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The Flamingo's Dance
Partner

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



On a warm, sunny morning by the sparkling lagoon, a cheerful
flamingo named Flora practiced her spins. Her coral-pink
feathers glowed in the light, and her long curved neck swayed
like a graceful dancer. A sky-blue ribbon bow was tied around
one ankle, fluttering as she twirled. Flora loved to dance more
than anything in the world. The water rippled softly, and the
tall reeds whispered along with her happy moves.
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Flora noticed a young spoonbill watching from behind the tall
grass. The spoonbill had white and pale rose feathers, a long
flat spoon-shaped beak, and round dark eyes that peeked out
shyly. A tiny yellow scarf was wrapped around its neck. The
spoonbill hunched its shoulders and took a small step back.
Flora smiled warmly and waved a wing. "Hello there! I'm
Flora. Do you like to dance too?"
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The spoonbill's cheeks turned pink. "I'm Spoonie," it
whispered, barely loud enough to hear. "I love to dance, but
I'm too nervous. My legs feel wobbly, and I don't know the
steps." Spoonie looked down at its short legs and sighed. Flora
stepped closer, her bright amber eyes gentle. "That's okay,"
she said. "Everyone starts somewhere. Would you like to try a
little with me?"




Spoonie shook its head. "What if I look silly?" it asked. "What if
I trip and fall?" Flora did a slow, graceful spin, her pink legs
making a perfect circle. "I fell lots of times when I was
learning," she said. "But I kept trying, and it got easier. We can
go slow, and I'll stay right beside you." Spoonie peeked out
from behind the grass, a tiny spark of hope in its round eyes.

4



Flora stretched her long neck and showed Spoonie a simple
step. "First, we sway side to side," she said. Spoonie tried, but
its short legs tangled, and it wobbled. Flora didn't laugh. "That
was a good try!" she cheered. "Let's do it again, nice and
slow." Spoonie took a deep breath and swayed. This time, it
stayed balanced. A small smile crept onto its flat beak. The
yellow scarf bounced gently with each sway.
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Next, Flora taught Spoonie a graceful spin. "Watch my neck
curve," she said, "and turn like a gentle breeze." Spoonie tried
to spin, but it got dizzy and plopped down in the soft grass.
"Oh dear," Spoonie said. Flora knelt beside it. "Spins are
tricky," she said kindly. "Let's try a smaller turn. Little by little,
you'll get it." Spoonie stood up and tried again, and again,
until it could turn without falling.

6




While they practiced, Spoonie began to add its own moves. It
wiggled its tail feathers and did a silly little bounce. "Look!" it
said, surprised. "My wiggles feel fun!" Flora clapped her
wings. "I love those wiggles!" she cried. "Let's put your
wiggles with my spins. We can make a brand-new dance—just
for us!" Spoonie's eyes lit up. "A dance of our own?" it asked.
Flora nodded, her ribbon bow bouncing.
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They started to combine their moves. Flora would spin
gracefully, and then Spoonie would wiggle and bounce. Flora
swayed her neck like a wave, and Spoonie did a funny little
hop. "This is a wiggle-spin!" Spoonie giggled. "And this is a
spin-wiggle!" Flora laughed. They tried new steps, sometimes
tangling their legs and sometimes getting it just right. Each
mistake made them laugh harder, and their friendship grew
with every silly try.



As they danced, Spoonie's confidence began to grow. It stood
taller and no longer hunched its shoulders. "I'm not scared
anymore," Spoonie said, surprised. "I feel brave when I'm with
you." Flora beamed. "You were brave all along," she said. "You
just needed a little encouragement." They practiced their
wiggle-spin until the sun climbed high in the sky. Spoonie's
yellow scarf fluttered proudly as it danced.
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Other birds by the lagoon noticed the two friends dancing. A
little sandpiper chirped, "What a happy dance!" A duck
quacked, "I've never seen wiggles like that!" Spoonie blushed,
but this time it didn't hide. "Thank you," it said softly. Flora
gave Spoonie a gentle nudge. "See? Your dancing makes
others happy too." Spoonie smiled so wide its flat beak curved
up at the edges. It felt warm and proud inside.
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That afternoon, a flock of flamingos flew down to the lagoon.
They were preparing for a big dance party and invited
everyone to join. "Oh, I could never dance in front of a crowd,"
Spoonie said, shrinking back. But Flora took Spoonie's wing.
"You've practiced so hard," she said. "And you have your very
own wiggles. I'll be right there with you. We can do it
together." Spoonie looked at Flora's kind amber eyes and took
a deep breath.
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Spoonie nodded slowly. "Together," it said. When the music
started, Flora and Spoonie stepped into the middle. Flora
began with a graceful spin, her pink feathers shining. Then
Spoonie wiggled and bounced, its yellow scarf flying. The
crowd cheered. Spoonie's nervousness melted away. It spun
and wiggled and even added a new hop. Flora matched every
move, and they danced as if they had practiced forever.
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When the dance ended, the lagoon echoed with happy claps
and cheers. Spoonie stood tall, its round eyes sparkling with
joy. "I did it!" it said, breathless. Flora hugged Spoonie with a
wing. "You were wonderful!" she said. "I knew you could
shine." Spoonie looked at its friend. "Thank you for
encouraging me," it said. "I couldn't have done it without you."
The sky-blue ribbon and the yellow scarf fluttered together in
the breeze.
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From that day on, Flora and Spoonie danced together every

afternoon. They invented new moves—the wiggle-spin, the
spoon-dip, and the flamingo-flap. Other young birds came to
learn their dance, and Spoonie happily taught the wiggles
while Flora showed the spins. The lagoon became a place of
laughter and music. And whenever a shy bird watched from
the grass, Spoonie would smile and say, "Would you like to try?
I'll show you how."
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Flora and Spoonie learned that a little encouragement can
help anyone find the courage to shine. They showed that
friendship means cheering for each other, even when steps get
wobbly. And they proved that everyone has a special dance
inside—sometimes you just need a friend to help you find it. So
if you ever feel nervous, remember the flamingo and the
spoonbill, and let your own wiggle-spin begin.
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And if you visit the sparkling lagoon at sunset, you might see
two friends dancing side by side. One spins gracefully with a
sky-blue ribbon, and the other wiggles happily in a tiny yellow
scarf. They dance not because they are perfect, but because
they are together. And that, they will tell you, is the best
reason to dance of all.
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