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Pip the little penguin lived on a wide, bright world of ice. He

had a black back, a white belly, and a soft blue scarf his

mother had knitted. One morning, while waddling near the

snowy hills, Pip saw something glowing in the distance. It

sparkled like a tiny sun fallen onto the ice. Pip's big blue eyes

grew wide with wonder.
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Pip hurried closer, his small flippers flapping. There, nestled in

a dip of snow, lay a golden egg. It glowed with a soft, warm

light that pulsed gently, like a heartbeat. Frosty patterns

shimmered across its smooth shell. Pip had never seen

anything so strange or so beautiful. He leaned in, his tiny

orange beak almost touching it.
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The egg felt warm, cozy as a pebble left in the sun. Pip

carefully wrapped his flippers around it and lifted it. It was

small enough to cradle, but it hummed with a gentle glow.

'You're mine now,' Pip whispered, imagining the wonderful

thing inside. He tucked the egg close and started home, his

heart thumping with excitement.
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But as Pip waddled, the egg's warmth seemed to grow needier.

The glow flickered, and the shell felt almost hot. Pip stopped.

'Maybe you need something,' he said softly. He remembered

how his mother kept him warm and fed. This egg was alive,

and it needed care. Pip looked around the empty ice and felt a

tiny worry. What if someone was missing it?
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Pip decided to search for the egg's parent. He wrapped it in a

scrap of soft moss he found and held it close. 'Don't worry,' he

told the egg. 'We'll find your family.' He set off across the

frozen plain, his blue scarf flapping in the chilly breeze. The

egg's glow lit his way like a small lantern. Pip felt brave and a

little nervous.
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Soon Pip met Mira the snowy owl, perched on a ridge of ice.

Her white feathers had faint grey speckles, and her amber

eyes were wise and calm. A woven grass satchel hung across

her chest. 'What have you found, little one?' she asked. Pip

showed her the glowing egg. Mira leaned close, her grey beak

tilted. 'This egg is warm and full of life,' she said.

6



Mira gently touched the shell with her wing. 'It needs its

parent's care,' she explained. 'An egg like this cannot stay

away for long.' Pip nodded, though he felt a pang. He liked the

egg's warm glow. 'Do you know who it belongs to?' he asked.

Mira shook her head. 'I have not seen its like. But keep

searching, and ask others along the way.'
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Pip thanked Mira and continued his search. He asked a group

of noisy gulls, but they only squawked and flew off. He asked a

sleepy seal, who blinked and shook his head. The egg's glow

grew a little dimmer, and Pip held it tighter. 'We'll find them,'

he promised. He walked on, his small feet crunching over the

snow.
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The sun began to sink, painting the ice in shades of pink and

gold. Pip felt tired, but he did not stop. He asked a family of

snow hares, but they had seen no one. The egg pulsed softly in

his flippers, warm and trusting. Pip realized he would give

anything to see it safe. He was not just curious anymore; he

truly cared.
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Just as Pip's hope was fading, he heard a soft, worried call. 'My

egg! Has anyone seen my egg?' A white arctic fox with a red

wool shawl came running, her dark eyes wide with fear. Her

fluffy tail drooped, and her small black nose twitched. 'I've

searched everywhere!' she cried. Pip stepped forward, holding

out the glowing egg.
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The fox gasped. 'You found it!' She gently took the egg and

cradled it under her shawl. 'I am Mrs Frostfeather,' she said,

her voice trembling with relief. 'This egg is mine. I was so

afraid.' The golden egg's glow brightened as it nestled close to

her. Pip felt a warm happiness spread through him. He had

done the right thing.
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Mrs Frostfeather smiled at Pip, her gentle eyes shining. 'Thank

you, little penguin. You kept my egg safe and warm.' She

wrapped her red shawl around the egg and gave Pip a grateful

nod. 'You are very responsible.' Pip's heart swelled with pride.

His blue scarf felt warm around his neck, and the icy world

seemed friendlier than before.
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Pip thought about the golden egg and its beautiful glow. He

had wanted to keep it, but now he knew that helping someone

was better. 'I'm glad I found you,' he told Mrs Frostfeather.

She promised to visit him on the ice. As she trotted away with

the egg tucked safely, Pip waved his flipper. The egg's light

blinked goodbye like a tiny star.
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On his way home, Pip met Mira the snowy owl again. 'Did you

find the parent?' she asked. Pip nodded, and Mira's amber

eyes crinkled with approval. 'You chose responsibility over

curiosity,' she said. 'That is a fine thing.' She gave Pip a small

warm stone from her satchel to remember the day. Pip held it

tight and smiled.
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Back in his cozy nook, Pip told his mother everything. She

hugged him close and kissed his soft grey head. 'I'm proud of

you,' she said. That night, Pip fell asleep to the memory of the

glowing egg and the happy look on Mrs Frostfeather's face. He

knew that being responsible and kind was a treasure more

precious than gold.
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The next morning, Pip saw a faint golden glow near the ice

hills. Mrs Frostfeather had returned with her egg, now warm

and safe. She waved her fluffy tail. 'Come and visit us anytime,'

she called. Pip waved back, his blue scarf fluttering. He felt

happy and proud. He had learned that caring for others makes

the world shine brighter than any golden egg.
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