


The Floating Pearl

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Deep down on the sandy ocean floor, Oyster Mama rested on a
bed of green seaweed and small shells. Her rough grey-brown
shell was closed tight, but inside, something wonderful was
growing. A tiny pearl, round and smooth, glowed softly with a
creamy white light. 'Mama,' whispered the pearl, 'l want to see
the world.' Oyster Mama's sleepy eyes blinked slowly. 'It's safe
in here,' she said gently.
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But the little pearl was curious. It wiggled and jiggled until—
pop!—it slipped out of the oyster shell. 'Oh my!' gasped Oyster
Mama. The pearl felt the cool water swirl around its smooth,
round body. It shimmered with soft pink and blue light. 'Don't
worry, Mama,' it said with a happy smile. 'I'll find my way.' And
with a tiny sparkle trail, it began to float up, up, up.
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The ocean was bright and blue, full of wiggly sunlight. The
little pearl drifted past tall green kelp that swayed like trees.
Tiny fish darted by in flashes of silver. 'Hello!" called the pearl,
but the fish were too busy to stop. That was okay. The pearl
felt light and free, and it kept floating. It was the size of a pea,
but its heart was full of big dreams.
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Suddenly, the water grew dark and deep. The little pearl could
not see the kelp or the fish anymore. 'Oh no,' it whispered.
‘Which way is up?' It floated bravely, but the dark felt big and
lonely. Then, far ahead, a soft glow appeared. It was a jellyfish,
glowing like a lantern in the dark water. Her bell was a
translucent lavender-pink, and her long ribbon tentacles
flowed in pale blue and mint green.




'Hello, little one,' said the jellyfish dreamily. 'Are you lost?' The
pearl explained its journey. 'Follow my light,' said the jellyfish
kindly. 'I will show you the way.' The pearl followed the
glowing lavender bell through the dark patch. The jellyfish's
soft lantern light made the pearl feel safe. 'Thank you!' said
the pearl. 'Keep going,' said the jellyfish, waving its tentacles.
‘You're doing great!
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Out of the dark water, the pearl found a wiggly current. It
swirled and twisted, pushing the pearl this way and that.
‘Whoa!' cried the pearl, spinning around. 'This is tricky!"' But it
did not give up. It held on and floated with the flow, even when
the water got wiggly. 'I can do this,' it said, and its tiny smile
grew wide. The current carried it onward, past rainbow corals
and sleepy starfish.




Then, ahead, the pearl saw a wonderful sight. A little seahorse
was dancing in the water! Its golden-orange body was covered
in tiny purple spots, and its curled tail swayed like a ribbon. It
wore a strand of green sea grass twirled around its neck like a
scarf. Its big green eyes sparkled with joy. 'Hello!' called the
seahorse. 'Come dance with me!"
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The pearl twirled and spun with the dancing seahorse. 'You're
a natural!' laughed the seahorse, its small fins spread like a
dancer's skirt. 'I'm trying to find a new home,' said the pearl.
‘Then keep going!' said the seahorse, twirling around. 'The
currents can be wiggly, but you're brave and strong. Don't give
up!' The pearl felt cheered. It danced one more twirl, then
waved goodbye.




The pearl floated on, past a school of striped fish and a slow,
smiling turtle. The water was full of creatures, each one busy
in its own way. The pearl greeted them all with a friendly
shimmer. "Where are you going?' asked a curious crab. 'To find
my home!' said the pearl. The crab waved a claw. 'Good luck!"
The pearl felt happy. The ocean was big, but it was full of
friends.



The currents grew stronger and wiggled more than ever. They
pushed the pearl down, then up, then sideways. 'Oh dear!' said
the pearl, tumbling. But it remembered the jellyfish's light and
the seahorse's cheer. 'l won't give up,' it said. It held steady
and floated with the wiggly water. Slowly, the current calmed,
and the pearl found itself in a quiet, peaceful place. It glowed
softly, proud of how far it had come.
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The pearl looked around. It was in a lovely bay, where the
water was clear and calm. Sunbeams danced on the surface,
making the pearl sparkle. 'This is beautiful,' it whispered. Just
then, it heard a familiar voice. 'Little Pearl!" It was Oyster
Mama, resting on a rock nearby. 'You made it!' The pearl
floated over, glowing with joy. 'I did, Mama! I found my way!"
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Oyster Mama smiled her sleepy smile. 'I was worried,' she
said, 'but I see you were brave.' The pearl snuggled close. ']
met a glowing jellyfish and a dancing seahorse,' it said. 'They
helped me.' Oyster Mama nodded. 'Persistence helped you
too,' she said. 'You never gave up, even when the water got
wiggly.' The pearl beamed. 'And now I have a new home to
shine in.'




The pearl settled into the lovely bay. It found a cozy spot on a
soft, sandy ledge, where the light was warm and the water was
gentle. 'This is my home now,' it said happily. It glowed with a
creamy white light, shimmering pink and blue. Other little sea
creatures came to see the new arrival. 'Welcome!' they cried.
The pearl smiled its tiny smile. It was finally home.
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From that day on, the pearl shone brightly in the bay. It
sparkled and shimmered, a tiny beacon of light. Sometimes the
wiggly currents came back, but the pearl just floated and
twirled. 'I can handle it,' it said. Oyster Mama watched from
her rock, proud of her brave little pearl. The pearl knew that
persistence had brought it to this wonderful place. And it
would shine here forever.
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The pearl made many new friends in the bay. The jellyfish
visited sometimes, glowing softly. The dancing seahorse

twirled by, showing off its sea grass scarf. 'You did it!"' they
cheered. The pearl giggled. 'We all helped each other,' it said.
And it was true. The journey had been full of creatures and
kindness. The pearl had never given up, and now it had a home
full of love and light.




And so the little pearl shines on, a happy glow in the big blue
ocean. It remembers its journey—the dark patch, the wiggly
currents, the dancing seahorse, and the glowing jellyfish. It
learned that persistence helps us reach meaningful places.
And wherever you are, if you keep going with a brave heart,
you might just find your own lovely home, shining forever.
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