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Theo lived in a small house at the foot of the mountain. He

loved exploring the woods with his canvas satchel and

compass. One misty morning, he heard a soft, sad cry. He

followed the sound through the ferns and found a young

griffin. Its wing was hurt, and it looked at him with bright

green eyes.
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Theo's heart ached for the creature. He knelt down slowly, not

wanting to scare it. 'It's okay,' he whispered. 'I won't hurt you.'

The griffin had tawny-gold feathers and fur, and one wing was

wrapped in a blue bandage. Theo knew he had to help. He

hurried home to get his first-aid kit.
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Back in the woods, Theo gently wrapped a clean cloth around

the griffin's wing. The griffin watched him with wary eyes but

didn't pull away. 'You're safe now,' Theo said softly. 'But I don't

know much about griffins. We need a real expert.' He

remembered hearing about a magical veterinarian who lived

near the mountain.

3



Theo set off along the winding path, the griffin limping beside

him. They hadn't gone far when they met an old woman with a

silver braid and a moss-green cloak. 'I am Dr. Willow,' she said,

her grey eyes twinkling behind round spectacles. 'I see you've

found a friend in need.' Theo explained everything in a rush.
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Dr. Willow examined the griffin carefully. 'A young one, maybe

a few months old. Its wing is sprained, not broken. With rest

and good food, it will heal.' She opened her leather satchel and

took out a soft blue bandage and some herbs. 'You'll need to

feed it every few hours and keep the wing wrapped.' Theo

nodded, determined to do his best.
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Theo and Dr. Willow made a cozy nest of blankets in Theo's

garden shed. The griffin curled up, its tufted tail wrapped

around its body. 'I'll bring fresh meat and water,' Theo

promised. Dr. Willow smiled. 'And plenty of kindness. That's

the most important medicine.' She left a jar of healing salve

and promised to check on them soon.
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At first, the griffin was shy. It watched Theo with bright green

eyes and fluffed its feathers whenever he came near. But Theo

was patient. He brought food and spoke in a gentle voice.

Slowly, the griffin began to trust him. It even let Theo stroke

its soft head. 'You're a brave one,' Theo said, and the griffin

chirped softly.
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Days passed, and the griffin grew stronger. It followed Theo

everywhere, hopping along on its good leg. Theo named it Pip,

because of its happy chirps. They played hide-and-seek in the

garden, and Pip would hide behind bushes, its golden tail

sticking out. Theo laughed. 'I can see you, Pip!' The griffin's

green eyes sparkled with mischief.
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Dr. Willow visited every few days. She showed Theo how to

change the bandage and check the wing. 'You have a gift for

healing,' she told him. 'Your compassion is a powerful thing.'

Theo felt proud. He had never had a friend like Pip before. The

griffin would nuzzle his hand and purr like a giant cat. They

were becoming the best of friends.
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One morning, Dr. Willow unwrapped the wing. 'It's healed,' she

announced. 'Pip is ready to fly.' Theo's heart sank. He had

known this day would come, but he wasn't ready to say

goodbye. Pip stretched its golden wings and gave a joyful

screech. Then it looked at Theo, as if asking, 'What now?' Theo

took a deep breath. 'You need to go home, Pip.'
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Theo and Dr. Willow led Pip up the mountain trail. The griffin

hopped and fluttered, getting stronger with each step. At the

top, they heard a mighty screech. A huge griffin with a white

head and bronze feathers swooped down. It was Pip's mother,

her golden eyes fierce and gentle. Pip chirped and ran to her,

and she wrapped a wing around her young.
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The mother griffin looked at Theo with thankfulness in her

eyes. She bowed her head, and Theo bowed back. Dr. Willow

smiled. 'She knows you saved her child.' Pip nuzzled Theo one

last time, then stepped back. Theo's eyes filled with tears, but

he smiled. 'I'll never forget you, Pip,' he whispered. The griffin

chirped softly, as if to say, 'Me neither.'
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As Theo watched, Pip and its mother spread their wings and

soared into the sky. They circled once, twice, then disappeared

into the clouds. Dr. Willow put a hand on Theo's shoulder. 'You

did a wonderful thing,' she said. 'You gave Pip a second

chance.' Theo wiped his eyes. 'I'm going to miss Pip,' he said.

'But I'm happy I could help.'
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Back home, Theo found a single golden feather on his

doorstep. He knew it was from Pip. He tucked it into his

satchel, next to his compass. Dr. Willow gave him a small book

about griffins. 'For your next adventure,' she said with a wink.

Theo smiled. He had learned so much from Pip and Dr. Willow.

His heart felt full.
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That night, Theo looked out his window at the mountain. He

thought of Pip, flying free with its family. He felt a warm glow

inside. His kindness had made a difference. And he knew that

somewhere up there, Pip was thinking of him too. The bond

they shared would always be special. Theo drifted off to sleep

with a smile on his face.
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Theo never forgot Pip. Sometimes, he would hike up the

mountain and call out. And sometimes, far away, he would

hear a familiar chirp. He would wave, and a golden shape

would circle in the sky. Dr. Willow was right: compassion

creates unexpected connections. Theo learned that helping

others, even griffins, brings the greatest joy of all.
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