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On a bright, cold morning at the edge of the frozen sea, a

small penguin waddled out of its cozy igloo. The penguin had a

round black-and-white body, a little orange beak, and orange

webbed feet that pattered on the ice. It loved this quiet home

beside the water. Everything felt calm and safe and just right.
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The penguin looked up at the wide blue sky and smiled. High

above, fluffy clouds drifted slowly, soft as cotton. A few

seabirds glided past on long wings, and the penguin waved a

small flipper at them. 'One day I will see what the clouds feel

like,' it said. Then it waddled back inside its snug little igloo to

rest.
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Suddenly the igloo gave a soft, strange shiver. The penguin

blinked. The ice beneath it creaked and groaned. Then, very

slowly, the whole igloo began to rise, lifting off the ground as

lightly as a bubble. The penguin held on tight, eyes wide, and

peeked out. The frozen sea was already far below.
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Up and up went the igloo, past the snowy hills and the

sleeping seals. The wind hummed around it, and the clouds

came closer, soft and white. The penguin's little heart thumped

fast. 'Oh dear, oh dear!' it squeaked. 'Igloos are not supposed

to fly!' It held its flippers out and did not know what to do.
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The igloo bobbed and swayed like a boat on a wavy sea of air.

Cold wind rushed through the doorway and ruffled the

penguin's sleek feathers. Below, the world looked small and far

away. The penguin felt scared and dizzy. 'I want my calm, quiet

home,' it whispered. But the wind just blew and blew.
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Just then a seabird swooped down beside the floating igloo. It

had long slender wings, grey and white feathers, and bright,

kind eyes. It was a petrel, and it glided easily on the windy sky.

'Hello there!' it called. 'You look a little worried. I can fly

beside you for a while.'
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The penguin peeked over the edge. 'My igloo floated up into

the clouds!' it said. 'I do not know how to steer it, and I do not

know the way home.' The petrel glided closer, calm and

friendly. 'Then let us figure it out together,' it said. 'First, take

a slow, deep breath. Feeling calm helps us think.'
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The penguin took a slow breath and let it out. Its thumping

heart began to settle. 'That is better,' the petrel said. 'Now

watch the clouds. When the wind pushes us, we can lean and

drift.' The penguin tried leaning a little, and the igloo turned

gently. 'I did it!' it cheered. The petrel smiled.
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They flew on through the windy sky, side by side. The petrel

showed the penguin how to ride the soft gusts and how to wait

when the wind grew strong. Below them, rivers shone like

silver ribbons. 'Where do we go now?' the penguin asked.

'Look for the big blue sea,' said the petrel. 'We follow it home.'
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But then the wind changed and blew the igloo far off its path.

Grey clouds swirled all around, and the penguin could not see

the sea at all. Its eyes grew wide with worry. 'We are lost!' it

cried. The petrel glided close. 'Stay calm,' it said softly. 'Let us

look carefully, one small thing at a time.'
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The penguin breathed slowly and looked around. Far off, a gap

in the clouds showed a sparkle of blue. 'I see water!' it called.

'That is our sea,' said the petrel. 'Good thinking.' Together they

leaned and drifted toward the light, and the igloo swung gently

around. The windy sky did not feel so scary anymore.
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The clouds opened, and there below lay the frozen sea, wide

and bright. The penguin's little home was waiting, calm and

quiet on the ice. 'Hold on,' said the petrel, 'and lean gently

down.' The igloo drifted lower and lower, swaying softly, until

it settled onto the snow with a gentle bump.
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The penguin tumbled out and hugged the cold, solid ground.

'We made it!' it laughed. The petrel landed beside it and folded

its long wings. 'You stayed calm and found the way,' the petrel

said. 'That is a very useful skill.' The penguin smiled at its

floating friend. 'Thank you for flying beside me. I could not

have done it alone.'
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The petrel stayed for a while, and they shared stories of the

windy sky. Then the petrel spread its grey-and-white wings.

'The sky is calling me,' it said kindly. 'But I will always be

nearby when the wind blows.' The penguin waved its little

flipper. 'Come and visit me anytime,' it said. 'My door is always

open.'
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That night the penguin sat in its cozy igloo, warm and calm. It

thought about the clouds and the wind and the long way home.

Strange things might happen, it knew. But a slow breath and a

clear mind could turn a scary surprise into an adventure. And

a good friend beside you made the whole sky feel a little

kinder.
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From then on, the penguin often looked up at the clouds and

smiled. When the wind blew, it did not worry. It just took a

slow breath and thought clearly, one small step at a time. The

igloo stayed safely on the ice, and the petrel visited often.

Together they watched the calm sky, glad to be home.
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