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High above the clouds, where the sky turned pink at breakfast

and gold at bedtime, floated a castle built from enormous

enchanted feathers. Each feather was as long as a boat and as

soft as a whisper. Princess Iris lived there with her family, and

every morning she skipped along the feathery walkways, her

curly black hair bouncing in two springy buns. She wore a sky-

blue dress with a white apron, and a tiny gold star freckle

twinkled on each cheek.

1



The castle was a wonderful place. Feathers curved into towers,

swooped into bridges, and hugged the walls like a cozy quilt.

When the wind blew, the whole castle swayed gently, like a

ship on a calm sea. Iris loved to stand on the highest balcony

and watch the birds fly by. 'Our castle is the most beautiful in

the world,' she said, and the feathers seemed to rustle with

pride.
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One breezy morning, Iris noticed something strange. A small

feather drifted past her window, then another, and another. 'Oh

no!' she cried. 'The castle is losing its feathers!' She ran to tell

her parents, but they were busy. So Iris decided to take

charge. She put on her soft white boots and her gold circlet,

and she called out, 'We need help! The castle is wobbling!'
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Iris knew just who to ask. She sent messages by swift little

birds to three clever friends. First came Master Plume, the

wise feather-mender, with his long silver hair and deep green

coat full of pockets. Next came Tilda Twine, strong and

cheerful, in her orange overalls with a rope coiled at her hip.

Last of all, with a soft chirp, flew Pip, a round fluffy creature

with lavender fur and tiny wings.
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Master Plume adjusted his round spectacles and studied the

drifting feathers. 'These enchanted feathers are woven with

sky-thread,' he explained. 'When the threads loosen, the

feathers float away. We must mend them carefully.' He pulled a

silver needle from his tool belt. 'But first, we need to catch the

loose feathers before they disappear.' Pip chirped eagerly and

fluttered up to fetch them.
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Tilda Twine shaded her green eyes and looked at the wobbling

walls. 'And we need to tie the castle down so it stops swaying,'

she said. 'I have strong rope and even stronger knots.' She

pulled a long rope from her hip and began to loop it around a

feathery post. 'But where should we anchor it?' asked Iris. 'To

the biggest cloud we can find!' said Tilda with a dimpled smile.
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Everyone set to work. Pip squeezed into tight gaps between

the feathers, carrying tiny tools in his little brown satchel. His

brass bell jingled softly as he mended seams. Master Plume

showed Iris how to weave the sky-thread through the feather

quills. 'Gently, gently,' he said. 'Like braiding hair.' Iris's amber

eyes sparkled as she learned. Tilda tied knot after knot,

singing a sailor's song.
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But there were so many feathers to fix! The castle still

wobbled, and more feathers drifted away. Iris felt worried.

'What if we can't mend them all?' she said. Master Plume

patted her shoulder. 'Beautiful things need care and repair,' he

said. 'That is what keeps them strong.' Tilda tossed a rope to

Iris. 'Teamwork makes it faster!' she cheered. Pip chirped in

agreement and fetched another armful of feathers.
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They worked all day. Iris organized the feathers into piles by

size. Master Plume stitched the torn ones with silver thread.

Tilda patched the wobbling walls with soft cloth and sturdy

rope. Pip darted here and there, carrying messages and tools.

Slowly, the castle stopped swaying. The feathers gleamed in

the afternoon sun. 'We're doing it!' Iris laughed, and her star

freckles seemed to shine.
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As the sun began to set, they finished the last feather. Tilda

tied the final knot to a big fluffy cloud. 'There!' she said. 'Now

the castle is anchored.' The castle stood still and proud, its

feathers smooth and bright. Pip did a happy loop in the air, his

bell ringing. Master Plume smiled. 'You see?' he said to Iris.

'With care and teamwork, anything can be mended.'
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That night, the castle glowed with lantern light. Iris looked out

at the stars and felt proud. She had noticed the problem, asked

for help, and worked with her friends. 'Thank you,' she said to

Master Plume, Tilda, and Pip. 'You saved our castle.' Master

Plume bowed. 'You saved it too, Princess,' he said. 'You

brought us together.' Tilda gave a thumbs-up, and Pip

snuggled into Iris's lap.
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The next morning, Iris woke to the sound of happy chirping.

The castle was still and safe. She walked through the feathery

halls and saw that everything was in its place. She touched a

feather gently. 'I will take care of you,' she whispered. And

from that day on, Iris checked the feathers every week,

mending small tears before they grew big. The castle

shimmered like a jewel in the sky.
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Word spread about the princess who mended her castle. Other

children asked Iris how she did it. 'Beautiful things need care

and repair,' she told them. 'And you must never be afraid to

ask for help.' Master Plume nodded wisely. Tilda showed them

how to tie a good knot. Pip gave each child a tiny feather.

'Keep it safe,' Iris said, 'and it will remind you to take care of

what you love.'
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Seasons passed, and the castle grew even more beautiful. New

feathers sprouted where old ones had been mended, and they

were the brightest of all. Iris kept her gold circlet and her

white apron, but now she also carried a small sewing kit, just

in case. She knew that even enchanted things need a little help

now and then.
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One evening, Iris sat on the balcony with her friends. The sky

was pink and gold, just like the first day. 'Our castle is

anchored,' she said. 'But more than that, it is loved.' Master

Plume raised a cup of tea. 'To care and repair!' he said. Tilda

cheered, and Pip jingled his bell. The castle feathers rustled

softly, as if they were saying thank you.
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And so Princess Iris learned a lesson she would never forget.

Beautiful creations need careful maintenance to keep them

strong and happy. Whether it's a feather castle, a garden, or a

friendship, a little care goes a long way. So she kept her castle

shining, and it floated safely in the sky, a home full of love,

teamwork, and well-mended feathers.
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