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The Sandcastle
Kingdom

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



On a sunny beach, a sandcastle stood tall and golden. Inside
its walls lived a tiny kingdom of sand people, each just a few
centimeters high. Pip, a curious child with warm golden-tan
skin and a red bucket-hat cap, ran along the castle walkway
waving a tiny wooden flag. The sea breeze ruffled Pip's pale
yellow hair, and the kingdom sparkled in the morning light.
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Mayor Pebble, round and sturdy with a long white beard and a
purple robe, smiled from the castle gate. His smooth stone
nose twitched as he greeted everyone. 'Good morning,
citizens!' he called, tapping his driftwood staff. The sand
people cheered. They loved their home by the sea, with its
towers and bridges and the big front gate that opened to the
waves.
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Shellby, the builder, stood on the highest tower. Her coral-pink
bun bounced as she measured the walls with her string. 'The
castle is strong today!' she said. Twig, the smallest citizen, ran
up with a bucket of shells. His yellow overalls flapped and his
black spiky hair stuck out in all directions. 'I found shiny ones
for the gate!' he shouted, grinning a gap-toothed smile.
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Suddenly, Pip noticed something far out on the water. The tide
was creeping closer than usual. 'Look!" Pip cried, pointing with
the tiny flag. 'The sea is coming in!' The sand people gasped.
The waves were nibbling at the beach, inching toward the
castle walls. Everyone knew what that meant: the water would
wash their home away.



Pip ran through the castle, warning everyone. 'The tide is
rising! The tide is rising!' The citizens gathered in the
courtyard, their faces worried. Mayor Pebble raised his staff.
‘Do not fear,' he said calmly. 'Change is a normal part of life.
The sea moves, and so must we. But we can build again.' His
warm brown eyes twinkled with hope.
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Shellby pulled out her measuring string and pencil. 'l have an
idea!' she said. ‘We'll build a new castle farther from the water,
with taller towers, strong bridges, and a big front gate.' She
sketched quickly in the sand. The citizens leaned in to see.
'‘Can we help?' asked Twig, holding up his bucket of shells.
'Yes!' said Shellby. 'Everyone can help.'
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The sand people worked together. Some dug deep foundations.
Others carried pebbles and shells. Twig ran back and forth, his
bucket never empty. He told jokes to keep everyone smiling.
‘Why did the crab bring a ladder?' he asked. "To reach the high
tide!' The others laughed and worked faster. Pip waved the
tiny flag to show where the new castle would stand.
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Mayor Pebble walked among the workers, offering kind words.
‘A little higher here,' he said, pointing with his driftwood staff.
'‘And a bridge there.' The new castle began to rise, farther up
the beach where the water rarely reached. The towers grew
tall, and the gate was wide and welcoming. The sand people
felt proud of what they were building together.
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As the sun climbed higher, the old castle stood quiet. The tide
was almost there. But no one cried or worried. They had
moved their most precious things: the shell collections, the
driftwood benches, and the tiny flag. "We will always
remember our first home,' said Mayor Pebble. 'But look at
what we can make!' The new castle sparkled in the sun.
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Shellby checked the walls with her measuring string. 'Perfect!
she said. Twig placed a shiny shell on the new front gate. Pip
ran up the tallest tower and planted the tiny wooden flag. It
fluttered in the breeze. 'This is our new home!"' Pip shouted.
The citizens cheered. They could see the old castle in the
distance, but they were safe and happy.

10




That evening, the tide washed over the old sandcastle. The
waves erased the towers and bridges. But the sand people
were not sad. They stood by their new castle and watched the
water. 'Change comes to everything,' said Mayor Pebble gently.
'‘But creativity can always build something wonderful again.'
The citizens nodded. They knew it was true.
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The new castle was even better than the old one. It had three
tall towers, two bridges, and a big front gate decorated with
shells. Twig's bucket of shells had made the gate sparkle.
Shellby's drawings had guided every wall. And Pip's flag flew
high above. 'We did it together!' said Twig, jumping with joy.
The sand people danced in the fading light.

112



AiF I|'
fal il

As the stars came out, the sand people gathered in the new
courtyard. Mayor Pebble told stories of other castles they had
built long ago. 'Each home is special,' he said. 'And each
change brings a new adventure.' Pip and Twig listened with
wide eyes. They felt safe and loved. The sound of the waves
was a gentle song, not a scary roar.
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The next morning, Pip woke early and ran to the top of the
tallest tower. The sea was calm and blue. The old castle was
gone, but the new one stood strong. 'Good morning, world!"
Pip shouted. The tiny flag waved. Below, Shellby was already
measuring a new bridge, and Twig was collecting more shells.
There was always more to build.
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Mayor Pebble joined them, his purple robe glowing in the sun.
‘You see,' he said, 'change is not the end. It is a chance to
imagine something new.' The citizens smiled. They had learned
that the tide will always come and go, but friendship and
creativity are stronger than any wave. And they knew they
could always build again.




And so the sandcastle kingdom lived on, farther from the
water, with towers, bridges, and a big front gate. Pip waved
the tiny flag, Twig filled his bucket, and Shellby drew new
plans. Mayor Pebble watched with a warm smile. The sea
would always change the shore, but the sand people would
always be ready to build something wonderful together.
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