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High in the snowy mountains, where the wind sang through

the pine trees, lived a small goat named Pip. Pip had soft

cream-white fur with warm tan patches on his back, and a

fluffy tail that wagged when he was excited. His grandmother

had knitted him a little red scarf, and it hung around his neck,

a bit too big, with a tassel that danced when he ran.
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Pip loved to watch the Snow Patrol. Every morning, Marta the

goat, Bruno the marmot, and Finn the hare marched along the

trails, checking for danger. Marta wore a thick blue vest with a

yellow snowflake badge, and Bruno had an orange helmet and

a wooden whistle. Pip longed to join them. 'Someday,' he

whispered, 'I'll be a helper too.'
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Pip practiced being careful. He watched how the snow

sparkled, how the wind piled drifts, and how the rocks peeked

through the white. He noticed everything. 'A good patrol

member must have sharp eyes,' he told himself. His big round

amber eyes missed nothing, and his tiny dark hooves carried

him quietly along the edges of the paths.
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One bright morning, Pip climbed a little higher than usual. He

came to a hillside where the snow looked strange—smooth and

white, but with thin cracks running across it like spider webs.

Pip tilted his head. 'That doesn't look right,' he murmured. He

looked closer. The cracks were deep, and the snow above them

seemed to shift just a tiny bit.
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Pip's heart beat fast. He knew about avalanches—how heavy

snow could slide down and block the trails. He had heard

Marta talk about them. But this hillside was off the patrol's

usual route. Would they notice? Pip waited, but the patrol

passed by without stopping. They were busy checking the main

path.
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Pip didn't want to be a bother. But he remembered what Marta

always said: 'Better safe than sorry.' So he took a deep breath,

puffed out his little chest, and ran as fast as his small legs

could carry him. His red scarf flapped behind him. He had to

catch the patrol before they went too far.
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Finn the hare was the first to see him. Finn had long ears with

grey tips and a green scout sash with a tiny silver bell that

jingled when he hopped. 'Whoa, Pip! What's the hurry?' he

asked, his whiskers twitching. Pip skidded to a stop, panting.

'Cracks! On the hillside! Big ones!' he gasped. 'Please, we

need to check!'
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Finn's blue eyes went wide. He rang his silver bell to call

Marta and Bruno. Marta came striding over, her long curved

horns shining. 'What's going on?' she asked. Pip pointed back

the way he had come. 'There are cracks in the snow up there,'

he said. 'I think it might be dangerous.'
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Marta looked where Pip pointed. She frowned. 'That's off our

usual route,' she said slowly. 'But we can take a look.' Bruno

the marmot waddled up, his orange helmet bobbing. 'Cracks,

you say? Let's see what the little guy found.' He gave Pip a

friendly, toothy smile. 'Lead the way, Pip!'
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When they reached the hillside, everyone grew quiet. The

cracks were bigger than Pip remembered. They zigzagged

across the slope, and the snow above them looked heavy and

ready to slide. Marta studied the cracks with her calm dark

eyes. 'You're right, Pip,' she said. 'This could be very

dangerous. If this snow lets go, it could bury the path below.'
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Bruno whistled through his teeth. 'Good thing you spotted it,

Pip!' He pulled out his wooden whistle and blew three sharp

blasts—the signal for danger. Finn dashed off to set up

warning flags along the trail. Marta put a strong hoof on Pip's

shoulder. 'You've done well,' she said. 'Now we need to work

fast.'
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The team sprang into action. Bruno dug a trench to guide the

snow away from the path, his strong paws moving quickly.

Finn planted bright flags to warn travelers. Marta used her

rope to mark a safe boundary. Pip helped by carrying small

stones to mark the edge. His red scarf bobbed as he scurried

back and forth, eager to help.
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It was hard work, but nobody complained. Bruno told funny

jokes to keep spirits up. 'Why did the snowman get a ticket?

He was caught speeding downhill!' Everyone laughed. Pip felt

proud to be part of the team. Even though he was small, his

careful watching had started it all.
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By afternoon, the path was closed and everyone was safe.

Marta called the team together. 'Pip,' she said, 'you showed us

that careful watching and quick thinking can save the day. You

have the heart of a patrol member.' Pip's eyes shone. 'Really?'

he whispered. 'Really,' said Marta. 'Welcome to the Snow

Patrol, Pip.'
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That evening, the animals gathered for a celebration. There

was hot cocoa and warm bread. Pip's grandmother wrapped

her scarf tighter around him. 'I'm so proud of you,' she said.

Bruno played his whistle like a flute, and Finn danced a happy

jig. Everyone cheered for the little goat who had helped keep

the mountain safe.
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Pip learned that day that you don't have to be big to make a

difference. Careful watching and teamwork can protect a

whole community. And as the stars twinkled over the snowy

peaks, Pip smiled, knowing that even the smallest helper can

be a hero. 'Tomorrow,' he thought, 'I'll check the hillside again

—just to be sure.'
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