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​The Midnight-Sun Cat
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Far above the Arctic Circle, where mountains wear caps of snow even in July and the sea smells of salt and pine, a little town named Havnsvik waited for night.

But night refused to come.

The sun simply rolled along the horizon like a golden marble, dipping but never setting. It shimmered on the water at midnight, at one o’clock, at two, at three—bright as breakfast time.

Everyone in Havnsvik was used to it. Everyone except a black cat named Mørk.

Mørk belonged to Freya, a sharp-eyed girl of nine with hair the colour of cloudberries. She loved the midnight sun. She could read outside at bedtime and pick strawberries in her pyjamas.

Mørk, on the other paw, was furious.

“Where,” he demanded one evening, twitching his whiskers, “has the darkness gone?”

“You can talk?” Freya nearly dropped the mug of warm milk she’d been carrying to her grandmother.

“Of course I can talk,” Mørk said, his tail flicking like a metronome. “But only when the world is upside down. And a day that never ends is definitely upside down. Where is my soft, lovely night? Where are the shadows to chase? Where is the moon to wink at me?”

Freya knelt to stroke him. “It’s summer. Up here the sun doesn’t set for weeks. It’s called the Midnight Sun.”

Mørk’s golden eyes narrowed. “Unacceptable. I require darkness for essential cat business. Hunting. Hiding. Mysterious prowling. I will catch night and bring it back.”

Before Freya could reply, Mørk leapt from the doorstep and padded toward the glowing horizon.

He began at the harbour, where fishing boats bobbed like toys. “Have you seen night?” Mørk asked a sleepy seagull perched on a piling.

“Night?” yawned the gull. “Not for weeks. Try the mountains. Things hide in their pockets.”

Mørk trotted inland, paws silent on mossy paths.

He met a family of reindeer nibbling grass by a stream. “Have you seen night?” he asked.

The eldest reindeer shook her antlers, silver with velvet. “We wander all summer without it. Try the glacier. It keeps secrets.”

So Mørk climbed higher, claws clicking on blue ice. But the glacier only sighed and sparkled, reflecting sunlight like a thousand mirrors.

At last he reached the very top of Midnight Peak. The sky blazed orange and pink, the sun hovering like a lantern. Mørk sat and scowled.

“If night won’t come to me,” he muttered, “I shall catch it myself.”

He pulled from his fur a small glass jar—where he got it, only a cat would know. He swiped at the thin line of dusk on the horizon, but light poured in instead, filling the jar with a warm glow.

“Wrong colour!” he hissed.

He tried again, scooping paws at the shadow of a distant cloud. The jar glimmered silver, then gold, but never black.
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