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Grandma gopher and her family were 
having breakfast, inside their home. 
They lived in a small tunnel, in the 
earth, in the forest. Then, they heard 
“Kuick, Kuick, Kuick.” “What is that?” 
said grandma.
 



Near their tunnel, a baby hawk was 
saying “Kuick, Kuick, Kuick.” His wing was 
injured. The wind had taken him far away 
from his home. Grandma gopher said: “We 
will take care of this hawk, until he is ready 
to fly!” She was a good gopher.     
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Days later, the hawk felt better. But 
soon, they realized that he did not see 
very well. “Oh, my dear hawk, you are 
always bumping into things” grandma 
told him. “I think you need glasses.”



A little gopher said: “I saw some tiny glasses
next to a tree!” 
“That is wonderful, go get them please!” 
grandma told him. The gopher found the 
glasses, and when the hawk wore them, 
he talked for the first time. “Thank you 
all! Kuick, Kuick, Kuick!” the hawk said.                                                                                                                                            
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“Now, we have to teach you how to fly!” said 
grandma to the hawk. 
“Can you fly, grandma?” asked little gopher. 
“No, my dear grandson, but we can still help 
our friend, I have many ideas!” she replied. 
They all went on top of a rock. How fun!               
                       



“When I say jump, you jump, and move your 
wings as much as you can!” said grandma. 
“I will do it, grandma!” answered the hawk. 
“If you fly, fly home to your hawk family. We 
will always be your gopher family” said 
grandma, with a tear in her eye.
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The hawk jumped. “Kuick, Kuick, Kuick!” he said 
loud. His wings did not move much, but just as he 
was about to hit the ground, he began flying and 
flying and flying. Low and high. 
“Good bye, my gopher family, I will always keep 
you in my heart!” he said. 
“Good bye, my grandson hawk!” grandma replied.



Time passed. One day, strong winds 
caught the gopher family outside their 
tunnel home. Little gopher was lifted 
up in the air! “Oh, no, we have to find 
him!” said grandma.
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Little gopher was flying, with no wings. The 
wind took him far, far away. He closed his 
eyes. But all of the sudden, he was pulled 
out of the wind. 
“You are safe now, my brother gopher!” said 
the hawk, who had grown to be big and 
gentle.
                                       



The hawk had seen the flying gopher, and rescued him. 
They went back to the tunnel home, in the happiest 
celebration. “You still have the glasses!” said grandma. 
“Yes, and thanks to the glasses I saved little gopher” 
replied the hawk. They smiled with joy. 
They all remembered that little gopher was the one who 
had found the tiny glasses, long, long ago… when they 
had all become one dear family.        
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