


The Penguin's Golden
Boat

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



On a bright, breezy morning, a small penguin named Pip stood
on the icy shore of Blueberry Bay. Pip wore a red sailor scarf
and a tiny blue builder cap. He had worked all week on a
secret project, and now it was ready. With a proud flap of his
flippers, he pulled off the cover. There sat a shiny golden boat!
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The boat gleamed in the sunlight. Its sides sparkled like honey,
and its brass fittings shone like tiny suns. Pip had painted it
with care, using every bit of golden paint he could find. "Look
at my beautiful boat!" he chirped to the seagulls. "It's the
fanciest boat in the whole wide world!" The seagulls squawked
and nodded, though they didn't really understand boats.
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Pip's friends, the other penguins, waddled over to see. "Ooh!"
they said. "Ahh!" They had never seen anything so golden. Pip
beamed with pride. "I'm going to sail it all the way across the
bay," he announced. "I'll be the captain of the golden boat!" He
tied his red scarf a little tighter and hopped aboard.
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But when Pip pushed the boat into the water, something
strange happened. The golden boat wobbled. It tipped to the
left. It tipped to the right. Pip held on tight, his little amber
feet sliding on the shiny deck. "Whoa!" he cried. "Steady,
boat!" But the boat didn't listen. It rocked and rolled like a

seesaw.



Pip tried to paddle with his flippers, but the boat kept
wobbling. A big wave came, and the boat tipped so far that
water splashed over the side. Pip's heart went thump-thump.
"Help!" he called. "My beautiful boat won't float straight!" But
the other penguins were too far away to hear. The golden boat
rocked and rolled, and Pip felt very small and very scared.
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Just then, a smooth, silvery-grey head popped out of the water.
It was Sam the seal! Sam had big, friendly dark eyes and long
whiskers that twitched in the breeze. "Hello there!" said Sam.
“That's a very shiny boat you have. But it looks a bit wobbly."

Pip nodded, feeling embarrassed. "It is," he admitted. "I don't
know what to do."




Sam swam closer and studied the boat. "May I take a look?" he
asked kindly. Pip nodded. Sam swam around the boat, his
plump body gliding through the water. "I see the problem,"
said Sam. "Your boat is pretty, but it's too narrow at the
bottom. It tips easily because it doesn't have a wide, flat base
to keep it steady."



Pip tilted his head. "What's a base?" he asked. Sam smiled.
"It's like the bottom of a bowl," he explained. "A wide bowl
doesn't tip over. A narrow one does. We can make your boat
wider at the bottom, so it stays stable." Pip's eyes lit up. "Can
we fix it?" he asked. "Of course!" said Sam. "But we'll need
some strong, flat pieces of wood."
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Pip and Sam searched the shore and found some old, flat
planks. Sam showed Pip how to attach them to the bottom of
the golden boat. "We'll make a wide, flat base," said Sam.
“That will help the boat balance." Pip worked hard, hammering
and nailing. His little cap bobbed as he worked. The golden
boat began to look a little different, but Pip didn't mind.
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When they finished, Pip pushed the boat into the water again.
This time, the boat floated smoothly. It didn't wobble or tip. Pip
climbed aboard and let out a happy cheer. "It works! It really
works!" he sang. Sam clapped his flippers. "You did it, Pip!" he
said. "Now your boat is not just golden—it's stable, too."
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Pip sailed around the bay with a big smile. The golden boat
glided over the waves like a dream. "This is wonderful!" he
called to Sam. "But I couldn't have done it without you." Sam
winked. "That's what friends are for," he said. "And a boat
that's useful is better than a boat that's just fancy." Pip
nodded. He understood now.




Pip invited Sam to climb aboard. Sam was big and plump, but
the boat was wide and steady now. It didn't even wobble. They
sailed together, laughing and pointing at the fish jumping in
the sun. "This is the best day ever!" said Pip. Sam smiled his
gentle smile. "And it's only the beginning," he said.
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From that day on, Pip and Sam were the best of friends. They
sailed the golden boat every sunny afternoon. Pip learned that
a boat doesn't have to be the shiniest to be the best—it just has
to work well. And he learned that a friend who helps you fix
things is more precious than all the gold in the world.
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Pip painted a small picture of Sam on the side of the boat,
right next to the golden trim. "Now the boat is beautiful and
useful,"” said Pip. Sam laughed. "And it has a good captain and
a good friend," he said. They sailed off into the sunset, the
golden boat gliding smoothly over the water, steady as could
be.
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Back on shore, the other penguins admired the boat. "It's still
golden!" they said. "But now it floats perfectly!" Pip smiled.
“That's because we made it stable," he said. "My friend Sam
showed me how." The penguins nodded wisely. They had
learned something, too: it's what's on the inside—and
underneath—that counts.




So if you ever visit Blueberry Bay, look for a little penguin in a
red scarf and a big grey seal with whiskers. They'll be out on
the water in a golden boat, sailing happily together. And if you
ask Pip about his boat, he'll tell you: "It's not just pretty—it's
useful! And that's the best thing of all."
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