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In the far north, where the sea shines like glass, lived a
narwhal named Nia. Her mottled grey-blue skin sparkled with
pale speckles, and her long spiral tusk gleamed like a twisted
pearl. Nia loved to explore, and she always carried a small
kelp satchel with a rolled map and a charcoal stick. 'Today is a
perfect day for mapping,' she said, flicking her broad tail.
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Nia's best friend was Bo, a young beluga with bright white
skin and a friendly smile. Bo wore a blue scarf tied loosely
around his neck, and a tiny brass compass dangled from it.
‘Where shall we go today?' Bo chirped, his round melon head
bobbing. Nia unrolled her map. 'Let's find new passages
through the icebergs,' she said. 'And mark every one we pass.'
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The two friends swam into the icy blue water. Nia held her
charcoal stick and drew the first passage on her map, a
winding line between two tall icebergs. Bo swam ahead, his
white body glowing like a lantern under the waves. 'Follow
me!' he called. 'T'll scout the way.' Nia smiled and followed, her
tusk cutting a gentle path through the cold, clear sea.
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The water was full of secret paths. Some passages were wide
and open, and some were narrow and twisty. Nia marked each
one carefully on her map, drawing little icebergs with tiny
lines. Bo tested the narrow spots, sending out clicks and
whistles to hear what lay ahead. 'This one is safe!' he would
call. Nia would nod and draw it down.
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They passed an iceberg shaped like a giant swan, and Nia
drew it on the map with a little swan mark. They passed
another that looked like a sleeping bear. 'I'll remember that
one,' Bo laughed. 'It snores!' The friends worked together, one
drawing and one scouting, and the map grew fuller with every
stroke. The icy world felt like a puzzle they were solving side
by side.



After a long swim, they reached a place where the passages
tangled like seaweed. The icebergs pressed close, and the
water turned dark and quiet. Nia studied her map, her dark
eyes serious. 'I'm not sure which way to go,' she said. 'The
passages all look the same here.' Bo swam closer. 'Don't
worry,' he said. 'We'll figure it out together.’
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Bo sent out a long, slow whistle. The sound bounced off the
icebergs and came back, telling him where the walls were.
‘There's a narrow gap to the left,' he said. 'But it's very tight.'
Nia looked at her map and made a new mark. 'Let's try it," she
said. "We'll go slowly and carefully.' They swam into the gap,
side by side.




The gap was so narrow that Nia's tusk almost scraped the ice.
Bo went first, his flexible neck turning this way and that. 'Just
a little further,' he called. But then the passage ended in a wall
of ice. 'Oh no,' said Nia. 'It's a dead end.' They turned around
and swam back out, their hearts beating fast. "‘We'll mark it
and try another way,' said Nia.




They tried another passage, and another. Some were too
shallow, and some were blocked by thick ice. Nia's map was
getting messy with crossed-out lines. ‘We've been swimming
for a long time,' said Bo. '‘Maybe we should rest.' They found a
small, quiet space between two icebergs and floated there,
catching their breath. The water was still and calm.
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Nia unrolled her map and looked at all the marks. "We've
explored so many passages,' she said. 'But none of them lead
home.' Bo looked at his compass. 'The needle points south,' he
said. 'Home is that way. We just need to find a safe route.' They
studied the map together, their heads close. 'Let's think like a
team,' said Nia.
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Bo had an idea. 'l can listen for the safest path,' he said. 'And
you can draw it as we go.' Nia nodded. 'That's teamwork,' she
said. Bo closed his eyes and sent out a series of clicks. He
listened carefully to the echoes. 'There's a wide, sheltered
passage to the right,' he said at last. 'It's protected by a big
iceberg.' Nia drew a new line on her map, a hopeful one.
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They followed the new passage. It was calm and quiet, with
high icy walls that blocked the wind. Nia marked the icebergs
as they passed, drawing them neatly on her map. 'This is the
best route yet,' she said. Bo swam ahead, his white body a
bright guide in the blue water. "We're almost home,' he called.
'T can feel it!"
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The passage opened into a familiar bay, and there was home,
safe and welcoming. Nia and Bo swam into the calm water,
their hearts full of relief. 'We made it!' cheered Bo, his scarf
fluttering. Nia looked at her map, now full of careful marks
and a clear, safe route. "We couldn't have done it alone,' she
said. "We make a good team.'
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That evening, Nia and Bo shared their map with the other
whales. They showed the safe passages and the icebergs to
avoid. 'You two are wonderful explorers,' said an old beluga.
Nia smiled at Bo. 'We learned that teamwork keeps us safe,’
she said. Bo nodded, his compass glinting in the low light. 'And
that friends can travel far together.'
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From that day on, Nia and Bo explored the icy waters often,
always with map and compass, always as a team. They marked
new passages and drew new icebergs, and they never got lost
again. "Where shall we go next?' Bo would ask, and Nia would
unroll her map with a smile. 'Anywhere,' she'd say, 'as long as
we go together.'
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And if you ever swim in those northern waters, you might see a
narwhal with a kelp satchel and a beluga with a blue scarf,
mapping the icy sea. They'll wave their flippers and show you
the safest route home. For Nia and Bo know that the best
journeys are shared, and the safest paths are found by friends
working side by side.
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