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Arthur the aardvark lived in a cozy burrow at the edge of the

sunny savanna. He had sandy-brown wrinkled skin, a long

snout, tall rabbit-like ears, and sturdy claws for digging. Every

morning he dug for tasty ants, and every evening he sat

outside watching the colors of the sunset. He often wondered

how the sky could hold so many colors at once.
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One day, while digging near a fallen tree, Arthur found

something unusual. It was a wooden box filled with small tubes

and a flat board. He squeezed a tube, and a bright blue blob

plopped onto the board. Arthur stared at it, his small dark eyes

wide. He dragged his claw through the blue, and a wiggly line

appeared. His heart went thump-thump with excitement.
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Arthur began painting every day. He painted the orange

sunset, the green grass, and the purple flowers. He painted his

own long snout and tall ears too. Soon his burrow was full of

colorful boards. He put on a paint-splattered blue apron with a

front pocket and a red beret. “I think I need more room,” he

said, looking at the crowded walls.
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Arthur cleaned out an old empty burrow and turned it into a

small art studio. He set up his paints and boards, and he hung

his favorite pictures on the walls. The studio smelled of fresh

paint and earth. Arthur felt proud but also a little nervous.

“What if nobody likes my paintings?” he whispered to himself.
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Milo the meerkat, Arthur's best friend, came by for a visit.

Milo was small, about thirty centimeters tall, with light tan fur

and dark patches around his eyes. He wore a bright yellow

scarf and carried a green satchel. When Milo saw the

paintings, he gasped. “Arthur, these are wonderful! The colors

are so bright and happy!” Arthur's ears perked up.
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Milo walked around the studio, admiring each painting. “You

should show these to everyone,” he said. “We could have an

exhibition!” Arthur looked doubtful. “An exhibition? But I'm

just an aardvark who likes to paint.” Milo shook his head.

“That's exactly why it's special. Come on, let's make some

signs!” He pulled a brush from his satchel.
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Arthur and Milo got to work. Milo painted a big sign that said

“ART SHOW” in wiggly letters. Arthur painted funny pictures

of animals on smaller signs. They made signs with arrows

pointing to the studio. Milo stuffed the signs into his green

satchel, and they set off across the savanna. “We'll invite

everyone!” Milo chirped.
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They visited the giraffes, who craned their long necks to read

the signs. They visited the zebras, who neighed with

excitement. They visited the elephants, who trumpeted

happily. They even visited the grumpy old warthog, who smiled

for the first time in weeks. Everyone promised to come.

Arthur's heart felt full of fizzy bubbles.
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Back at the studio, Arthur painted new pictures for the

exhibition. He painted a meerkat standing tall in a yellow

scarf. He painted a giraffe nibbling the highest leaves. He

painted the whole savanna in every color he had. Milo helped

by mixing paints and cleaning brushes. “This is going to be the

best art show ever!” Milo declared.
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The night before the exhibition, Arthur couldn't sleep. What if

no one came? What if they laughed at his paintings? He tossed

and turned in his burrow. Milo, who had stayed over to help,

patted Arthur's paw. “Don't worry, Arthur. Your art makes

people happy. And happy people always come back for more.”

Arthur took a deep breath and finally fell asleep.

10



The big day arrived. The sun shone bright and warm. Arthur

stood nervously in his blue apron and red beret. Milo wore his

yellow scarf and held a tray of berry juice for guests. The first

animals arrived: the giraffes, the zebras, the elephants, and

the warthog. They oohed and aahed at every painting. “Look at

the colors!” cried a zebra.
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The warthog pointed at a painting of a wiggly blue line. “That's

exactly how I feel when I dance!” he said. Everyone laughed

and nodded. Arthur's paintings made them see the world in a

new way. Then Milo had an idea. “Why don't we all paint

together?” he suggested. “There's plenty of paint and paper

for everyone!”
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The animals crowded around the tables. Giraffes painted tall

trees. Zebras painted stripes. Elephants painted big splashy

circles. The warthog painted a muddy puddle, and everyone

clapped. Arthur walked among them, showing how to mix

colors and make new shades. “Creativity belongs to everyone,”

he said, smiling. “I just found it first.”
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Milo hung all the new paintings on the studio walls. The little

studio overflowed with color and laughter. Arthur looked

around at his friends, all busy painting and chatting. He

realized that sharing his art had made it even more fun. “This

is better than I ever imagined,” he whispered to Milo. Milo

grinned and gave him a thumbs-up.
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From that day on, the art studio stayed open every afternoon.

Animals came to paint, to look, and to laugh together. Arthur

taught them what he knew, and they taught him new tricks

too. The warthog became famous for his mud-puddle paintings.

Milo kept organizing exhibitions, each one bigger and happier

than the last. The studio was never quiet.
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Arthur learned that creativity is not a secret to keep but a gift

to share. His long snout often had a dab of paint on it, and his

blue apron was a rainbow of splatters. He and Milo would sit

outside the studio at sunset, watching the sky and planning

their next big show. “What a wonderful world of colors,”

Arthur said. And it truly was.

16


