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			Graeme has been working in accountancy and finance since he left school. During the first lockdown of 2020, the family set a challenge to write a story to encourage the children to do some creative writing… Graeme got carried away, and the story of Waddle was born!
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			My children, Lily-mai and Archie. Be proud of Daddy. x

			

			Waddle woke up with a splash. He opened one eye to find he was in a puddle.

			The splash was the milkman driving through the puddle he was lying in. He opened the other eye to find he was lying next to a road, in a puddle. Waddle was sure that when he went to sleep, he was on an iceberg. Not on a puddle.

			You see, Waddle was a penguin and he lived at the North Pole with the rest of his penguin colony. So, he wasn’t sure why he was now in a puddle at the side of a road. So, he set off to find out.

			The first animal Waddle came to was a squirrel who was nibbling on his nuts.
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			“Hello, my name is Waddle, and I’m a penguin from the North Pole and I think I’m lost. I woke up in a puddle and I don’t think I should have.”

			“I think you are, my friend. My name is Cyril the squirrel. How do you do?” replied Cyril in a very posh English accent. “I used to live in a big forest, where I had an abundance of nuts to nibble on, but the humans chopped my forest down to use the wood to make paper and destroyed my home, so I had to move to this town.”

			Cyril looked very sad, and a tear trickled down his cheek.
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			Waddle felt sad too. He puffed out his chest and told Cyril defiantly, “I’m going to find out what happened to my iceberg and what happened to your forest.”

			Cyril gave Waddle a thumbs up and scurried off to retrieve some more nuts from the park he was in.

			The next animal Waddle waddled across was a hare who was hopping merrily across the park.

			[image: ]

			

			“Hello, my name is Waddle and I’m a penguin from the North Pole and I think I’m lost. I woke up in a puddle and I don’t think I should have.”

			The hare nervously stopped hopping and stared at Waddle. He had never seen a penguin before. Then he smiled.

			“You won’t find no North Pole round here,” laughed the hare. “My name is Thumper. Me and my drove used to live in rolling hills until the humans forced us out to build a road and houses.”

			Thumper’s demeanour had changed and he too looked sad, like Cyril. “Now there is only a few of us left in this small park.”
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			Waddle puffed his chest up again and stomped his little feet. “I’m going to find out what happened to my iceberg and your fields!” Waddle told his new friend.

			“Good luck,” called Thumper as he bounded off across the park, with his ears bouncing up and down as he hopped into the distance.

			Waddle felt sad again, but he had to find out about his iceberg, Cyril’s forest and Thumper’s fields.

			Waddle suddenly cheered up when he recognised the white and grey bird who past him and landed on a nearby branch.
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			“Waddle, me old mate, what are you doing here?” asked the friendly bird. It was Dave, a big burly seagull Waddle had met in the North Sea last winter.

			Waddle explained to Dave how he’d gone to sleep on his usual iceberg and had woken up in a puddle
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