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On a quiet night, when the sky was dark and the snow was

soft, a little polar bear named Pip sat outside his snow den. He

wore a red scarf with white stripes, and a paintbrush was

tucked behind one ear. Pip looked up at the sky and gasped.

Swirling ribbons of green, pink, and blue danced above him.

"The northern lights!" he whispered. "They're so beautiful!"
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Every night, Pip waited for the northern lights to appear. He

watched them twist and turn like ribbons in the wind. His big

round eyes grew wide with wonder. "I wish I could keep them,"

he said. "But they always fade away." He hugged his little

wooden paint box. "If only I could paint them and make them

stay."
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The next evening, Pip opened his paint box and set out his

colors. He dipped his brush in green and painted a long,

swirling line. Then he added pink and blue, just like the lights.

His chubby paws moved carefully. "I'm painting the northern

lights!" he squealed. The colors glowed on the white snow. Pip

smiled so big his small black nose wiggled.
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Just then, a white arctic hare hopped closer. Her tall ears

twitched, and her blue mittens swung on their string. "What

are you making, Pip?" asked Mira. Pip stepped back so she

could see. "Oh!" Mira gasped. "It's the aurora! You've captured

its dance!" She twirled her paw in the air. "You must show

everyone!"
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Pip felt shy. "Who would want to see my paintings?" he asked.

Mira put a mitten on his shoulder. "Everyone!" she said. "The

animals far and wide would love to see the northern lights.

Some have never seen them at all." She pulled a small satchel

from her shoulder. "I can help you. We'll make a traveling

exhibition!" Pip's eyes sparkled. "Really?"
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Mira and Pip set to work. They painted more pictures of the

swirling greens, pinks, and blues. Mira carried them in her

satchel. "We need to tell others," she said. "I know just the

animal." She called out, and a white arctic fox bounded over.

He wore a green explorer's cap with a tiny feather. "Bram!"

said Mira. "Will you spread the news?"
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Bram's bushy tail wagged. "I'm the fastest fox on the tundra!"

he barked. He dashed off, his leather shoulder bag bouncing.

He told the seals by the shore, the snowy owls in the trees, and

the reindeer on the hills. "Come see the northern lights

paintings!" he called. "Made by a little polar bear named Pip!"

The animals were curious and excited.
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Soon, animals from all around came to see Pip's paintings.

They gathered on the snow and stared in wonder. "It's like the

sky is right here!" said a young seal. "I've never seen anything

so beautiful," said a snowy owl. Pip's heart felt warm. "Thank

you," he said. "I just painted what I love." Mira smiled and

handed out little painted cards to everyone.
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One day, old Olaf the walrus heard about the paintings. He was

huge and grey, with long white tusks and a thick brown scarf

around his neck. He wore round spectacles on his nose. "I

have lived here for many years," he said, "and I have seen the

aurora many times. But I have never seen it captured so

beautifully. Please, bring your exhibition to my icy beach."
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Pip was nervous but excited. "What if the animals don't like my

paintings?" he asked Mira. "They will," she said gently. "Just be

yourself." Bram led the way, and a line of animals followed.

They carried the paintings carefully. Pip held his paint box

tight. When they reached the beach, Olaf was waiting.

"Welcome, little painter," he said with a kind smile.
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Olaf's beach was wide and flat, perfect for an exhibition. The

animals set up the paintings on blocks of ice. The colors

seemed to glow in the soft light. "It's like the aurora has come

down to visit us," said Olaf. He told stories of the northern

lights to the gathered animals. Pip listened, his eyes shining.

He felt proud of what he had made.
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More animals came from far and wide. Some had traveled for

days. "I heard about the paintings," said a young musk ox. "I've

never seen the northern lights. My home is too far south." Pip

showed him each painting. "This one is my favorite," Pip said.

"I painted it on a night when the lights were very bright." The

musk ox stared in awe. "It's magical!"
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Mira organized the exhibition so every animal could see. Bram

guided visitors and told jokes. Olaf shared stories of the

aurora's magic. Pip stood by his paintings, answering

questions. "How did you make the colors so bright?" asked a

little fox. "I used lots of paint and lots of love," Pip said.

Everyone laughed and cheered. The exhibition was a big

success.
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As the days passed, the exhibition traveled to new places.

Bram led the way, and Mira kept everything in order. They

visited snowy valleys, icy shores, and quiet forests.

Everywhere they went, animals marveled at the paintings. "I

feel like I've seen the real northern lights," said a badger. Pip

beamed. "That's the best compliment," he said.
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One evening, Olaf said, "Pip, your art has brought so much joy.

You've helped animals appreciate the beauty of nature." Pip

looked at his friends. "I couldn't have done it without you," he

said. "Mira, Bram, Olaf—you all helped me share the aurora."

Mira hugged him with her soft paws. "We're a team," she said.

"And art brings us together."
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Pip still paints the northern lights every chance he gets. He

sits outside his snow den, his red scarf wrapped tight, and

watches the sky. Then he picks up his brush and paints the

swirling greens, pinks, and blues. Other animals come to

watch and learn. "The aurora is a gift," Pip tells them. "And

when we share it through art, it never fades."
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