


The Museum of Moving
Paintings

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Emma held her mother's hand as the school bus rumbled to a
stop in front of the old stone museum. She wore her yellow
raincoat over her blue jumper and carried her red backpack.
Her curly black hair bounced in two puffs tied with red
ribbons. 'Stay close to your buddy,' said Ms. Chen, the teacher.
Emma smiled, her hazel eyes shining, and followed her class

inside.
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Inside the museum, the air smelled of old wood and lemon
polish. Emma stared at a giant painting of a stormy sea. The
waves seemed to swirl, and a little ship bobbed up and down.
‘That's just a trick of the light,' whispered her friend Jack. But
Emma noticed a tiny sailor on the ship wave his hat at her. She
blinked, and he was still.




A tall, stooped man in a dark green uniform with brass buttons
greeted the class. His white moustache twitched as he spoke.
‘Welcome to the Museum of Moving Paintings,' said Mr.
Penrose, the caretaker. His gold spectacles glinted. 'Some say
the paintings move when nobody is watching. But that's just a
story, isn't it?' He winked at Emma, and a silver key jingled on
his belt.




During the tour, Emma lingered behind. In a quiet corner, she
saw a painting of a forest with a little fox. The fox wagged its
bushy white-tipped tail and trotted right out of the frame! It
padded along the wall, its orange fur bright against the dark
wood. Emma gasped and followed the fox, her white sneakers
squeaking on the shiny floor.




The fox led Emma to a grand hall filled with portraits. The
painted ladies and gentlemen chatted and laughed. One
noblewoman in a lavender silk gown waved her folded fan.
'‘Good day, young lady,' she said. 'I am Lady Violet. Have you
seen my little bird?' A tiny painted bird chirped on her
shoulder. Emma's mouth fell open.
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Just then, a bell chimed. The paintings froze. Mr. Penrose
appeared, his ring of keys jingling. 'You've seen them move,
haven't you?' he said gently. 'The museum is magic. The
paintings come alive when no one is watching. But we must

keep it a secret.' Emma nodded, her heart thumping with
excitement.




Mr. Penrose explained, 'Every painting holds a story. The
characters can visit other frames, but they must return before
opening time. If one gets lost, the magic weakens.' Emma
looked around. ‘Where is Lady Violet?' she asked. The portrait
in the lavender gown was now empty—just a painted chair and
a folded fan.




Pip, the painted fox, darted to a landscape of a snowy
mountain. 'She went through here,' he yipped. Emma followed.
She saw Lady Violet's fan lying in the snow, but Lady Violet
was nowhere. 'She's trapped in the wrong painting!' cried Pip.
‘We must find her before the museum opens!'
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Emma and Pip raced through galleries, their footsteps
echoing. They checked a painting of a busy city, a garden full
of roses, and a dark cave with glittering jewels. But Lady
Violet was not there. "Where could she be?' Emma wondered.
Pip's ears drooped. 'She might be lost forever,' he whimpered.
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Meanwhile, the other paintings grew restless. The stormy sea
churned, and the little ship tossed. The portraits whispered
anxiously. 'The magic is fading!' said a painted knight. Mr.
Penrose looked worried. "We must hurry,' he said. 'Emma, did
you see any clue?' Emma thought hard. Then she remembered
a glint of something in the city painting.
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They hurried back to the city scene. There, in a corner, was a
tiny violet button. 'She was here!' said Emma. Pip sniffed the
button. 'I smell her perfume,' he said. 'She must have gone
into the painting of the great ballroom.' They rushed to the
ballroom painting, where dancers twirled in painted silence.
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In the ballroom painting, a figure in a lavender gown stood
frozen near a golden chandelier. It was Lady Violet! 'Help!' she
called. 'I stepped through the wrong frame and now I'm stuck!"
Emma reached out her hand. 'Take my hand,' she said. But the
painted barrier was strong. Mr. Penrose arrived with his keys.
‘We must work together,' he said.
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Mr. Penrose turned a silver key in a hidden lock beside the
frame. The painted barrier shimmered. Emma held out her
hand again, and Lady Violet grasped it. With a gentle pull,
Lady Violet stepped out of the ballroom painting and back into
her own portrait. The tiny bird chirped happily on her
shoulder. 'Thank you, Emma,' said Lady Violet.
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All the paintings sighed with relief. The stormy sea calmed,
and the little sailor waved his hat. Lady Violet told stories to
the other portraits, and they all laughed. Pip curled up at
Emma's feet, his bushy tail wagging. '‘You're a true friend,"' he

said. Emma smiled, her gap-toothed grin wide. 'I'm glad I
could help.'
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As the first visitors arrived, the paintings froze into stillness.
Emma rejoined her class, who had noticed nothing. Mr.
Penrose gave her a small silver key. 'For your help,' he
whispered. 'Come back anytime.' Emma waved goodbye to the
museum, knowing she would never forget the magic inside.

15




. _. \ﬁy

On the bus ride home, Emma looked out the window and
smiled. She knew that art keeps stories alive, and that helping
friends makes every adventure better. Her red ribbons
fluttered in the wind, and she couldn't wait to tell her family
about the museum where paintings move when nobody is
watching.
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