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Chapter 1 – Pipo’s Colourful Secret
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Deep in the Bamboo Valley, where the air smelled of fresh leaves and the rivers laughed as they ran, there lived a panda named Pipo.
Now, Pipo wasn’t quite like the other pandas. While most of them spent their days munching bamboo, rolling down hills, or napping in the shade, Pipo had a secret.
He loved colours.

Everywhere he went, he saw colours shining brighter than anyone else seemed to notice. The red tips of autumn leaves glowed like rubies to him. The blue of the river wasn’t just water—it was a ribbon of sapphire. The golden sunrise above the forest didn’t just wake the animals; it filled Pipo’s heart with sparks.

And so, whenever he could, Pipo collected these colours. Not in jars like honey, and not in baskets like berries. Pipo had invented something very special: paints made from nature itself.

He would gather petals from flowers, catch drops of morning dew, grind berries, and mix them together on a flat piece of stone he kept hidden under an old oak tree. With a bamboo stick as a brush, he stirred and stirred until the colours danced together like liquid jewels.

No one else knew about this—except one creature.

“Pipooooo! What are you doing now? Mixing more funny puddles?” squawked Lulu the Parrot, swooping down from the branches above. Lulu was bright green with feathers that shimmered gold at the tips. She was talkative—sometimes far too talkative—and had a laugh that echoed through the forest like a squeaky flute.

“Shh, Lulu!” Pipo whispered, covering his paints with his paws. “Don’t shout so loud! It’s a secret.”

“A secret? Ohhh, I do love secrets,” Lulu said, perching on a low branch, tilting her head. “But I love telling them even more.” She giggled mischievously.

Pipo sighed, though he couldn’t help smiling. Lulu might chatter too much, but she was his friend. And she was the only one he had trusted with his colourful hobby.

Lulu leaned closer, her bright eyes sparkling. “So... what are you going to do with all these paints? Paint more rocks? Paint bamboo?”

Pipo’s heart thumped. He had never said it out loud before. Slowly, he whispered, “I’m going to paint... a rainbow.”

“A rainbow?” Lulu repeated, her feathers fluffing up in surprise. “But, Pipo... rainbows paint themselves! Rainbows live in the sky! You can’t just—” She stopped mid-sentence, staring at the jars of shimmering paints. “Unless... unless you’re serious.”

“I am,” Pipo said, his round black-and-white face filled with determination. “One day, I’ll climb the tallest hill and paint a rainbow across the sky so it never fades away.”

Lulu gasped, then flapped her wings excitedly. “Ohhh, this is going to be good. This is going to be the juiciest story in the whole forest!”

“Lulu, no!” Pipo said, waving his paws. But it was too late.

The parrot zoomed off through the forest, squawking at the top of her lungs, “Pipo’s going to paint a rainbow! Pipo’s going to paint a rainbow!”

Pipo groaned, dropping his bamboo brush. His secret was out.
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By the time Pipo caught up with Lulu, half the forest knew.

The rabbits were twitching their ears and whispering. The monkeys were rolling on the ground, laughing. Even the deer, usually so quiet and polite, were snickering behind their hooves.

“Paint a rainbow?” giggled a squirrel. “What will he do next, paint the moon with peanut butter?”

“Ha! A panda painter!” hooted an owl. “What a silly thought.”

Pipo’s round ears drooped. He shuffled his paws, feeling embarrassed. He wanted to crawl into a bamboo bush and never come out.

But then, through the giggles and chatter, came a slow, steady voice.

“Hmm... painting a rainbow, you say?” It was Grandma Tula, the oldest tortoise in the valley. She moved slowly—so slowly that flowers often bloomed by the time she finished a walk—but her eyes twinkled with wisdom.

The animals grew quiet as Grandma Tula approached Pipo. She looked at his jars of paints, then at the panda himself.

“It is a strange dream,” she said softly, “but strange dreams are often the ones worth chasing.”

The animals blinked. Was she... encouraging him?

Pipo lifted his head, hope shining in his eyes. “Do you think I can really do it, Grandma Tula?”

The tortoise smiled. “Rainbows are not just light and water, young one. They are wonder. And anyone who sees the world as full of colours as you do may be able to paint a wonder of his own.”

Lulu puffed out her feathers proudly. “See? I told you it wasn’t silly!”

“You told everyone,” Pipo muttered.

Grandma Tula chuckled. “You will need more than paints, though. You will need courage, and friends who believe in you.”

As she said this, the other animals shuffled awkwardly. Some still looked doubtful. Some still looked amused. But there was also curiosity in their eyes.

Finally, a fox with a bushy tail and mischievous grin stepped forward. His name was Fizzle, and he was known for teasing everyone in the forest.

“Well,” Fizzle said slyly, “if Panda wants to make the sky his canvas, I want to see him try. This could be the funniest disaster yet.”

The crowd chuckled.

But Pipo didn’t care anymore. He felt something stirring in his heart—a mixture of nerves and excitement. For the first time, his dream had been spoken out loud, and instead of hiding, he felt ready.

“I’ll do it,” he said firmly. “Tomorrow morning, I’ll climb Rainbow Hill and paint the sky.”

Lulu clapped her wings together. “Adventure time!”

Grandma Tula nodded approvingly. Fizzle smirked, clearly planning to follow just to see what would happen.

And Pipo, though nervous, felt braver than ever.

Because dreams, once spoken, are already halfway to being real.
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The next morning, the Bamboo Valley was buzzing. Word had spread like wildfire that the panda was going to paint the sky. Some animals thought it was nonsense. Some thought it was a joke. And some—though they’d never admit it—were secretly excited to see what would happen.

Pipo rose early. He packed his jars of paints carefully into a little wooden basket he had made himself. Each jar glowed faintly with its own shade—ruby red from crushed berries, sapphire blue from river stones, emerald green from dew-soaked leaves, golden yellow from sunflower pollen, and violet from lavender petals.

He also carried his brush, carved from the thickest piece of bamboo, with its bristles made of soft grass bound tightly at the end. It wasn’t much, but it was his most treasured tool.

As Pipo adjusted the basket onto his back, Lulu swooped down, feathers sparkling in the sunrise.

“Ready, Pipooooo?” she trilled.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Pipo said, trying to hide his nervousness.

“Good, because the audience is already gathering!” Lulu said gleefully, pointing her wing. Indeed, dozens of animals were peeking from the trees and bushes, whispering, giggling, and waiting to see him fail—or succeed.

Pipo swallowed hard.

Then came the steady sound of slow footsteps. Grandma Tula appeared, her shell gleaming faintly in the dawn. “Remember, young panda,” she said, “your paints come from the earth, but your rainbow must come from your heart. Believe, and the sky may listen.”

Pipo nodded, though he wasn’t sure he understood. Still, her words gave him strength.

“Let’s go!” Lulu squawked, flying loops around him.

Rainbow Hill wasn’t far, but it was tall and steep. It was said that from its top, you could see the entire valley stretched like a green blanket, with the river winding through it like silver thread. It was also the only place close enough to the clouds to try something as bold as painting them.

Pipo began his climb. His paws sank into the soft grass. The basket rattled gently with clinking jars. Lulu flitted ahead, calling encouragements—though often they sounded more like bossy instructions.

“Careful there, Pipoooo, that stone is slippery! Oh, don’t trip over that root! And—oh, look, a butterfly! Isn’t it lovely? No, wait, focus!”

Despite his nerves, Pipo smiled. Having Lulu around made everything feel a little brighter.

Halfway up the hill, he heard rustling behind him.

Out popped Fizzle the Fox, grinning as usual. “Well, well, Panda Picasso. Need some company on your climb?”

Pipo frowned. “I thought you came just to laugh at me.”

“Oh, I did,” Fizzle admitted cheerfully. “But who knows? Watching a panda tumble down a hill carrying jars of paint might be the most entertaining thing I’ll see all year.”

“Fizzle!” Lulu squawked, scolding.

But the fox only smirked and trotted alongside them. “Don’t mind me. I’m just here for the show.”

Still, Pipo noticed that
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