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Chapter 1: A Very Strange Penguin
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In the middle of the wide, glittering Antarctic land where snowflakes danced like ballerinas and the sea shimmered under the pale sun, lived a penguin named Percy.

Now, most penguins love ice. They slide across it on their bellies, build little snow towers, and dive into icy waters without a single complaint. But Percy? Percy was different.

“I hate ice!” he grumbled one morning as he waddled out of his igloo-shaped snow hut. The ice crunched under his feet with every step, and he wrinkled his beak. “It’s cold, it’s slippery, and it makes my feet freeze like fish sticks!”

His penguin friends, Patty and Pongo, slid by on their bellies, laughing.
“Come join us, Percy!” Patty called, zipping past him like a speedy torpedo.
“Last one to the iceberg is a rotten sardine!” Pongo shouted, his flippers spread wide.
Percy shook his head. “No, thank you. I’ll stay right here, on this miserable frozen ground, where I can freeze my tail feathers in peace.”

The other penguins thought Percy was silly. After all, penguins were supposed to love ice. But Percy never joined the games. He didn’t skate, didn’t slide, didn’t even like snowball fights. When the others made snow penguins, Percy just stomped away, muttering, “Snow gets in my beak. Ice gets in my feathers. Ugh!”

Instead of enjoying the icy playground, Percy often sat on the only big black rock that poked out from the snow. He would close his eyes and imagine warm places. Sometimes, if the sun was shining just right, the rock felt a little warm under his belly, and Percy sighed happily.

“If only I could live somewhere sunny,” he whispered to himself, “where the ground isn’t slippery, and I don’t have to waddle like a clumsy ice cube!”

That night, as the cold wind whistled through the penguin colony, Percy curled up in his snowy hut, still grumbling. “I don’t belong here. Not in this frozen wasteland. There must be a better place out there. A place without ice!”

And so, while the rest of the penguins snored and dreamed of fish, Percy dreamed of palm trees, beaches, and warm sand under his flippers.
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Chapter 2: Warm Dreams
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The next morning, Percy waddled to the shore and stared out at the endless ocean. Waves rolled in and out, carrying chunks of ice like floating marshmallows.

Patty came sliding by, stopping with a big splash. “Percy, why don’t you ever join us? Ice is fun!”
“Fun?” Percy raised an eyebrow. “Slipping on your face and freezing your toes is fun? I don’t think so.”
Pongo slid up behind Patty, giggling. “You’re the only penguin I know who doesn’t like ice. What do you like then?”
Percy puffed out his chest. “I like warmth. I like sunshine. I like the idea of sitting under a big leafy tree, sipping hot cocoa, and never touching ice again!”

Patty and Pongo burst out laughing so hard they fell over.
“Hot cocoa? Under a tree?” Patty wheezed. “Penguins don’t drink cocoa!”
“Yeah!” Pongo added, rolling on the snow. “And trees don’t grow here!”
Percy frowned. “That’s exactly my point. Nothing I like is here. This place is wrong for me.”

The two penguins waddled off, still giggling, while Percy stomped back to his rock. He plopped down with a heavy sigh and closed his eyes.

And that’s when his imagination took over.

In his mind, he was no longer sitting on cold, crunchy ice. He was lying on golden sand, warm waves lapping at his feet. Palm trees swayed gently, and colorful birds squawked overhead. He saw himself sipping from a coconut shell with a little umbrella sticking out.

“Ahh, this is the life,” he said aloud, smiling in his dream.

“Talking to yourself again, Percy?” asked a curious voice.

It was old Grandma Waddle, the wisest penguin in the colony. She hobbled up, leaning on her wooden walking stick (no one knew why she had a stick—it didn’t help much on ice, but she thought it made her look dignified).

“Why are you always frowning, dear?” she asked kindly.

“I hate ice, Grandma Waddle,” Percy admitted. “I hate everything about it. I want to live somewhere warm!”

Grandma Waddle chuckled, her belly jiggling. “Oh, Percy. The ice may be cold, but it’s also home. Sometimes the things we dislike can surprise us if we give them a chance.”

Percy shook his head firmly. “Nope. I’ll never like ice. I’m going to find a place with no snow, no ice, and no slipping. Just you wait.”

Grandma Waddle’s eyes twinkled. “Well, if that’s what your heart truly wants, then maybe you’ll find it. Just remember, young one—every place has its troubles. Even warm ones.”

Percy barely listened. He was too busy imagining what he would pack for his journey.
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Chapter 3: The Ice Meltdown
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The day began like any other—snow drifting gently, penguins sliding gleefully, and Percy sulking as usual.

“Another icy day,” Percy muttered, waddling toward the shore. “Cold, slippery, annoying. Just perfect.”

He was so busy grumbling that he didn’t notice a patch of slick, glassy ice in front of him. Before he could stop, his flippers flailed wildly.
“Whoa—whoa—WHOOOOAA!”
Thump! Percy landed flat on his belly and skidded across the ice like a runaway fish. He zoomed straight into a giant snowball pile, disappearing inside it with a poof!

The other penguins burst out laughing.
“Look at Percy the torpedo!” shouted Pongo, slapping his flippers together.
“Nice landing!” Patty giggled, rolling on the snow.
Percy popped his head out of the snowball pile, his beak red from the cold. “That’s it!” he shouted, shaking snow off his feathers. “I’ve had enough of this frozen nonsense. I’m leaving. Forever!”

The laughter stopped. Every penguin turned to stare at him.
“Leaving?” Patty gasped.
“But... penguins don’t leave Antarctica,” said Pongo. “This is our home!”
“Well, it’s not my home anymore,” Percy snapped. “I’m tired of freezing my beak off and slipping on ice. I’m going to find a land where the sun shines, the ground is warm, and the only ice you see is in a nice, tall drink!”

Gasps spread through the colony. Even Grandma Waddle waddled over, tapping her stick nervously.
“Percy, dear,” she said gently, “the world beyond is dangerous. Are you sure?”
Percy stood tall (as tall as a penguin can). “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

The other penguins whispered among themselves. Some thought he was crazy, others admired his bravery. But Percy didn’t care. He marched off toward the shore, muttering, “If no one else hates ice, that’s their problem. I’m out of here.”

That night, while the colony snuggled together for warmth, Percy stayed awake, staring at the stars. His heart was pounding with excitement and fear. He didn’t know how he’d leave, but he would. Somehow.
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Chapter 4: A Boat Made of Fish Barrels
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The very next morning, Percy got to work.

On the edge of the ice shelf, explorers had once left behind some barrels—big, round fish barrels made of strong wood. Most penguins ignored them. But Percy had an idea.

“A boat!” he declared, waddling around the barrels. “If I tie these together, I can float across the ocean to somewhere warm!”

Of course, penguins aren’t known for building boats. Percy had never tied a knot in his life. He gathered old ropes, driftwood, and even seaweed. He huffed, puffed, and tugged.

“Flipper over, barrel—ugh! Rope around—ack! Knot in—why won’t this thing stay tied?!”

At one point, the whole pile collapsed on top of him, and Percy crawled out with a barrel stuck on his head.

Pongo and Patty waddled over, curious.
“What are you doing?” Patty asked, tilting her head.
“Building my escape vehicle,” Percy said proudly, yanking the barrel off his head. “It’s a boat.”
Pongo blinked. “That looks more like a fish salad than a boat.”
“Well, it’s a work in progress,” Percy huffed. “But soon, it’ll carry me far, far away from this icy nightmare.”
Patty giggled. “Even if you get it to float, where will you go? The ocean is huge!”
Percy puffed up his chest. “I’ll go... wherever the water takes me. Anywhere is better than here.”
It took Percy all day, but by evening, the strange contraption finally looked somewhat boat-like. He had three barrels
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