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The Penguin Who
Feared Fish

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the heart of the Sparkling Lagoon, where the water
shimmered like a thousand tiny mirrors, lived a young penguin
named Percy. He had a sleek black back, a snowy white belly,
and soft grey tufts on his head that always looked a little
sleepy. Percy wore a red knitted scarf with white stripes,
slightly too long, that trailed behind him wherever he waddled.
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Every morning, Percy's friends dove into the lagoon with
happy splashes. They loved to catch shiny silver fish for
breakfast. Pip, a plump penguin with a bright yellow crest and
a blue pom-pom cap, would zoom through the water and show
off his catch. "Fish are the best!" Pip chirped. But Percy would
look away and pretend he wasn't hungry.
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Percy didn't like fish. The slippery scales and the wiggly tails
made him shiver. But more than that, he felt embarrassed. All
his friends loved fish, and he didn't. What if they laughed at
him? So Percy kept quiet and stayed on the shore, watching
the others splash and dive, his little orange feet shuffling
nervously.



One afternoon, Marina the seal noticed Percy sitting alone.
Marina was sleek and silver-grey with darker speckles, and
she wore a woven seaweed bracelet on one flipper. She smiled
warmly and asked, "Percy, why aren't you swimming with the
others?" Percy looked down at his feet and whispered, "I don't
like fish. But everyone else does."
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Marina didn't laugh. Instead, she said gently, “That's okay,
Percy. We can practice swimming together in the calm, shallow
part of the lagoon. No fish there, just warm water and soft
sand. Would you like that?" Percy nodded shyly. The next
morning, they met by the gentle slope where the lagoon was
clear and bright.



At first, Percy was nervous. The water felt cool on his feathers,
and he held tightly to Marina's flipper. "I'll stay right here,"
Marina promised. "Just paddle a little." Percy paddled. His tiny
orange feet kicked, and his short flippers flapped. To his
surprise, he moved forward! Marina cheered, and Percy felt a
tiny spark of confidence.



Each day, they practiced in the calm shallows. Percy learned to
float, to turn, and to dive down just a little. Marina was always
nearby, patient and encouraging. "You're doing great!" she
said. Percy's red scarf floated behind him like a happy ribbon.
He started to look forward to their swims and even forgot to
worry about fish.



One day, Marina pointed to a deeper part of the lagoon. "Want
to try swimming a little further? I'll be right beside you."
Percy's heart beat fast, but he trusted Marina. They swam into
the deeper water. It was darker there, and Percy couldn't see
the sandy bottom. He froze, his flippers trembling. "I don't like
it here," he whispered.




Marina swam close. "What don't you like?" she asked softly.
Percy thought. "It's dark and deep. I can't see what's below. It
feels... scary." Marina nodded. "That's okay. Many swimmers
feel that way at first. Let's go back to the shallows and
practice a bit more. We can try again when you're ready."
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Back in the calm water, Percy felt safe again. But he kept
thinking about the deep water. Why was he so scared? It
wasn't the fish. Fish were just fish. It was the darkness, the
not-knowing what was underneath. He realized that his fear
had been hiding behind the fish all along. "Marina," he said, "I
think I know now. I'm not afraid of fish. I'm afraid of the deep,
dark water."
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Marina smiled her warm seal smile. "That's a big discovery,
Percy. And it's okay to be afraid. We can practice the deep
water together, little by little. I'll show you that it's just water,
and I'll be right there." Percy took a deep breath. He felt
braver knowing that Marina understood. "Okay," he said. "Let's

try.
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The next day, they swam to the edge of the deep water again.
This time, Percy didn't freeze. Marina held his flipper, and they
swam down together. It was dark, but Percy could see Marina's
kind eyes. He saw soft seaweed waving and little bubbles
rising. There were no monsters, just quiet water. Percy felt his
fear shrink a little.
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Pip swam over and saw Percy in the deeper water. "Wow,
Percy! You're so brave!" Pip said. Percy smiled. "I'm still a little
scared," he admitted. "But Marina helped me." Pip looked
thoughtful. "I'm sorry if I ever teased you about not liking
fish," Pip said. "I didn't understand. Friends should help each
other." Percy felt warm inside.
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From that day on, Percy practiced swimming in the deep water
with Marina and sometimes Pip. He still didn't like fish, but
that was okay. His friends didn't mind. They even brought him
his favorite snack, little sea berries, and cheered when he dove
down without fear. Percy's red scarf fluttered proudly as he
swam.




One evening, Percy sat on a rock with Marina and Pip,
watching the sunset paint the lagoon pink and gold. "I used to
think being different was bad," Percy said. "But now I know it's
okay. And I learned that my real fear was the deep water, not
the fish." Marina nodded. "And you learned that true friends
help you understand your fears."
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Percy smiled, his big sky-blue eyes shining. He knew he would
always be a little careful in deep water, but he wasn't scared
anymore. He had friends who understood him, and he
understood himself a little better too. And that, Percy thought,
was the best feeling in the whole Sparkling Lagoon.
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