




Virgie, a young quail who had just turned six, was 

getting ready for his friend Mace to come over. He was 

excited to see what adventure they would have today. 

As Virgie walked into the living room he saw himself 

in the big mirror by the door. "Topknot is good," he 

said to himself, "Feathers are smooth and beak is shiny. 

Wings ... are ... still small." 











Ernette was the oldest of the quail children and always felt 

she could boss the younger ones around.  It seemed she 

was a I ways fix i n g her feathers and topknot. And she d i d not 

I i k e for them to get messed up! 

"He's flapping his wings! In the living room!! It's messing 

up my topknot! And just look at my feathers!" Ernette 

yelled, stomping her foot. "Just look at me! l'M A MESS!" 

She spread her wings and turned around so everyone could 

see her ruffled feathers and messed up topknot. 









Just then, Virgie heard someone knocking at the door. It 

had to be Mace,  he thought. 

"I'll get it!" Virgie shouted, running to open the door. 

Smiling when he saw it was indeed Mace. "Hi Mace. Come 
• 
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"Hi Virgie! How are you doing?" Asked Mace. 

"I'm fine, Mace." He said as they greeted each other. 

Mace was Virgie's best friend. He was a light brown mouse 

with a tuft of white fur on his head and a white patch on 

his chest. However, the most interesting thing was that 

white tuft of fur at the end of his tai I. Nobody else had a 

tail like that! 











"How are we going to do that? No tightrope here." Virgie 

said as he looked around. 

"We can use the fence tops." Mace had been using them for 

a while now. He thought it might be fun for Virgie. 

"I guess we ... could try ... It seems very high." Virgie was 

feeling a little nervous. He had never been that high before. 

"Come on. I'll help you." Mace said, encouraging his friend. 

The two headed off to a good place Mace knew about. 

"Here we go. Th is is perfect." There was a vine wrapped 

around the fence post they could use. Mace was a pro at 

climbing vines. It took Virgie a I ittle while to figure it out, but 

he soon got the hang of it using his beak, wings and feet to 

climb up. 






