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The Otter's Secret
Painting

Cinar BIBER



On the gentle river where the water curls and whispers, lived
a young otter named Pip. He had glossy chocolate-brown fur, a
cream-coloured chest, and dark twinkling eyes. Every
morning, he paddled out to watch the river wake up. He loved
how the light danced on the water and how the reeds swayed
in the breeze. But most of all, Pip loved to paint.
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Pip kept a little paint set in a hollow log and wore a faded blue
apron, smeared with every colour of the river. His nimble paws
held the brush carefully. He painted the silver fish, the green
banks, and the golden sun. But when anyone came near, he hid
his paintings under a pile of leaves. 'They're not good enough,’
he whispered to himself.



Pip's best friend was a kingfisher named Kiki, who flashed over
the water like a jewel. Her turquoise-blue wings sparkled, and
her orange breast glowed. She often perched on a branch
above Pip and chattered cheerfully. 'What are you making
today, Pip?' she asked. But Pip always hid his brush and said,
'‘Oh, nothing much.' Kiki noticed the paint on his paws but said
nothing more.




One breezy afternoon, Kiki flew down to Pip's hollow log to
borrow some moss for her nest. Pip was out swimming, so she
peeked inside. There, stacked neatly, were dozens of paintings.
Kiki gasped. She saw the river at sunrise, the tall reeds, the
leaping fish, and even a tiny portrait of herself! 'Oh, Pip,' she
breathed, 'these are wonderful!
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Kiki knew just what to do. She pulled a roll of invitations from
her woven satchel and tied each with a grass ribbon. She
visited the rabbit, who wore a red neck scarf, and the
hedgehog, who wore round spectacles. '‘Come to the riverbank
tomorrow at noon,' she said. 'There's a surprise!' The news
spread quickly along the river.



That evening, Kiki found Pip sitting by the water, looking sad.
‘What's wrong?' she asked gently. Pip sighed. 'I feel like I have
all these feelings inside,' he said, 'but I don't know how to
share them.' Kiki smiled. 'You already do,' she said. 'Your
paintings show your feelings. They're beautiful. Will you trust
me?' Pip nodded slowly.



The next morning, Kiki and her friends worked busily. They set
up easels made from twigs and vines along the riverbank.
Rabbit brought a basket of carrots for everyone to share.
Hedgehog arranged the paintings carefully, studying each one.
'Look at the colours,' he said softly. 'They capture the river's
true colours perfectly.' The exhibition was ready.
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At noon, all the animals gathered. The rabbit hopped up and
down with excitement. The hedgehog adjusted his spectacles.
Birds sang from the branches. But where was Pip? He was
hiding behind a bush, his heart pounding. ‘What if they don't
like them?' he worried. Kiki flew over and whispered, 'They
already love them. Come and see.'
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Pip peeked out. He saw the rabbit pointing at a painting of the
river in spring, her eyes wide. He saw the hedgehog studying a
picture of the old willow tree, nodding wisely. He saw his
friends smiling and talking about the colours. Slowly, Pip
stepped out from behind the bush. His blue apron flapped in
the breeze.




Rabbit spotted him first. 'Pip! Your paintings are amazing!' she
called, waving her straw basket. 'Look at this one of the fish—I
can almost see them swimming!' Hedgehog looked up and
said, 'You've painted the river's heart, Pip. Truly.' The other
animals cheered. Pip's cheeks grew warm, but his heart felt
lighter than it had in a long time.
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Kiki landed on his shoulder and gave him a nudge. 'See?' she
said. 'Your feelings are a gift. When you share them, you make
others happy too.' Pip looked at the crowd of friends admiring
his work. He felt proud and happy and a little bit shy, all at
once. But most of all, he felt glad. 'Thank you, Kiki,"' he said.
'For everything.'




From that day on, Pip painted whenever he could. He still
wore his faded blue apron and kept his brushes in the front
pocket. But now he didn't hide his paintings away. He hung
them on branches and laid them on flat stones for everyone to
see. Sometimes he taught the little animals how to mix
colours.
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One warm evening, Kiki asked, '"What are you painting now,
Pip?' Pip smiled and turned his canvas around. It was a picture
of all of them—Kiki, Rabbit, Hedgehog—standing together by
the river. 'I'm painting the feeling of friendship,' he said.
'‘Because that's the best feeling of all.' Kiki hugged him with
her wing.




Pip learned that sharing his art helped him show his feelings.
When he painted the river, he felt the river's calm. When he
painted his friends, he felt warmth and love. And when he
shared those paintings, his heart felt light and glad. He no
longer hid his brush when someone came near. Instead, he
offered them a turn.




The riverbank became a cheerful gallery, always filled with
colour and chatter. The animals loved to visit and see what Pip
had made. And sometimes, they would ask him to paint their
portraits. Pip would smile and say, 'I'd love to.' He had found
his voice, not with words, but with paint and brush.
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So if you ever wander by a gentle river and see a glossy brown
otter with a paint-smeared apron, say hello. He might just
paint you a picture. And he'll tell you that sharing your feelings
—whether with paint or words—makes your heart feel light
and glad. That's the otter's secret, and now it's yours, too.
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