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HELLO EVERYONE, my name is Professor Prometheus Peakachew
Aptenodytes. I am a professor of fishology and environmental science at King’s
Opanzoo University in London, England, which was founded by King Idlebut VII of
Penguinland.


My name is quite a mouthful, I know, so you can call me
Peakachew, as my friends and family do.


You may be wondering how a penguin came to be a professor in
England.


Well, that’s quite a long story, which I would like to share with
you.


First, I come from Penguinland, which you may know as Antarctica.
I am Penguinese and my native language is Penguinish.


I am a royal penguin, and I was born nearly fifty years ago.


You may be thinking that fifty years is very old for a penguin.
Well, yes, it is, and I put it down to my healthy diet – fish, mainly, but also
herbs and plants that my sister has discovered over the years. More about that
later.


My father – por in Penguinish – is a fisherman, a blah-sarpien.
My mother, or mare, is a shopkeeper in the market.


I have two older siblings, or pee-nong. My brother – my chak –
Peakachub, is four years older than me. We always call him Chubby, because he
is, and he loves his chow-arn. That’s food. My sister – my yingo – Siripoon, is
six years older.


Peakachub is a blah-sarpien like my father, but also an
environmental scientist. Siripoon is a doctor and nutritionist at Penguinland
General Rongbarn – our hospital.


Now for my story.


I was born in the town, or tamper, of Blahkiblah, which means
“Fisheefish.” This is our capital and is on Maquairie Island, which, over the
years, has drifted away from Penguinland.


This was a great place to grow up. You may think it was very cold
– that’s share-now – but we didn’t think so, as we were lucky and lived in an
icehouse, a kengbarn, and it was very warm, which is share-lon in our language.


Penguinland only has two seasons – pap-lon, summer; and pap-now,
winter. Because it’s in the southern hemisphere, Penguinland’s summer is from
October to February. During this time, the sun is almost always in the sky. Days
get longer there in summer, until, eventually, the sun doesn’t set at all –
which was great for us kids, as we got to play until bedtime – and the
temperature gets as high as zero degrees in January. Winter is a bit chillier,
and it can get as low as minus 60 degrees, which means we have to wrap up warm.


Living here was mostly very safe, and we could see the ocean –
the torlai – where you could sometimes see whales, yai-blah, swimming by.
However, we weren’t allowed to walk there on our own, as there were gangs of
seals and sea lions – we call them slobbas and slobba-sings – who sat around
drinking blah-lao, fish wine, and smoking. Mare and Por said they were
troublemakers and had even been known to sometimes attack us small penguins.
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We could also see big birds, or nokwings, which were an
impressive sight when they were flying – that’s binbin. When I was older, I
used to love drawing these.


My first memories are going to the dock to see Por come in on his
fishing boat, his shua-blah, and seeing what they had caught. I used to get
very excited, as I knew that if the catch was good, we would have a special
dinner. My favourite was, and still is, tom yum krill. In English, that’s
small-shrimp soup.
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I also liked going to the barnfulojunk department store, and to
Mare’s shop in the darlat, the market, to help serve the customers. This was
fun, and I’d get a dangali squid candy bar as a treat.
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Some of my other favourite memories are of Sundays, as this was
the day we would do things as a family. Sometimes we would go katchee-blah,
fishing.
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Other times we would go the gamlang, the park, where I’d play
games with my chak and yingo. When the weather was warm, we played football,
bowling, or tennis.
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In winter, which is most of the time in Penguinland, we would
kengkut ice-skate, or wizzeen slide or bai-down sled on the hills and
mountains, which we call boo-cow. We would also build snow-seals, or
flee-slobbas, and have snowball fights, which we call flee-sphere.


[image: p9]


On special days in summer, when it was hot, we would get in the
sled-car, the roto, and go to the crapsand beach at Wist Punt, or West Point,
for the day.
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This was such fun. We got to eat all our favourite seafood,
including dow-blah starfish, krill burgers, and yori-kori seaweed floss,
followed by ice-cream. On the beach, we went snorkelling, built sandcastles,
and looked for shrimps and crabs, which we call itchigits.
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Mind you, this was also the first time I recall getting really
scared. I was about five years old. We were at the crapsand, and we saw a giant
growling nokwing appear on the horizon, and it seemed to have come out of a
kengyak – an ice berg. It was enormous and had a big head with a beak, huge
wings and eyes, a shiny body, massive feet, and a long tail. In Penguinland we
have big nokwings called albatross, but this was twenty times the size, and was
making a terrible noise. We were all so scared that we ran to our roto and
hurried back to our kengbarn.


Well, as you can imagine, we were all amazed by this, and full of
questions: What is it? Will it eat us? Where did it come from?


“I have no idea,” said Por. “We’ll have to check our big book of
birds when we get home.”
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When we got home, the first thing we did was open the book. All
we could find were the ones we knew: petrels, prions, fulmars, terns, skuas,
shearwaters, and Por’s enemy the blue-eyed cormorant, which is a thief and
steals his catch.


Por called his brother, our loong Billikin, who is a policeman –
a rozzer. Uncle Billikin said he didn’t know; maybe it was a giant cormorant.
Por said that we had to be careful, and if we ever saw this thing again, we
were to hide and make sure it didn’t see us, as it may eat us. Well, for days,
it was all we children could talk about.
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This is one of many things I was to discover later in life that
were not what I imagined them to be.


But that’s enough for now, as I’m feeling sleepy and it’s time
for my cocoa and bed. So, bye for now, and I’ll tell you more tomorrow.


***


WELL, that was an interesting day. The panda professors seemed to
like the things we do with fish bones, such as combing our head feathers, and
making cooking utensils with the bigger bones. They believe they can copy this
in waste products from bamboo that the pandas can’t eat, and said they would
send over some prototypes. Peakachub would be interested in seeing these, as he
only believes in using products that are recyclable and sustainable.


And now, back to Penguinland.


About a week after we found the penguin pictures on the beach, it
was time for King Idlebut’s grand parade.


This is always the highlight of the year, with marching bands and
army vehicles … actually only one, which you may know as a sled; the fireman …
we only have one of these as well, and he has never actually had to put out a
fire in all his years of service; two of our rozzers … the other five have to
stay on duty; and a fly-by from the albatross air force.
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We also get lots of free food: yori-kori floss, krill burgers,
and drinks for all – Polarade for the youngsters, and blah-lao for the
grown-ups.
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That year, the parade passed off without any incident, apart from
one of the slobbas getting stuck in a fishing hole after drinking too much
blah-lao, which provided great merriment for all, though sadly there was no
one-gun salute by the navy, as we didn’t have a navy anymore, after the
incident the year before when they fired the gun in honour of King Idlebut and
somehow got their coordinates wrong. Instead of firing out to sea, they took
the top off the tower of the king’s brand-new palace, Barnopuluns. Apparently
they were sent for re-training in a place called Bird’s Eye, and nobody has
heard of them since.
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The day after the parade was always a great one for us kids, as
my pee-nongs, loopies, and I got to play around without being watched by our
parents, who used to lay down all day, saying “My head! My head!” It must have
been all the excitement.


As there were never any grown-ups about, we used to wander around
and do whatever we liked. Often we would find coins that had been dropped, and
I once found 37 klondas, which I put in the Polar Bear Bank, planning to buy a
shua-blah fishing boat when I was older. Back then, I wanted to be a
blah-sarpien like Por.
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That year, we found a strange coin we had never seen before. It
was a kind of brown colour with writing on it that none of us understood. It
said “United States of America.” “E Pluribus Unum.” “One Cent” and “Liberty.”
And there was a shield and an odd-looking head. After winning a game of dork,
yori-kori, itchigits – which is like rock-paper-scissors in English – I got to
keep it.


After finding the strange coin, we dek-deks daringly went near
the fishing jetty
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