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Guillemot
Junior lived with family and friends on a rocky cliff in Scotland.
He’d lived there all his short life.
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Everyone
around him was so excited. I think they should be moving to a ‘new’
home next week. He’d been told that they were leaving the crag by
flying…but…

 


…his feathers
were beautifully formed…

...his beak
was brilliantly orange…

…his chest
was dazzlingly cream…

…and his
wings were…

 


…short and
stubby!

 


“What, how
come”?

 


 

He was a
bird… and would soon need them.

 


How was he
going to follow the crowd?

 


Guillemot
Junior chatted to his Mother, who said “Don’t worry because …they
were all short and stubby”.

 


Phew…
thought Guillemot Junior!

 


His Mother
added “The secret to flying ‘is’ to first aim for your destination,
be brave when taking the first step off and then flap calmly in
flight”.

 


After all,
she’d be there too…
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The day
finally arrived and the noise on the crag was thunderous like a
steam train.

 


Guillemot
warmed his wings by flapping them quickly, which only added to the
already deafening noise.

 


Guillemot’s
Mother guided him to the edge and said “You must aim for the sea to
get the best landing.”

 


He looked
down at the bottom of the rock face, which was at least 150 foot
away… he gulped hard like he swallowed an eel.

 


His Mother
soothed him and said “Remember what I said…

…Be brave
young ‘foul’… “
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Guillemot
Junior put his toes over the edge
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