


The Penguin's Desert
Adventure

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Percy the penguin lived where the world was white and quiet.
Snowflakes drifted past his red knitted scarf, and his orange
feet left little prints in the frost. One morning, a big delivery
ship docked near the ice. Percy waddled aboard to explore.
The ramp creaked, the engine rumbled, and the ship sailed
away with Percy still inside!




Percy peeked out of a wooden crate. The air felt warm and dry,
and the ground was not white at all. It was golden and sandy
and stretched as far as he could see. The ship had stopped in a
desert! Percy tugged his red scarf and blinked his round dark
eyes. "This is not home," he whispered.
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The sun beat down on Percy's black back. His white belly felt
hotter and hotter. He waddled up a sandy hill, but there was
only more sand. No snow, no ice, no cool sea. Percy's tiny
flipper wings drooped. "I am lost," he said. "And I am very,
very warm."



Just then, a tall shape moved across the dunes. It was a camel
with warm sandy-tan fur and long eyelashes. A bright blue
blanket with yellow tassels covered her humped back. She
walked close and looked down at the small penguin. "Hello,

little one," she said gently. "You look like you need some
shade."



“I am Percy," said the penguin. "I come from the snow, but I
got on the wrong ship!" The camel smiled with soft brown
eyes. "I am Samira," she said. "Come with me. I know a cool
spot under the rocks." Percy followed her broad padded feet
across the sand. It felt good to have a friend.
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Samira led Percy to a shady rock. "Stay here," she said. "I will
find water." She loped away and soon returned with a hollow
gourd full of cool water. Percy drank and drank. "Thank you!"
he said, feeling much better. "How did you find it?" Samira
showed him a line of green plants. "They grow where water is
close," she said.




Percy told Samira about his home, where the sea froze and
snow fell like feathers. Samira's long lashes fluttered with
wonder. "I have never seen snow," she said. "Tell me more!"
Percy described sliding on his belly and diving for fish. Samira
listened, her tufted tail swishing happily. "Your home sounds
magical," she said. "I wish I could see it."
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Samira explained desert life. "Watch for cactus spines," she
said. "They are sharp. And at night, the sand gets cold." Percy
nodded and stayed close. They walked over dunes that shifted
like waves. Samira's broad feet never sank. Percy's little
webbed feet slipped, so Samira let him ride on her hump
between the tassels of her blue blanket.
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As they traveled, Percy asked, "How will I get home?" Samira
pointed her long nose toward the horizon. "The coast is that
way," she said. "Ships stop at the port. I can take you there,
but we must go slowly and rest in the shade." Percy agreed. "I
am good at resting," he said, and Samira laughed a warm,
rumbling laugh.



They passed a tall cactus with pink flowers. Percy's eyes went
wide. "It is a desert tree!" he said. Samira chuckled. "It stores
water inside," she said. "But do not touch the spines." Percy
kept his flippers close. He told Samira about icebergs that
sparkled like jewels. She told him about stars that filled the
desert sky at night. The adventure did not feel so scary
anymore.
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Suddenly, a hot wind blew sand into swirls. "A sandstorm!"
said Samira. "Hold on tight!" Percy clung to her hump. Samira
hurried to a rock wall and tucked them both into a hollow. The
wind howled, and sand hissed against the stone. Percy was
scared, but Samira's warm fur and gentle voice kept him calm.
"We are safe here," she said.




When the storm passed, the desert looked new and clean.
Percy peeked out. "We made it!" he cheered. Samira nodded.
"Storms come and go," she said. "But friends help each other
through." Percy hugged her long neck as best he could with
his tiny flippers. "You are the best friend a penguin could find
in a desert," he said.
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At last, they saw a thin blue line on the horizon. "The sea!"
cried Percy. He waddled faster, his orange feet kicking up
sand. Samira kept pace easily. They reached a small port with
wooden boats and salty air. Percy could hardly believe it. "I am
almost home!" he said. "But I will miss you, Samira."
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A fishing boat was sailing north toward the icy waters. The
captain, a kind old sailor, agreed to take Percy. Percy hugged
Samira's leg. "Thank you for helping me," he said. "I will never
forget you." Samira gave him a small bag of dates and a water
gourd. "For the journey," she said. "And remember, you are
always welcome in the desert."
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On the boat, Percy waved until Samira was a tiny speck on the
shore. He thought about shade and water, cactus flowers and
stars. He had been scared, but he had also been brave. He had
made a friend in a strange land. Percy pulled his red scarf
close and smiled. Home was waiting, and now he had a new
story to tell.
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Back in the snow, Percy told everyone about the desert. He
told them about Samira, the kind camel with the blue blanket.
"She taught me that home is not just a place," he said. "It is
also the friends who help you find your way." And sometimes,
on a starry night, Percy looked south and wondered if Samira
was watching the same stars.




