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The Little Griffin's
Friend

Jane MEADOW



High on a windy mountain, where clouds brushed the peaks,
lived a little griffin named Pip. Pip had golden-brown feathers,
a soft cream chest, and big amber eyes. Around his neck he
wore a small blue neckerchief. Pip loved to explore, but the
mountain paths were tricky and steep. Sometimes he wished
he had a friend to show him the way.
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One sunny morning, Pip heard a jingle-jangle below. A
mountain goat named Greta trotted up the trail. She had a
shaggy white-grey coat, long curved horns, and a red
saddlebag with a tiny brass bell. "Hello," said Greta kindly.
"I'm Greta. I know these paths well. Would you like to walk
with me?" Pip's amber eyes sparkled. "Yes, please!"
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Greta showed Pip a path that curved like a ribbon around the
mountain. "Watch your step here," she said. "The stones can
roll." Pip followed carefully, his small lion paws stepping where
Greta stepped. "You're a good learner," Greta said. Pip felt
proud. "And you're a good teacher," he chirped. From that day
on, they explored together whenever the sun was bright.
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Greta taught Pip the safe paths up the mountain. “This way is
wide and flat," she said, leading him past a mossy rock. "That
way is steep and slippery.” Pip listened and remembered. He
learned which paths were safe in wind and which were safe in
rain. "You know so much," Pip said. Greta smiled. "And you are
quick to learn, little friend."




Pip had a special gift, too. He could watch the sky better than
anyone. His amber eyes saw far. "Greta," he said one
afternoon, "those clouds look dark and heavy. I think a storm is
coming." Greta looked up and nodded. "You're right," she said.
"Let's head down the safe path. We'll find shelter before it
arrives."




They started down the mountain, but the wind grew stronger.
The clouds rolled in fast, gray and grumbly. "Hurry!" called
Greta, her bell jingling. Pip flapped his stubby wings, trying to
keep up. "I'm coming!" he squeaked. The first raindrops
pattered on the rocks. Pip felt a little scared, but he stayed
close to his friend.




The storm was big and loud. Rain poured down, and thunder
rumbled. Pip's feathers got wet and heavy. "I know a cave
nearby!" shouted Greta over the wind. "Follow me!" She led
the way along a path Pip had never seen. Pip trusted her and
followed close. His small paws slipped once, but Greta was
right there to steady him.




They reached the cave just in time. It was dry and cozy inside.
Greta shook the rain from her shaggy coat. Pip huddled close
to her warm side. "You watched the sky and warned me,"
Greta said. "And you led us to safety," Pip replied. "We make a
good team." Outside, the storm howled, but inside, they were
safe together.




As they waited, Pip noticed something. "Greta, your saddlebag
is open!" The brass bell had come loose and fallen out. "Oh
no," said Greta. "It must have dropped on the path." Pip looked
outside. The rain was easing. "I can find it," he said. "My eyes

are good in the dim light." Greta nodded. "Be careful, little
friend."




Pip stepped out into the misty air. The rain had stopped, but
the rocks were wet. He searched and searched. Then he saw a
tiny glint near a bush. There was the brass bell! Pip picked it
up gently in his beak and carried it back to the cave. "You
found it!" cheered Greta. "Thank you, Pip!" She tied it back on
her saddlebag.
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The storm passed, and the sun peeked through the clouds.
Greta and Pip stepped out of the cave. The mountain sparkled
with raindrops. "You were brave to go out in the mist," Greta
said. "And you were wise to find the cave," Pip said. They
smiled at each other. Even though they were very different,
their friendship made them strong.

11



From that day on, they were always together. Greta showed
Pip more safe paths, and Pip watched the sky for storms. When
dark clouds gathered, Pip would call, "Storm coming!" and
Greta would lead them to shelter. They helped each other
every day. The other animals noticed. "What a team!" they
said. Pip and Greta just smiled.
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One evening, they sat on a ledge and watched the sunset. "You
know, Pip," said Greta, "when we met, I thought we were too
different to be friends. You fly, and I climb. But now I see that
our differences make us better together." Pip nodded. "You're
right. I watch the sky, and you know the paths. We're a perfect
Pl
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Pip's blue neckerchief fluttered in the breeze. "I'm glad you
found me that day," he said. Greta's bell jingled softly. "And I'm
glad you watched the sky," she replied. "Friendship is the best
teamwork of all." They sat together as the stars came out, one
by one, twinkling over the mountain.
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The little griffin and the mountain goat became the best of
friends. They proved that friendship can bridge differences
and that helping each other is the best teamwork of all. So if
you ever climb a mountain and hear a tiny bell jingle, look up.
You might just see Pip and Greta, watching the sky and
walking the safe paths together.
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And whenever a storm comes, they face it side by side. Pip
watches the clouds, and Greta leads the way. They keep each
other safe and warm. Their friendship shines like a beacon on
the mountain. And that is the story of the little griffin and his
friend, the mountain goat.

16



