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Mira lived in a little house at the edge of a snowy wood. She

loved music more than anything. Every evening, she practiced

her violin until the stars came out. Her grandpa, Ollie, listened

from his rocking chair. "One day," he said, "your music will

surprise you." Mira smiled her gap-toothed smile and kept

playing.
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One winter night, Grandpa Ollie gave Mira a wooden box.

Inside was a small violin, shiny and brown. "This was mine

when I was your age," he said, his amber eyes twinkling.

Mira's rosy cheeks turned pinker. She hugged the violin tight.

"Thank you, Grandpa!" she whispered. Outside, the snow

sparkled like sugar.
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Mira pulled on her puffy teal coat with wooden toggles, her

red mittens, and her mustard-yellow scarf. She tied on her

grey snow boots. "I'm going to play outside!" she told Grandpa.

He nodded and handed her a lantern. "I'll watch from the

porch," he said. Mira stepped into the cold, crisp night, her

violin tucked under her arm.
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The snow crunched under Mira's boots. Her breath made little

clouds. She walked to a clearing where the sky was wide and

dark. A white snowshoe hare with a red scarf hopped out from

behind a bush. Its long ears twitched. "Hello, little friend,"

Mira said. The hare wiggled its pink nose and sat beside her.
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Mira lifted her violin and placed the bow on the strings. She

took a deep breath and played her first note. It floated up into

the frosty air, clear and sweet. The hare's ears stood straight

up. Then something amazing happened. A tiny spark of green

light danced above the violin. "Oh!" Mira gasped.
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The green light swirled and grew. Mira played faster, and the

light turned blue, then purple. The hare hopped in a circle, its

fluffy tail bouncing. Mira laughed and played a happy tune.

The music rose higher and higher, and the sky began to glow

with colors. "Grandpa, look!" she called, but he was already

watching from the porch.
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Grandpa Ollie stood on the porch with his lantern, his striped

green scarf wrapped tight. He smiled as the sky above Mira

filled with swirling colors. "The northern lights!" he whispered.

"She's painting the sky with her music." His wire-rimmed

spectacles reflected the dancing lights. He clapped his

mittened hands softly.
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Mira played a song about snowflakes falling. The sky swirled

with soft white and silver. Then she played a song about spring

flowers, and bright pinks and yellows bloomed above. The hare

leaped and spun, catching snowflakes on its nose. Mira's red

mittens flew over the strings, and the colors danced to her

tune.
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A red fox peeked out from the trees, its eyes wide. A snowy

owl glided overhead, hooting softly. They had come to listen.

Mira's music was calling them. The colors in the sky pulsed

with each note. The whole forest seemed to wake up and join

the celebration. Mira felt warm inside, even in the cold.
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Mira played a slow, gentle song about the moon. The colors

softened to deep blues and soft greens. The hare sat still,

listening. The fox lay down in the snow. The owl perched on a

branch. Everyone was calm and happy. Mira's heart swelled

with joy. She had never felt so connected to the world around

her.
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Then Mira played her favorite song, the one Grandpa Ollie

taught her. It was about a river that flows to the sea. The

colors burst into a grand finale—reds and greens and blues

swirling like a ribbon. The hare bounded high, the fox yipped,

and the owl flapped its wings. The sky was a giant painting,

and Mira was the artist.
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Grandpa Ollie walked down to the clearing, his lantern

glowing. "You see, Mira," he said, "music and nature are

friends. When you play from your heart, the whole sky listens."

Mira hugged him. The hare hopped onto a snowbank and

twitched its ears. The colors slowly faded, but the warm

feeling stayed.
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Mira and Grandpa walked back to the house, with the hare

following close behind. "Can we come again tomorrow?" Mira

asked. Grandpa chuckled. "The sky is always waiting for your

music," he said. The hare gave a little hop and disappeared

into the woods. Mira waved goodbye, her heart full of stars

and songs.
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Back inside, Mira placed her violin carefully on its shelf. She

looked out the window. A faint green glow still shimmered in

the sky. "Thank you, Grandpa," she said. "For the violin and for

teaching me that creativity can make the whole sky glow."

Grandpa smiled and ruffled her black hair. "You did that all by

yourself," he said.
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That night, Mira dreamed of colors dancing to her music. She

dreamed of the hare with the red scarf and the fox and the

owl. She dreamed of Grandpa's warm smile. In her dream, she

played a song that made the stars sing. When she woke, she

knew it was true. Music and nature were friends, and she

could make magic anytime.
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From that day on, Mira played her violin every chance she got.

Sometimes she played inside, and sometimes outside under

the sky. And whenever the northern lights appeared, she knew

they were dancing just for her. The hare would come to listen,

and Grandpa would watch from the porch. And Mira would

smile, her gap-toothed smile, and play on.
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