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In the far north, where winter spreads white across the land, a

boy named Sam traveled with his parents to join an Arctic

wildlife program. Sam was nine years old, small and sturdy,

with light brown skin, short black hair, and a round face that

often wore a gap-toothed smile. His navy blue parka had a fur-

trimmed hood, and his bright red mittens stood out against the

snow. Around his neck hung a small sketchbook and pencil on

a string—his most important tools for the adventure ahead.
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The program leader, a friendly scientist named Dr. Chen,

welcomed Sam to the snowy camp. "Your job is to observe and

draw what you see," she said. "Artists help scientists notice

details." Sam's dark brown eyes widened with excitement. He

pulled on his grey snow pants and yellow snow boots, ready to

explore. The air was crisp and cold, and the snow crunched

under his feet like sugar. He couldn't wait to begin.
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On his first walk, Sam spotted a snowy owl perched on a snow

mound. She was about as tall as his little sister, with a

wingspan wider than his arms could stretch. Her feathers were

snowy white with fine dark barring, and her large round yellow

eyes watched him calmly. A small numbered band on her leg

showed she was part of the wildlife program. Sam's rosy

cheeks flushed with wonder as he quickly opened his

sketchbook.

3



Day after day, Sam returned to watch the owl. He learned to

be patient and quiet, standing still for long minutes. The owl

rested on the snow, her thick fluffy plumage puffed up around

her. Sam sketched her feathered feet and her black beak. He

noticed how her white feathers blended with the snow, making

her almost invisible. He wrote in his sketchbook: "Feathers

hide her from prey and predators."
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One morning, a cold wind blew, and Sam shivered in his parka.

But the owl didn't seem to mind. She sat still, her feathers

fluffed out like a warm blanket. Sam drew arrows pointing to

the thick plumage. "The fluffy feathers trap warm air," he

whispered. He remembered Dr. Chen saying that snowy owls

can survive temperatures far below freezing. His red mittens

flew across the page as he captured the owl's secret.
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Sam wanted to see how the owl hunted. He waited quietly

behind a snow bank. Suddenly, the owl lifted off the snow

mound, her wings silent. She glided low over the ground, her

yellow eyes fixed on something below. Then she dropped down

and caught a small lemming in her feathered feet. Sam drew

the scene quickly, noting how her white wings helped her

blend into the snowy sky. "She's a silent hunter," he wrote.
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Back at camp, Sam showed his drawings to Dr. Chen. "Look

how her feathers keep her warm and help her hide," he said.

Dr. Chen nodded. "And her behavior is just as important. She

rests during the coldest hours and hunts when she needs

food." Sam added more notes to his sketchbook. He drew the

owl resting with her eyes half-closed and wrote: "She saves

energy to survive."
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The next day, Sam decided to follow the owl's example. He

dressed warmly and moved slowly, just like the owl. He sat

quietly on a snow mound and watched her preen her feathers.

Each feather was perfectly arranged to keep her warm. Sam's

pencil flew as he drew the tiny barbs that held the feathers

together. He felt a new respect for the owl's survival skills.
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Sam began to see the snowy owl everywhere—perched on

rocks, gliding over the tundra, resting in the snow. Each time,

he noticed something new. He drew her feathered feet, which

acted like snowshoes. He drew her round yellow eyes, which

could spot a lemming from far away. His sketchbook filled with

drawings of feathers, wings, and the owl's calm, watchful face.

The white feathers and the snowy world seemed to become

one.
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One evening, a storm rolled in, and the wind howled. Sam

worried about the owl. But the next morning, he found her

perched on a snow mound, looking as calm as ever. She had

found shelter behind a ridge and waited out the storm. Sam

drew her with fresh admiration. "She's ready for winter," he

told Dr. Chen. "Her feathers and her clever behavior keep her

safe."
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Dr. Chen asked Sam to share his drawings with the whole

program. Sam stood in front of the group, his red mittens

holding up his sketchbook. "This is how the snowy owl

survives," he said. He pointed to the white feathers that hide

her, the fluffy plumage that warms her, and the hunting habits

that feed her. Everyone clapped, and Sam's gap-toothed smile

shone bright.
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Sam's drawings were pinned to a board in the camp. Other

kids came to look and learn. "How did you notice all this?"

asked a girl. "By being patient and watching," Sam said.

"Animals are adapted to their environments in amazing ways.

The snowy owl is ready for winter because of her feathers and

her behavior." He felt proud that his art could teach others.
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As winter began to soften, Sam knew his time with the owl was

coming to an end. He made one last drawing of her perched on

a snow mound, her yellow eyes looking toward the spring. He

wrote at the bottom: "The snowy owl is a survivor." He would

miss her, but he knew she would be fine. She was built for this

cold, beautiful world.
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On his last day, Sam said goodbye to the snowy owl. She

blinked her round yellow eyes as if to say, "Thank you for

watching." He tucked his sketchbook into his parka and

smiled. The Arctic had taught him that every animal has

special gifts. Feathers that warm, colors that hide, and

behaviors that save energy—all help animals live where they

belong.
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Back home, Sam showed his sketchbook to his friends. He told

them about the snowy owl and her winter secrets. "Animals

don't need coats or boots," he said. "Their bodies are adapted

to their homes." His drawings traveled from hand to hand,

sparking curiosity in every child who saw them. Sam's gap-

toothed smile returned as he remembered the owl's calm,

watchful face.
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Sam still keeps his sketchbook on a string around his neck.

Sometimes he draws other animals, but the snowy owl will

always be his favorite. He learned that survival in the Arctic is

not just about being tough—it's about being perfectly suited to

your world. And he knows that with patience and observation,

anyone can discover the amazing ways animals are ready for

winter.
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