


The Little Desert Fox

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In the wide, golden desert, the sun shone hot and bright. Sami
the little desert fox lived with his mother, Mira, in a cozy den
under a rock. Sami had sandy-orange fur, a cream chest, and
oversized ears with dark tips. He wore a woven scarf in ochre
and red, and a tiny leather pouch held his collected feathers.
Every morning, Sami watched the birds fly over the dunes.
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One day, a flock of migrating birds flew low over the desert.
They dropped shiny feathers and small seeds that sparkled in
the sun. Sami's amber eyes grew wide. 'Look, Mama! The birds
left clues!' he cried. Mira smiled gently. '‘Birds often mark the
way to water,' she said. 'But remember, a journey needs
preparation. Fill your pouch with dates and water before you

go.



Sami packed his leather pouch with dried dates and a small
waterskin. He tied his ochre and red scarf tightly. 'I'm ready!
he said. Mira gave him a warm hug. 'Be patient, my little fox.
Follow the clues, and don't give up.' Sami nodded and set off
across the hot sand. His bushy tail with a white tip swished
behind him. The desert stretched out, wide and quiet.
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The first clue was a blue feather lying on a rock. Sami picked it
up and put it in his pouch. 'One clue found!"' he said. He looked
around. The sand shimmered with heat. Far away, he saw a
line of small dark shapes—maybe more feathers? He trotted
toward them, his black paws leaving tiny prints. The sun
climbed higher, and the air grew hotter.
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Soon, the trail seemed to vanish. The wind had covered the
feathers with sand. Sami's ears drooped. 'Oh no,' he
whispered. 'Which way now?' He sat down and thought. Then
he remembered his mother's words: be patient. He took a deep
breath and looked closely. There! A tiny seed sparkled near a
cactus. 'The birds dropped seeds too!' he said. 'l can follow
those!"



Sami followed the seeds, but the hot sand made his paws ache.
He stopped under a scraggly bush and drank a little water. 'I
wish I could find the spring soon,' he sighed. Just then, he
heard a slow, steady voice. 'Hello, little one.' It was Tuk the
desert tortoise, with a cracked patterned shell and a brass
compass around his neck. 'Are you lost?' asked Tuk.
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'I'm following clues to a hidden spring,' said Sami. 'But the
trail is hard.' Tuk nodded wisely. 'Slow and steady steps finish
long journeys,' he said. He took off his brass compass and gave
it to Sami. 'This will help you keep going the right way.' Sami
thanked Tuk and held the compass tight. He felt braver
already.



With the compass in his paw, Sami walked on. The sun beat
down, but he kept his eyes open. He found a striped feather
caught in a thorny bush. Then a small pile of seeds near a dry
riverbed. 'The birds are leading me somewhere!' he said. He
marked each spot with a little stone so he could find his way
back. His pouch grew heavier with clues and feathers.
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The desert grew rocky, and the path twisted between tall
dunes. Sami's legs were tired, and his waterskin was almost
empty. '‘Maybe I should turn back,' he thought. But then he
remembered Tuk's words and his mother's smile. 'No,' he said
firmly. 'I can do this. Just a little further.' He checked his
compass and kept walking, one small step at a time.
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Suddenly, Sami heard a soft sound—Ilike tiny bells. He followed
the sound around a big rock. There, tucked between two
dunes, was a patch of green grass! 'Water!' he gasped. He ran
toward it, his tail wagging. But as he got closer, he saw that
the grass was dry and the ground was cracked. 'Oh,' he said,
disappointed. 'It's only a dry patch.'

10




Sami sat down, feeling tired and sad. But then he noticed
something: a line of ants marching toward the rock. 'Ants need
water too,' he thought. 'They must be going somewhere.' He
followed the ants and found a tiny trickle of water seeping
from under the rock. 'The spring must be close!"' he cried. He
dug with his paws, and the trickle grew bigger.
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Sami dug and dug, his black paws working hard. Water began
to bubble up, cool and clear! 'I found it!' he shouted. 'The
hidden spring!' He drank the sweet water and splashed his
face. The spring sparkled in the sunlight, surrounded by green
plants. Sami knew this water could help his whole desert
community. 'I must tell everyone!' he said.
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Sami filled his waterskin and hurried home, following the
stones he had marked. He ran past the thorny bush, the dry
riverbed, and the scraggly bush where Tuk was waiting. 'You
found it!" said Tuk, smiling. 'T knew you would.' Sami gave Tuk
back his compass. 'Thank you for believing in me,' he said.
Then he raced toward home, his heart full of joy.
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Mira was waiting at the den. 'Sami! You're back!' she cried,
hugging him. Sami told her everything—the feathers, the
seeds, the compass, and the bubbling spring. 'You persevered!
said Mira proudly. 'And you prepared well.' Sami's amber eyes
shone. 'The spring can help everyone,' he said. "We must share
it.' Mira nodded. 'Tomorrow, we'll tell the whole desert.'
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The next day, Sami led the desert animals to the hidden spring.
There were lizards, beetles, and even a family of mice. Tuk
came too, slow and steady. Everyone cheered when they saw
the cool water. 'Sami found it!' they said. Sami smiled and
wrapped his ochre and red scarf around his neck. He felt
happy and proud. The spring would help them all.
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From that day on, the spring was a meeting place for the
desert community. Sami learned that preparation and
perseverance matter. He kept his feather pouch as a reminder
of his journey. And whenever a bird flew overhead, Sami would
look up and smile, knowing that clues are everywhere if you're
patient and brave. The little desert fox had found his home—
and a treasure for all.
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