked. 'I think I saw something red blowing

past the rocks over there.' Pip jumped up. 'Really? Can you

help me find it?' Suki smiled a warm, friendly smile. 'Of course

I can,' she said. 'Let's follow the trail together.'
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Suki slid onto the icy shore and looked closely at the ground.

'Look here,' she said, pointing with her shiny flipper. A tiny red

thread was caught on a piece of ice. 'This way!' They followed

more little threads, one by one, along the winding edge of the

icy shore. Pip's heart began to beat fast with hope.
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The trail led them past tall, shiny rocks and around a frozen

puddle. Suki kept her big dark eyes on the ground while Pip

watched the water. 'There!' squeaked Pip, spotting a red fringe

waving near a rock by the sea. They hurried closer, slipping

and sliding on the smooth ice, until they reached the frozen

shore's edge.
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There was the red scarf, caught on a sharp rock near the

water. One fringed end flapped in the breeze, as if it were

waving hello. 'My scarf!' cried Pip, his blue eyes shining. But

the rock was slippery, and the water below looked deep and

cold. Pip took a step back, feeling a little scared.
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Suki did not laugh or rush. 'Hold on to my flipper,' she said

gently. 'I will not let you slip.' Pip grabbed her flipper, and

together they inched toward the rock. Suki stretched out and

gently tugged the scarf free. 'Here you are,' she said,

wrapping it around Pip's neck once more.
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Pip hugged the warm red scarf and gave a happy little hop.

'Thank you, Suki! You found it!' His blue eyes were bright and

merry again. 'You are the kindest seal on the whole icy shore.'

Suki only smiled and shook her head. 'I am just glad you are

warm again,' she said softly. 'That is all I wanted.'
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Pip tilted his round head. 'But how can I thank you? I have

nothing to give.' Suki chuckled and tapped her whiskers. 'You

do not need to give me anything,' she said. 'Friends help each

other without expecting rewards. That is what friends are for.'

Pip thought about this, and it made his heart feel warm and

full.
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From that day on, Pip and Suki played together along the icy

shore. They slid on their bellies and counted floating ice. Pip's

red scarf fluttered as they raced, and Suki's whiskers twitched

with joy. When Pip found a shiny shell, he shared it with her,

and she shared her favourite splashing spots with him.
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The icy shore was cold, but Pip and Suki were never lonely

again. Pip learned that a true friend helps without asking for

anything back. And Suki learned that helping a friend brings

its own warm happiness. They waddled and slid home side by

side, two good friends on the bright, wide icy shore, ready for

another happy day.
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