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An old and wise polar bear plodded with determination across the icy plains of the Arctic. She 

had heard tales of the Northern Lights, magical ribbons of green and pink light. The polar bear 

was nearing death, so she decided that seeing the Northern Lights would be a satisfying end to 

her life. She had walked Northwards for days, far from her home in the East. It was on her sixth 

day of travelling that the polar bear came upon a curious creature. He was quite plain to see as 

his steely black coat stood out amidst the sparkling snow. The polar bear had not eaten anything 

the day before, so she was hungry indeed. The creature, who was a ferret, faced away from the 

polar bear, gnawing at a wedge of pinewood. The polar bear crouched down and padded towards 

the ferret, silent and focused. When he was a paw-length away, he sprang into the air, turned, and 

landed one foot away from her.  

‘Ah-ha!' squeaked the ferret. ‘I was too quick for you!' Bunching up her legs and taking 

aim, the polar bear pounced onto the ferret. He squirmed furiously in her iron grip. Just before 

the great white bear ate the slinky creature, he managed to pop one paw free and bring it up to 

his face.  

‘Wait!' he cried. ‘If you eat me now, you'll be hungry later, and there's no food anywhere 

else.' 

The polar bear paused, teeth inches away from the ferret. She pulled back and stood up to 

her full height, the creature still held firmly between her paws.  

‘Explain yourself,’ she said.  

‘I've been up North from the forest. You need to go Northwest. I know what you're 

searching for: The Northern Lights. All mountain and snow creatures have made the journey. 

The seal-hunting holes are far away from here. I am your only source of food. If you eat me now, 

you'll be hungry again. But if you save me, you can eat me when you're starving, and by then 

you will have reached your destination.’ 

The polar bear was taken back by the small creature’s cunningness. He had out-witted her, 

of all bears. For the moment. 

‘Good try, Ferret. But you will run off the moment I free you.’ 



The ferret shook his head.  

‘No,’ said he. ‘I promise not to run away.’ 

 ‘Why is that?’ asked the white bear.  

‘Because I want to go on an adventure.’ The ferret’s eyes sparkled like dew on ice as he 

spoke. ‘Life in the forest has become dull, for I have out-witted all my friends. I heard that the 

Bear was the wisest creature, even more than the Owl. I left to seek one and sought one I have.’  

The polar bear thought about what the ferret had said. She felt in her bones that he was 

telling the truth. ‘Very well,’ she said, setting him down.  

The polar bear dropped onto all fours again and began padding Northwest. The ferret 

climbed up onto the bear’s neck, burying himself in her thick creamy fur, and they were off. 

The two walked for a long time in comfortable silence. The moon had come out, shining 

in silver brilliance over the Arctic.  

‘What do they call you?’ asked the ferret to the bear.  

‘They don’t,’ she answered. ‘I have no name.’  

‘Why ever not?’  

‘Bears are solitary creatures. They have no need for learning names other than Mother.’ 

Quiet; then,  

‘Bear, may I give you a name?’ 

‘If you think it is so important.’  

‘I should like to call you Luna, for the moon has turned your coat bright as stars. But you 

are not small and pretty, like the stars. You are big and beautiful, like the moon.’ 

‘You may call me this,’ she said after consideration. Then she added, ‘What do they call 

you, small one?’ 

‘Ferren,’ he answered.  

And again they walked in silence.  

 Luna and Ferren talked about many comfortable and complicated things over a span of 

days. At night Ferren would curl up and burrow in Luna’s thick fur to stay warm. They were 

discussing the origin of the snow leopard the next morning when Luna stopped, nose in the air. 

Ferren sniffed and caught the scent of something hot and powerful, like the breath of a great 

beast. Luna peered ahead with keen black eyes and spotted a figure walking towards them.  



 ‘It’s a tiger!’ squeaked Ferren. Indeed it was. His fur was long, striped and bright as fire. 

Intelligence and pain shone from his dark eyes. The tiger’s ears flicked up in acknowledgment of 

Luna and Ferren. Ferren scratched his head. As he came closer they could see that he was 

limping badly, and his neck and back were bloodied. 

Luna called out to him, ‘Tiger, what are you doing in the Arctic?’ She did not ask his 

name, for she knew that tigers were also solitary creatures, like polar bears, therefore had no 

need for learning names except Mother.  

‘I have come seeking the Northern Lights in hopes I may die in the face of beauty and 

peace instead of suffering,’ he answered in a low rumble. ‘What of you, Bear? Why do you walk 

these white plains?’  

‘I too am looking for the Northern Lights. My guide and friend, Ferren, is who you see on 

my shoulders. I should like to warn you that he is not for food.’ 

The tiger had reached Luna and Ferren, standing at an impressive height despite his 

wounds. He nodded respectfully in the polar bear’s presence, and Luna bowed in return. She 

admired the tiger for it took great courage — even for a creature like himself — to stay calm and 

respectful in the face of a bear, in pain nonetheless.  

‘Whatever happened to you?’ asked Ferren, looking down from his great height on Luna.  

The tiger grimaced. ‘I lost a fight to a competitor. We loved the same tigress, beautiful as 

a flame she was. He defeated me and I sought comfort among the cold.’ 

‘Come, Tiger. You have been brave and humble, and I admire you for this. Let me help 

you with your wounds. You are more than welcome to join Ferren and me on our journey to the 

Northern Lights,’ said Luna.  

Ferren nodded vigorously, emphasising her point. 

‘Thank you,’ said the tiger. ‘I would be glad for travelling companions.’ 

The tiger, who Ferren had named Calor for his fire-coloured coat, was a magnificent 

story-teller. His mind was like deep water, for he thought deeply on the ways of the world. But 

he was in much more pain than he let on and slowed them down significantly. Ferren told Luna 

quietly one night that the next seal-hole would not be for some time. They were in a stale-mate 

because if they turned back, they would not survive the journey home. But if they continued on 

their path to the Northern Lights, they were also unlikely to survive.  



As Calor and Ferren settled down for the night under a glittering black sky, Luna got up 

and anxiously paced the snow, for she was unable to sleep. She had grown to love Ferren, as she 

had been lonely in the Arctic, and he provided great fellowship. Luna made up her mind that she 

would not eat Ferren, even if faced with starvation. Then there was Calor. The brave tiger — so 

brave that he had walked miles, spinning tales out of thin air in spite of agony — would not last 

long. Luna fretted, pacing back and forth, back and forth. The stars spun slowly as the hours 

passed and dawn approached.  

Ferren awoke, sensing Luna’s agitation. He got up blearily from his curled-up spot in 

Calor’s fur and walked to her. Before he could speak, Calor was startled from sleep. He woke up 

roaring, shuddering violently. Poor Ferren, who did not understand how fatal the tiger’s wounds 

were, leapt behind Luna’s paw and peered out fearfully. Calor’s neck was bleeding heavily, his 

tail thrashing in the snow. Luna knew that she could do nothing to help him. She walked over 

and sat down next to Calor, whose face shone in the starlight. He panted heavily, his eyes glazed 

with pain. Luna gently licked his face, just as her mother used to do when she was upset. Ferren 

laid a tentative paw on Calor’s nose, patting it timidly. After some time, Calor’s chest stopped 

heaving. His tail twitched once, twice, then lay still. And then he was gone. Luna got up heavily 

and blinked, turning to look down at the brave tiger. Ferren sniffed and patted his nose once 

more before scampering up to Luna, burying himself in her warm fur. The sun rose slowly over 

the plains, lighting up Calor’s pelt like fire. The polar bear and ferret bowed their farewells to 

their friend, then turned and walked solemnly away.  

 


