,Fh..

P

-

‘AyseliBanu YAVUZAL

ar »

P



The Little Blue Penguin

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



On a rocky shore where the sea wind hums, a little blue
penguin lived in a cozy burrow under the grass. His feathers
were soft slate-blue on top and snowy white beneath, and his
big round eyes always looked a little worried. He watched the
huge ocean roll and crash, and he did not want to go near it.
"Too big," he whispered. "Too loud."
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Every morning the little penguin waddled to the edge of the
sand and stopped. The ocean stretched wide and blue, full of
waves and unknown things. He held his small flippers close to
his round body and shuffled back to his burrow. "Maybe
tomorrow," he said, though tomorrow felt far away. The other
penguins splashed and dove, but he stayed behind, watching
quietly.
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One bright day, a small seabird landed beside him with a soft
flutter. Her wings were grey-blue with a dark M-shaped mark,
and her eyes sparkled with curiosity. "Hello! I'm Pip," she
chirped. "I'm a fairy prion, and I love adventures. What's your
name?" The little penguin blinked his big round eyes. "I'm
just... me," he said shyly. "I'm scared of the ocean." "That's
okay," said Pip. "Friends help."
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Pip hopped closer and tilted her small hooked beak. "I saw
something wonderful today," she said. "A secret tunnel in the
rocks along the coast. It's dark and small, but there might be
treasure on the other side. Want to come?" The little penguin's
feet wiggled nervously. "Dark tunnels sound scary," he said.
"Maybe," said Pip, "but you won't be alone. I'll be right beside
you the whole way."



They set off along the shore, with Pip fluttering just above the
little penguin's head. The waves hissed and the wind blew
salty kisses on their feathers. "Tell me what you see," Pip said.
"I see pebbles," said the penguin, "and a crab waving its
claws." Pip laughed. "Wonderful! You're already exploring."
Step by step, the little penguin waddled forward, and his
nervous heart beat a little steadier.
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Soon they reached a rocky wall where the cliff leaned into the
sea. There, half-hidden by seaweed, was a dark opening like a
secret mouth. "Here it is!" Pip chirped, landing on a stone. The
little penguin peered inside. It was black and quiet, and the
tunnels of the ocean echoed somewhere far away. His flippers
hugged his round belly. "It's very dark," he whispered. "I
know," said Pip gently. "But we can be brave together."
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The little penguin took one tiny step into the tunnel. The stone
was cool under his pinkish feet. Then another step, then
another. Beside him, Pip hopped and fluttered, her soft wings
brushing his back. "You're doing great!" she cheered. "I can
hear the ocean," he whispered. "It sounds like a big secret,"
said Pip. "Let's go find it." The dark was still dark, but it felt a
little friendlier now.




Deeper they went, where the tunnel curved and the light from
the entrance faded away. The little penguin's big round eyes
opened wide, but he did not stop. "What if we get lost?" he
asked. "Then we'll find our way together," said Pip. "You watch
the ground, and I'll watch ahead." His small flippers stopped
trembling. "Okay," he said, and his voice sounded braver than

before.




Suddenly the tunnel forked into two paths. The little penguin
froze. "Which way?" he squeaked. Pip looked at him kindly.
"You choose," she said. "You're the brave one today." He
thought hard, listening to the sound of the waves. One path
seemed to hum back at him. "This way," he said, pointing with
his beak. "Lead on!" said Pip, and her bright eyes smiled in the
dark.
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The path grew narrow and damp, and water dripped in tiny
plinks. The little penguin walked in front now, his slate-blue
back brushing the stone. "Are you scared?" asked Pip softly. "A
little," he admitted. "But I keep going." Pip fluttered close.
"That's what brave means," she said. "Going on even when
you're a little scared." His heart felt warm and full, like a tiny
lantern glowing inside.




Then, far ahead, a small dot of light appeared in the dark.
"Look!" the little penguin gasped. "Light!" They hurried
together, splashing through shallow puddles. The dot grew
into a bright shimmer, and the tunnel opened like a doorway.
The little penguin stood at the edge, his round eyes wide with

wonder at what he saw beyond.

11




There it was: the sparkling ocean, glittering like a thousand
tiny stars dancing on the water. The sun was low and golden,
and the waves sang a gentle song. "We made it!" Pip cheered,
fluttering in a happy circle. The little penguin stepped onto the
warm sand and lifted his small flippers high. "I did it," he
whispered. "We did it," said Pip, bumping him gently.
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They played on the secret beach until the sky turned pink,
chasing tiny waves and splashing with their feet. "You know,"
said the little penguin, watching the water, "the ocean isn't so
scary anymore." Pip settled beside him. "It never was," she
said. "You were just missing a friend to share it with." He
leaned against her wing and smiled his first big smile of the
day.
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On the long way back through the tunnel, the little penguin led
the whole time. His slate-blue feathers brushed the stone, and
his feet pattered steady and sure. "You're a true adventurer
now," said Pip proudly. "I had a good teacher," he chirped back.
When they finally saw the entrance glow, they hurried out into
the fresh sea air.
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After that day, the little penguin still felt shy sometimes, but he
never felt too small for the ocean again. He and Pip explored
new coves and secret paths, side by side. "Want to go on
another adventure tomorrow?" Pip would ask. "Yes," he would
answer, holding his flippers close but standing tall. "Together."
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And whenever he saw another little penguin standing afraid at
the edge of the waves, he waddled over. "I know a secret
tunnel," he would say kindly. "Want to come? I'll stay right
beside you." Because the little blue penguin had learned the
best thing of all: being brave is easier with a good friend
beside you. And that was the truest treasure of every
adventure.
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