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Robin lived at the edge of a green valley, in a cottage with a
crooked chimney. He had warm light-brown skin, tousled
chestnut hair, and bright hazel-green eyes that sparkled with
curiosity. His mustard-yellow tunic and red neckerchief
flapped in the breeze as he explored. One sunny morning,
while wandering near the old oak tree, he spotted something
shiny in the grass—a small, golden feather.

1




Robin picked up the feather. It was soft and light, but it
wiggled in his fingers like it wanted to fly. Suddenly, it spun
around and pointed toward the valley. "Whoa!" Robin gasped.
"A feather compass!" He tied it to a string and hung it around
his neck. The feather kept spinning, so Robin decided to follow
it. He didn't know that this feather would lead him on many
adventures.



As Robin walked, the feather spun faster and faster. It pointed
toward a thicket of bushes. There, he heard a tiny, frightened
bleat. He pushed aside the branches and found a small lamb
with fluffy cream-white wool and a blue ribbon collar with a
little brass bell. "Are you lost, little one?" Robin asked gently.
The lamb nodded and trembled. "Don't worry, I'll help you find
your way home."




Robin looked at the feather. It spun and pointed toward the far
end of the valley. "Come on," he said, and the lamb followed.
They walked past tall grasses and bubbling streams. The
lamb's bell jingled softly. "What's your name?" Robin asked.
The lamb bleated, "Lamb." Robin laughed. "I'm Robin. We'll
find your flock together." The feather led them on, spinning
like a tiny golden top.




At last, they reached a meadow where a flock of sheep grazed.
The lamb's mother ran to him, bleating happily. The lamb
nuzzled Robin's hand before bouncing away. Robin smiled.
“"One lost traveler found," he said. The feather glowed warmly.
Just then, a small blue bird with a white chest and big round
black eyes landed on Robin's shoulder. "Cheep!" it said. "Hello,
little friend," Robin said. "I'll call you Pip."
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The next day, the feather spun again. This time it pointed
toward the dark forest. Robin and Pip set off. Pip flew ahead,
chirping warnings when branches blocked the path. Deep in
the woods, they found a family of rabbits who had lost their
burrow. "Follow me!" Robin said. The feather led them through
twisting trees until they reached a cozy hole under a fallen log.
The rabbits thanked Robin with a basket of berries.
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Robin and Pip became a team. Pip scouted from above, and
Robin followed the feather's spin. They helped a lost fawn find
its mother near a sparkling lake. They guided a wandering
hedgehog back to its den. Each time, the feather spun and
pointed the way. Each time, Robin made a new friend.
"Helping others is the best adventure," Robin said. Pip chirped

in agreement.



One day, the feather spun wildly, pointing toward the rocky
hills. "Someone's lost up there," Robin said. He packed his
satchel with bread and water and set off with Pip. The hills
were steep and stony. Pip flew ahead, his sky-blue feathers
bright against the grey rocks. "Cheep! Cheep!" he called,
warning Robin of slippery spots. Robin climbed carefully,
following the feather's steady spin.
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In the rocky hills, they found a young goat tangled in a thorny
bush. "Baa!" it cried. Robin gently untangled it. "There you
go," he said. The goat's mother came running, and they were
reunited. The feather kept spinning, so Robin continued. He
helped a lost tortoise cross a wide path and a family of mice
find their way out of a cave. The feather never failed.
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As the sun began to set, the feather spun faster than ever. It
pointed toward a narrow trail between two tall rocks. Robin
followed it. "Someone must be really lost," he said. Pip chirped
nervously. The trail twisted and turned. Robin's boots
crunched on the gravel. He wondered who could be out here in
the rocky hills so late. The feather glowed bright gold, leading
him on.
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Then Robin heard a familiar voice. "Oh, dear, I'm sure I've seen
that rock before." Robin's heart leaped. He ran around the
bend and saw an old man with deep brown skin, a thick silver-
white beard, and round spectacles. He wore a long forest-
green coat and a knitted grey scarf. He leaned on a wooden
walking stick carved with a leaf pattern. "Grandpa Elm!" Robin
shouted.




Grandpa Elm turned, his dark eyes crinkling with surprise and
joy. "Robin! My boy!" he said. "I was out for a walk and lost my
way in these hills." Robin hugged him tightly. "The feather led
me to you," Robin said. "It spins whenever someone is lost."
Grandpa Elm chuckled. "What a wonderful feather!" Pip
landed on Grandpa Elm's shoulder and chirped a greeting.
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Robin took Grandpa Elm's hand and led him down the trail.
The feather pointed the way home. As they walked, Grandpa
Elm told stories of when Robin was little. Pip flew ahead,
scouting the path. The rocky hills grew softer, and soon they
saw the green valley below. "You're a true helper, Robin,"
Grandpa Elm said. "I'm proud of you."
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They reached Grandpa Elm's cottage at the edge of the forest.
Grandpa Elm made hot cocoa, and they sat by the fire. Pip
perched on the mantel, his big eyes reflecting the flames. "Tell
me about your adventures," Grandpa Elm said. Robin told him
about the lamb, the rabbits, the fawn, and all the friends he
had made. Grandpa Elm listened with a warm smile.
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That night, Robin looked at the feather. It lay still in his hand,
glowing softly. "You know," Grandpa Elm said, "that feather
chose you because you have a kind heart. Helping others gives
every adventure a purpose." Robin nodded. He thought of all
the travelers he had guided home. "I'll keep helping," he said.
"There are always more friends to find."
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And so Robin continued to follow the feather compass. With
Pip on his shoulder and Grandpa Elm's words in his heart, he
explored valleys, forests, and rocky hills. Every spin led to a
new adventure and a new friend. And whenever he returned
home, he knew that helping others was the greatest adventure
of all. The feather glowed, ready for the next journey.

16




