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The Camel's Compass

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In the golden desert, the sun rose hot and bright. Zara the
camel stood tall, her sand-colored coat warm in the morning
light. She wore a red-and-gold saddle blanket with blue
tassels. Around her neck hung a small brass compass on a
cord. Zara was the lead camel of the caravan, calm and
patient. She loved the quiet mornings before the long walk
began.



Omar the guide checked the water flasks. He wore a long
indigo robe and a cream head wrap. His grey-flecked beard
moved as he spoke. 'We must reach the oasis before night,' he
said. Little Layla skipped beside him, her yellow scarf flapping.
She carried a small satchel with a wooden cup. Bashir the
elder walked slowly with his stick, smiling. "'The desert has

many stories,' he said.



The caravan walked for hours across the hot sand. Zara's
broad padded feet left deep prints. Her gentle amber eyes
watched the dunes. Layla pointed. 'Look! The palm trees!' But
when they arrived, the oasis was dry. The pool was cracked
mud. 'Oh no,' Layla whispered. Omar frowned. 'Our usual
water is gone.' Everyone looked worried. Zara felt the heat and
knew they needed a new plan.



Zara lowered her head and sniffed the dry ground. Her thick
lashes blinked. Something glinted near a rock. She nudged it
with her nose. It was an old brass compass, dusty but shining.
Zara remembered the stories Bashir told about desert tools.
She lifted the compass gently and showed it to Omar. 'A
compass!' Layla said. 'Does it point to water?' Omar studied it
carefully.



Omar held the compass flat on his palm. The needle spun and
then pointed north. 'Water lies that way,' he said. 'But the path
is strange.' Bashir nodded. 'Old knowledge says compasses
find the hidden springs.' Layla jumped. 'Let's go!' Zara knelt so
Layla could climb on. The caravan turned north, following the
small brass needle. Zara felt sure this was the right way.
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The sun climbed higher and the sand grew hot. Layla shared
her water cup with Bashir. 'Drink, elder,' she said. Bashir
smiled. 'You are kind, little one.' Omar checked the map. 'The
compass points steady,' he said. Zara walked at the front, her
compass swinging gently. The travelers sang a soft song to
keep their spirits up. Teamwork made the long walk easier.
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Suddenly the wind howled. Sand swirled all around. 'A
sandstorm!' Omar shouted. 'Hold tight!' Layla hid her face in
Zara's blanket. Bashir held his shawl over his mouth. Zara
stood still and strong. The compass stayed safe on its cord.
Omar tied a rope from camel to camel. 'Stay close!' he called.
Everyone huddled together until the wind passed.
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When the storm ended, the sand had shifted. The path was
gone. Layla's scarf was lost, but she was safe. 'The compass!'
Omar said. It still pointed north. Zara shook sand from her
coat. 'We must keep going,' Omar said. Bashir gave out dates
from his pouch. 'Small food, big courage,’ he said. Layla
smiled. 'We can do it together.' Zara nodded and stepped
forward.
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The desert seemed endless. Water flasks grew lighter. Layla
carried the wooden cup carefully. 'Only a little left,' she said.
Omar shared the last drops with Bashir first. Zara walked
slowly to save strength. 'My hump stores fat,' she thought. 'But
water is what we need.' The compass needle never wavered.
Zara trusted it. The caravan followed, step by step.
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They walked over high dunes. The sun beat down. Layla grew
quiet. Bashir told a story of a clever camel who found a spring.
'Knowledge is a gift,' he said. Zara listened and felt proud.
Omar checked the compass again. 'Still north,' he said. '"We are
close.' Layla saw a tiny green speck far away. 'Is that a tree?"
she asked. Zara lifted her head and sniffed the air.
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Zara smelled water! Her amber eyes brightened. She walked
faster, and the caravan followed. The compass needle pointed
straight ahead. 'There!' Layla shouted. 'Palm trees!' Omar
laughed with relief. They hurried toward the green. Zara's
broad feet sank into cool, damp sand. Bashir leaned on his
stick and smiled. 'The compass has led us true,' he said. 'And
teamwork brought us here.’
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At the oasis, clear water sparkled in the shade. The travelers
drank and filled their flasks. Layla gave Zara water from her
wooden cup. '‘You saved us,' she said. Zara nuzzled her gently.
Omar patted Zara's neck. 'Your sharp eyes found the compass,'
he said. 'And your calm led us through.' Bashir nodded.

'Knowledge helps communities survive. You all worked
together.'




They rested under the palm trees. Layla found her lost scarf in
the sand! She tied it on and laughed. Omar spread the map
and marked the new oasis. "We will remember this place,' he
said. Zara's compass gleamed in the sun. Bashir shared his last
dates. 'Stories and tools are treasures,' he said. The caravan
felt safe and happy. They had found a fresh home for the night.
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That evening, they made a small fire. Omar told the story of
the journey. 'Zara noticed the compass,' he said. 'Layla shared
water. Bashir gave wisdom. We all helped.' Zara stood quietly,
her compass warm against her chest. Layla hugged her. 'You
are the best camel,' she said. Zara closed her amber eyes. She
knew they would always find their way if they worked together.
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The next morning, the caravan prepared to return home. They
filled every flask with fresh water. Zara wore her compass
proudly. Omar led the way, and Layla rode on Zara's back.
Bashir walked with a lighter step. 'We will tell everyone about
the compass,' Layla said. Zara hummed happily. The desert felt
friendly now. Their journey had made them a stronger team.
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Back at the village, everyone listened to their tale. Omar
showed the compass. Layla gave water to a thirsty dog. Bashir
told the children, 'Knowledge is like water—it keeps us alive.'
Zara stood tall in her red-and-gold blanket. The compass had
shown them the way. But it was teamwork and kindness that
made the journey possible. And Zara knew they would always
find their way together.
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