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Penny the Penguin Pops Up a Surprise 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: Penny’s Early Morning Plan 

Penny the Penguin woke up to the soft, crisp hush of the Antarctic morning. The sun was just peeking over the icy horizon, painting the sky with delicate streaks of pale pink, orange, and gold. Each color reflected faintly on the snow and ice, making the frozen landscape shimmer as if sprinkled with tiny, invisible crystals. The snow beneath her felt cold and soft, crunching gently under her tiny webbed feet as she stretched her flippers wide, feeling the crisp air fill her lungs. 

“What a perfect day!” Penny chirped to herself, her breath forming little puffs of mist in the chilly morning air. She waddled over to the edge of the ice, peering out across the vast frozen expanse. In the distance, icy ridges glinted like diamonds, and tiny snowdrifts created playful shapes that looked like they had been sculpted by the wind itself. The world was quiet except for the soft crackle of ice beneath her feet, the occasional swoosh of a penguin sliding down a slope, and the distant, cheerful calls of her friends echoing across the snow. 

Penny tilted her head, thinking. Today, she decided, was going to be special. She had been dreaming of a surprise for her friends for days, plotting it carefully in her mind while curling up in her cozy snow burrow each night. Maybe she could make a sparkling ice treasure for everyone to explore, or set up a playful snow game where they could slide and race across the ice. Perhaps she could hide secret snacks in the snow—tiny treats that would glitter when they were found. Each thought made her heart flutter and her flippers tingle with excitement. 

She waddled a little closer to her favorite ice shelf, where the snow was soft and freshly fallen, untouched and sparkling like powdered diamonds. Penny’s tiny webbed feet made gentle crunching sounds with every step, leaving a trail of neat little prints behind her. The shelf jutted out just enough to give her a clear view of the surrounding ice plains, where sunlight shimmered off frozen ridges and tiny frost crystals danced in the wind. It was the perfect place to start her plans. 

Penny lowered herself carefully and began to scribble tiny sketches in the snow, flippers tracing circles, lines, and swirls that marked where each shiny pebble or colorful ice crystal might go. Her claws left delicate scratches, almost like little runes, while she imagined exactly how each friend’s face would light up when they discovered the surprise. Her mind buzzed with excitement as she thought of Wally the Walrus, whose deep belly laughs could rumble across the ice and make even the stiffest snow tremble. He’ll laugh at the silliest things, and I want this to be one of them! she thought, flapping a flipper in anticipation. 

Her thoughts shifted to Sammy the Seal, who loved sliding through snow tunnels and popping out with a squeal of delight. Penny giggled at the mental image of Sammy zooming past her, sending tiny clouds of snow into the air. Then her mind drifted to Tilly the Tern, who adored shiny, sparkling things more than anything else in the world. She’ll flap her wings in excitement when she sees the crystals glittering in the sunlight! Penny whispered to herself. 

Her little heart skipped a beat with joy, and she bounced a tiny hop into the air, her flippers flapping wildly. The sunlight climbed higher, warming the icy expanse just enough to make everything sparkle, the colors refracting into faint rainbows across the snow. Penny tilted her head, noticing how even the tiniest frost crystals glimmered like stars against the pristine white. She took a deep, frosty breath, feeling the crisp, clean air fill her feathers and tingle her beak. The scent of the frozen sea mixed with the sharp freshness of the snow, a perfect winter perfume that made her pulse with excitement. 

“Yes,” she chirped softly, spinning in a little circle, her flippers outstretched as if she could embrace the whole sparkling world. “Today is the perfect day for a surprise. A day full of fun, sparkle, and smiles… and I’m going to make it magical!” 

She paused for a moment, closing her eyes and imagining the laughter, squeaks, and happy flapping of wings that would fill the air when her friends arrived. Every detail mattered in her little mind: where the crystals would catch the light, how the pebbles would shine, and even the tiny twists of seaweed that would add a pop of color. Penny’s feathers ruffled in the icy breeze as she took another careful look at her snowy sketches. “Everything has to be just right,” she whispered, determination glinting in her bright eyes. 

Then, with a tiny leap, she bounced toward her hidden stash, already picturing the adventure that lay ahead. Each step seemed to carry her closer to the magic she was creating, her sled jingling softly under the weight of her sparkling treasures. She could almost hear the excited chatter of her friends echoing across the ice, and the thought made her chest swell with happiness. Soon, she thought, the whole day will be filled with joy—and I’ll get to see their faces light up… just like I imagined.

With that, Penny shook the sleep from her feathers, adjusted her little scarf, and began waddling toward her secret stash of colorful ice crystals, shiny pebbles, and bits of seaweed. Her mind danced with ideas as she prepared for her adventure—the chilly morning held endless possibilities, and Penny was ready to make every single one of them sparkle. 

Penny grabbed a small stick from the snow and began to scribble her ideas carefully in the soft, powdery white. She drew little stars, circles, and zigzags, each one representing a plan or a part of the surprise. “Hmm,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Wally the Walrus loves shiny things… Sammy the Seal likes to slide… and Tilly the Tern will be happiest with something colorful!” 

Her little black eyes sparkled as she considered each idea. “Yes! I can make something that combines all of these things!” she decided. She tapped her flipper against her beak, thinking hard. “I want them to feel surprised and happy… and maybe even a little giggly!” 

The morning air grew brighter, and the snow glittered in the soft sunlight, almost as if it were cheering her on. Penny hopped from one foot to the other, imagining her friends’ faces when they saw her surprise. She pictured Wally’s big eyes lighting up, Sammy sliding gleefully across the ice, and Tilly flapping her wings in excitement. 

After a moment, she nodded to herself. “I know exactly what to do!” she chirped. With that, Penny waddled over to her little ice sled tucked behind a snowbank. She would need supplies: colorful ice crystals, shiny pebbles, and a few pieces of seaweed she had saved for special occasions. Today, everything would come together. 

Penny paused for a moment, looking at the quiet, frozen world around her. The chilly wind ruffled her feathers, and the distant mountains glimmered like they were dusted with powdered sugar. It felt magical. “A surprise,” she whispered to herself, “isn’t just about the gift—it’s about the adventure, the fun, and the happiness we share together!” 

With a determined wiggle of her flippers and a happy little chirp, Penny set off across the snow, her heart full of excitement. Today was the perfect day, and nothing—neither cold, ice, nor snow—was going to stop her from planning the best surprise ever. 




Chapter 2: Gathering Secret Supplies 

Penny the Penguin shuffled eagerly across the snowy ice, her little feet leaving tiny prints behind her. Each step made a soft crunching sound as the snow gave way beneath her webbed feet, and every so often, a small puff of powdery frost puffed up into the air. The morning sun bounced off the snow in sparkling shards, turning the frozen landscape into a dazzling wonderland of glints and reflections. A chilly breeze ruffled her feathers, tickling her flippers and making her waddle even faster, as if the wind itself was encouraging her on her secret mission. Today wasn’t just any day—it was the day she would gather all the special supplies for her big surprise, and her little heart felt like it might burst with excitement. 

She reached a hidden nook behind a ridge of snow—a place so well concealed that even the sharpest eyes in the Arctic would miss it. It was her secret haven, discovered on one of her early morning adventures weeks ago, when the world was still hushed and painted in soft shades of dawn. Only she knew about it. The entrance was a narrow arch of ice, glittering faintly where sunlight peeked through its edges, and Penny had to wiggle sideways to slip inside. 

As soon as she entered, the world outside melted away. The air inside was crisp but still, filled with the faint scent of salt from the nearby sea and the delicate sound of melting ice dripping somewhere in the distance. The cave glowed softly, its translucent walls catching the morning light and scattering it in gentle blues and silvers. It felt like stepping into a dream—a secret treasure trove hidden from time itself. 

Inside, Penny’s treasures gleamed proudly in neat little cubbies she had carved herself, each one shaped perfectly to hold something special. There were piles of colorful ice crystals she had collected from the shore—some shimmering pink like sunrise, others deep blue like twilight. Smooth pebbles, polished by waves and time, rested beside them, shining like stars spilled from the night sky. Strips of green and brown seaweed hung delicately along the walls, their soft sway making them look almost alive when a breeze slipped through the entrance. 
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