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Otto is a penguin chick °
who has a very important
jobtodo. ..
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Otto was a penguin chick. He lived on his
father’s feet at the bottom of the world.

That’s what Leo said, anyway, that they

lived at the bottom of the world. Leo was g

o

another penguin chick and he lived on &is

father’s feet. That is how Otto met him.




Their fathers Claudius and Nero were friends

and when they stopped to talk to each other,

beak to beak, Otto and Leo were almost beak
to beak too. They had to shout a bit because
Claudius and Nero were rather fat, like all
the other penguins, so their tummies kept
Otto and Leo rather far apart.

‘How do you know we’re at the bottom
of the world?’ Otto yelled across to Leo
one morning.

“Your father told my father,” said Leo.
“Your father knows everything.’

“What?’ yelled Otto.

“Your father knows everything,” Leo
squealed back. ‘Everyone goes to Claudius
when they want to know anything.’

‘I know that,” Otto complained bitterly.

‘I can never get a word in!’

‘What are you two bellowing
about down there?’ said a deep
voice above their heads.

‘Oh, Dad, there are so
many things [ want to know
about and you never even
talk to me,” Otto shouted,
looking up.

A beak came down
and Otto looked into
Claudius’s face for the
first time.

‘I hadn’t realized how
grown up you are now, Otto.
I’'m not your father, by the
way. Call me Claudius,

not Dad’




“Why aren’t you my father?’ ' ‘Because I say so. What else do you want
‘Because I found you in the snow when | to ask me?’ - .

you were an egg and decided to look after . “What am I?’

you and keep you warm until you could look | ‘A penguin. An emperor penguin.’

after yourself. ‘I know that. I mean what is a penguin?’

‘Didn’t my own father want me then?’ | ‘A bird. Now we’ll have to stop talking

‘Oh, it wasn’t that at all. You probably and join the huddle of penguins, because the
rolled off his feet when he wasn’t looking. wind is getting up and it will be very cold soon.’
Very rolly things, eggs are. Anyway, you’re ‘Soon!’ squeaked Otto. ‘It’s cold all the
all right now. You’ve got me.’ ' time!’

Otto was worried. ‘But I might have ‘Tt will feel even colder if you don’t join
fallen off,” he said. the other penguins. Come on.’

‘Fallen off what?’ Claudius began to shuffle across the ice

“The world. Leo said this is the bottom of towards the other penguins who were already
the world.’ huddling together to keep warm.

“Well, it is. Antarctica it’s called, the ‘Aren’t there a lot of us?’ Otto yelled up

South Pole. But you won’t fall off. to Claudius.

“Why not?’ “That’s good,” Claudius boomed back at




the chick on his feet. “The more there are,
the warmer we’ll be. Now keep your beak
shut and snuggle as close as you can to me.
There’s a real blizzard coming.’

Otto did what he was told but it was very

difficult to keep his beak shut. He wanted to

know what a blizzard was.

He soon found out. The wind got stronger
and stronger and it felt colder and colder.
Snow was driven at them harder and harder.
They pressed closer and closer together to

keep warm.




Soon they were too close. Otto had to

open his beak: ‘Claudius! Claudius! 'm

getting squashed.’

He couldn’t see Claudius’s head because
the snow blotted it out, but a voice came back
through the howl of the wind.

‘It’s all right, Otto, get under that feathery
flap below my tummy. That will protect you.
Now, keep your beak shut until I say you can
open it.

Otto squeezed as hard as he could under
Claudius’s tummy away from the back of the
penguin in front and those pressing in from
each side. He had never been so cold. He
thought that the snow and the wind would
go on for ever. But they didn’t: the wind died
down and the penguins began to move apart.

When he had room to bend his head

Claudius called down to Otto: ‘Otto, Otto,
are you all right?’

Otto stirred and he said feebly, ‘Mmm,
mmm, mmmm.’

Claudius was worried. “‘What’s the matter
with you? Speak up?’

‘MMM, MMM, MMM, Otto squeaked
as loudly as he could.

Claudius was puzzled. He bent down and
looked closely at Otto.

‘Are you all right?’

‘MMMMM?’

Claudius began to laugh.

‘I see. It’s all my fault. You can open
your beak now.’

‘Oh, thank goodness,’” said Otto, gasping
with relief. ‘It’s very difficult talking with

your beak shut.’




‘It must be,” Claudius said. ‘Anyway, did “Will I really be as fat as you?’
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you keep warm?’ “Yes, all grown-up penguins are fat.’
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“No, I didn’t. ’m cold. I don’t like being ‘Coo,’ said Otto. ‘Oh well, I suppose ru

IS e

cold’ get used to it

‘T don’t expect you to like it. You’ll just
have to get used to it, because we live in a
cold place.’

‘Can’t we live somewhere else?’

‘No.’

Claudius wasn’t worried about Otto any
more. People only complain when they are
feeling better.

‘T don’t think I’ll ever get used to being so
cold,’ said Otto.

“You will. LIl help you keep warm while
you’re little, and when you grow up youw’ll be
covered in blubber like me. That helps a lot.

Otto looked up at Claudius.




“What are you doing?’ Claudius complained
one morning. ‘If you bounce on my feet any
more you’ll plant me in the snow and I'll

never move again. And stop waving your

flippers about like that. It feels like a blizzard

blowing up there.
Otto didn’t stop. ‘I’m trying to fly,” he
shouted. ‘You said I’m a bird. Birds fly,

don’t they?’

‘Penguins don’t fly,” Claudius said. ‘Now
stop jumping on my feet and I'’ll tell you what
penguins do.

Otto stopped. He was getting tired
anygway. ‘What do penguins do?” he asked,

a little breathlessly.

“They swim. That’s like flying in the sea.
They’re very good at it too.

Otto looked up at Claudius.

‘I want to fly up high like that bird up
there. It’s going round and round in the sky,
and I want to do that.

“‘Well you can’t, so don’t start bouncing
again. Anyway, what bird?’ Claudius was
looking up. ‘Oh my goodness, a skua. Now
stay close to me, Otto. Nasty things, skuas.
They like chicks.’

Otto was puzzled. ‘Are you nasty then,




Claudius?’

cAm 1. ..? Oh, I see! Ilike chicks, but not
for dinner. A skua will dive down from the sky
and steal a nice juicy penguin chick for its
next meal. That’s why you mustn’t wander
off by yourself’

‘T didn’t know I could wander off by
muyself, Otto said. ‘T'm stuck on your feet.’

“Not for ever, thank goodness, Claudius
said, shifting his poor trampled toes. “You’re
nearly big enough to walk beside me now,
and soon youw’ll have all the other chicks to
play with.

“What other chicks?’ Otto said. “There’s
only Leo and me.

“There are lots of other chicks now, you’ll
find. You and Leo were the first chicks to

hatch, but you aren’t the only ones. When

that skua has gone I’ll take you round and

you’ll see what a lot of you there are.

Claudius was right. All the grown-ups
seemed to be shuffling around with chicks on
their feet. Every round white tummy had a
little head peeping out under it. Nearly every
round white tummy, that is, because Otto
was waddling along beside Claudius. Leo
couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw Otto
coming towards him.

‘Otto!’ He shouted up at Nero. ‘Dad,
look! Otto’s walking by himself.’

‘Oh yes,” said Nero. ‘You can go and
meet him if you like.

‘Me?’ Leo said. ‘By myself?’

“Yes, go on. You’re big enough now.

Leo looked at the ice all around him. He

wasn’t at all sure that he wanted to leave the




shelter of Nero’s nice warm feet. ‘Catch me!” he

“Won’t my feet get cold?’ called, running a little

“Not very,’ said a voice quite near him: way. ‘I bet you can’t’

It was Otto. ‘Come on, Leo. We’re the first Leo couldn’t resist

chicks. That’s very special. We have to show that, so a chase

all the little ones what to do. began. It lasted a

‘I don’t know what to do,’ said Leo. L long time. Claudius

‘Anyway, you may be the first chick but 'm and Nero watched the two

only the second. I’'m not at all sure that ’'m downy little chicks tumbling about in the

snow having a wonderful time.

ready yet.

Nero was
sure. He tipped
Leo on to the ice

and walked across

to talk to Claudius.

Leo squeaked, picked
himself up and ran after Nero, but Otto

headed him off.
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‘Let’s join them,” Claudius said suddenly.
‘Join them?’ Nero said. ‘I'm too old for

that sort of fun and games.’

“No, you’re not,
Claudius said.
‘It’s going to be
the easiest way
to collect them
up. Come on,
I bet you can’t

catch me.
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So then there were four of them in the
game and they had a lot of fun. One of the

new chicks wanted to join in but his father

wouldn’t let him.

‘No, not yet. When you’re a bit older
you can’’

The new chick was very disappointed,
but a little later Claudius and Nero went
past with Otto and Leo back on their feet.
Otto saw the new little chick watching and
called out, ‘Hello. What’s your name?’

‘Gusto. Can I play with you next time?’

“You can play with us when your dad
says you can. You’re not big enough yet.’

‘’m not very big outside, but I’'m
enormous inside,” Gusto said.

Claudius laughed above Otto’s head as
they moved on.

“You’re going to have trouble with that
one, Otto,” he said.

‘I am?’ Otto said. ‘He has a father, hasn’t

he? I won’t have to look after him.’




“You will,” Claudius said. “You’re the
first chick so you’ll have to look after the
whole clutch.’

“‘You mean all of them?’

Otto looked around slowly. There were
penguins as far as he could see and nearly
all of them had chicks or eggs on their feet.

“No, just your own gang around here.
They’ll keep you busy, though.’

They did. A few days later Otto and Leo
had lots of new friends. When it was warm

enough they tumbled from their fathers’ feet

and played together. The very little ones like

Gusto just didn’t understand that they must
stay together to be safe. Otto, watching the
skuas circling hopefully above them, had to
keep rounding them up.

‘Gusto!’ he was always having to yell.

«Come back, you must stay close to me.’

“Why?’ said Gusto. ‘I only want to see
what’s over there.

‘Because I say so. You’llend up as a
skua’s dinner if you wander round by
yourself. We must all stay together to be
safe. Come on.’

‘Oh, all right,” Gusto said, wandering
back into the group. ‘But I can look after
muyself. You are bossy, Otto.’

Nero and all the other fathers were very
glad that Otto was bossy. They didn’t have
to worry about their chicks very much.

“Your Otto looks after them all
beautifully,” one said to Claudius. ‘You must
be very proud, Claudius.’

Claudius was very proud. Otto didn’t

know it, though. He came back to Claudius




one night and called up to him.
‘Claudius, am I bossy?’
“Yes,” said Claudius. “‘Very.’
‘Oh dear, Otto said. “They keep telling

me I am, but how else can I keep them safe?’

‘How else?’ Claudius said. “You be bossy.

First chicks always have to be bossy. You’ll

soon learn that’

Penguins look after
each other

Claudius blinked the sleep from his eyes
and pointed his beak towards the voice at
his feet.

“Yes, Otto, what is it?’

‘T have a very funny feeling in my tummy.
An asking sort of feeling. What is it?’

‘You’re hungry, I expect.’

‘“What’s hungry?’




‘An asking feeling in your tummy. I’ve

got it too. We need something to eat. We’ll

have to go and see if the ladies are back
from the sea.’

“The ladies?’

“Yes, they’ve been eating fish and things
in the sea so that they can feed you chicks.
I’ll find you a nice aunty and she’ll fee®you
with shrimp soup. It’s delicious. You’ll lilze
that, and that empty feeling will go away
for a bit’

‘Will you have some too, Claudius?’

“Well, no. I shall have to say goodbye to
you and go off to the sea to find lots of food.
I’ve had nothing to eat all winter and I’'m
very hungry’

“You mean you’ll go away without me?’

“Yes, Otto. You’re not big enough to come

to the sea yet.

Otto was horrified. “You wouldn’t leave
me, Claudius. I need you.’

‘No you don’t. I’ll find a nice aunty to
look after you. She’ll be just as good as me,
and you’ll still have me inside. That’s the
important place to have a good dad — inside.

‘But I want you outside where I can see
you. Oh, don’t leave me, Claudius.’

Poor Otto was shattered. But Claudius
began to lead him towards the sea and the
journey was so interesting that Otto began
to forget how miserable he was. He had never
been away from the rookery of penguins
before. The white ice stretched round them
as far as he could see.

“The bottom of the world is very big,” he

said at last.

)




“Yes, Antarctica is very big, Claudius

said. ‘Look, over there. A Weddell seal and

her pup’’

Otto looked. A huge fat creature lay on
the ice with a smaller one cuddled up to her.

‘Marvellous divers, seals are,” Claudius
said. “They can dive much deeper than us.

‘Dive?’ Otto asked.

‘Go a very long way down into the
water, explained Claudius. “You’ll see them
go past you when you’re in the sea.’

“What do they do when there’s a blizzard?’
Otto said. “There don’t seem to be any others
around to huddle with.

‘No, they just have to hope they’re fat
enough to keep warm. They’re almost solid
blubber so they’re usually all right”

“The chick . . . the pup, I mean, has a

nice face, Otto said, as they got nearer to the
seals. ‘What are those hairy bits on his face?’

“Whiskers,” Claudius said. ‘All seals have
whiskers. Now look carefully at those seals
because they’re Weddell seals and they look
a bit like leopard seals. You must learn never
to get them mixed up.’

“Why?’ asked Otto. ‘Aren’t leopard
seals nice?’

‘No, not nice at all. They eat penguins.
Weddell seals only eat fish and things and
they’re quite harmless. But you must watch
out for leopard seals when you first go to sea.
Weddells have smaller heads and in time you
will learn the difference, but at first it’s best
to keep away from all spotted seals.’

Otto suddenly stopped dead.

‘Claudius, the ice is moving!” he shouted.




‘L ook at it!’

“That’s the sea,” Claudius said. ‘And
look, there’s someone coming to meet us.

One of the ladies, I expect.’
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It was. She kept shaking herself to get rid

of the water on her feathers before it turned

to ice. As she came nearer to them Claudius

suddenly said, ‘It’s Anna. She’ll make a good
aunty for you.’

Otto moved and hid himself behind
Claudius’s back.

‘I don’t want an aunty. I want to keep
my dad.’

Claudius turned round and rubbed the
top of Otto’s head with his beak.

‘Sorry, Otto,” he said. ‘But you are an
emperor penguin and emperor penguins have
to get used to lots of different mothers and
fathers when they are growing up.’

Otto looked up at Claudius. ‘But the seal
pup had someone all to himself. I want you

all to myself’

<Of course you do, but you have a nice
huddle of friends to belong to. That seal pup
nasn’t got anything like that. Penguins look
after each other. Will you look after me?’

Otto gaped at him.

‘How? You’re going away.’

“Will you let me go and feed myself? I'm
starving. My asking feeling inside really
hurts. You can help me by letting me go.’

Otto didn’t know what to say. But he
knew what he had to do. He waddled round
to the front of Claudius again and looked
towards Anna. ‘She’s not bad, I suppose;’
he agreed at last.

Claudius tapped Otto’s head with his beak.

“Thank you,” he said. Then he called
out, ‘Anna, I have a hungry chick here

waiting for you.’




Anna began to waddle even faster
towards them.

‘Open your beak, Otto,” Claudius said.

‘T don’t feel like talking.’

‘Not to talk. So that Anna can feed you,’
laughed Claudius. ‘Anna, this is Otto. He’s
our first chick this year.’

‘Oh, I shall be very proud to be /s
aunty then. Hello, Otto. You must be very
hungry. Open your beak and I’ll give you
some fish soup.’

It was good. In a few minutes the empty
feeling in Otto’s tummy had nearly gone. Anna
moved back, taking her beak out of Otto’s.

‘More,” Otto said. ‘Please, Anna.’

‘Come on then,” Anna said. ‘I’'m glad
you like what I’ve brought you.’

So Otto had his first meal.

Claudius went down to the sea to have

pis first meal of the winter when he saw that

Otto was all right. He knew that Anna would
jook after him well.

When Otto was quite full he stood back
from his new aunty and saw that Claudius
had gone. The ice stretched around them
white and empty. Otto’s head drooped. No
more Claudius. How could he live without
Claudius? Anna understood.

‘Come on, Otto, she said. ‘Claudius
will soon be full too. Will you show me the
way home?’

Otto turned round slowly and began to
lead the way. What had Claudius said to
him? Penguins help each other. And he was

a penguin. He would have to get used to it!




The last ChiCk.

Otto was so busy during the next few days that
he didn’t have much time to miss Claudius.
As the ladies came back from the sea to feed
the chicks all the fathers disappeared one by
one to feed themselves. Otto had to look after
all his huddle. Often he had to huddle the
chicks together when the grown-ups were still
walking about. They had enough blubber to

keep them warm but the chicks hadn’t yet.

When they began to feel the cold Otto
and Leo colleéted all the chicks together in a
tight huddle, the little ones in the centre
where it was warmest. When he had finished
making the very first chick huddle of this
kind, Otto noticed a chick standing all by
himself some way away, looking out to sea.

‘Oh dear, he said to Leo. ‘Look, we’ve
left someone out. I must go and fetch him.

Leo looked across at the chick.

‘Oh yes, that’s Alex. He was the last chick
to hatch so he’s only a baby. We must keep
him warm.’

Otto hurried off. As he got nearer to the
chick he could see that Leo was right. Alex
was just a baby. He wasn’t really big enough
to be off his father’s feet. He looked so cold

and miserable standing there that Otto knew




he must get him into the huddle quickly.

“Where’s Daddy?’ wailed Alex, as soon

as Otto reached him. ‘I want my father.?

‘I expect he was hungry, Otto said.
‘Aren’t you hungry?’

“That’s what that lady penguin asked
me, Alex said. ‘I didn’t know what she
meant, so she went away. What’s hungry?’

Otto looked at him. ‘It’s an asking feeling
inside, but I don’t expect you have it yet. So
you haven’t got an aunty?’

‘No, I haven’t got anybody at all’’

Otto felt very fatherly. ‘My name is
Otto,” he said. ‘You stay close to me and
I’ll look after you. Come on, we must get
back to our huddle.

Alex waddled along beside Otto for a few

yards and then he stopped.

‘Otto!” he wailed. Otto stopped too.

‘What’s the matter?’

“‘You’re not a proper father at all,” Alex
said. “Your feet aren’t big enough’

Otto looked down at his feet. Alex was
quite right.

‘No, I can’t give you a ride yet,” he said.
‘But perhaps my feet will grow in the warmth
of the huddle, so let’s hurry there. Come on,
run.’

So Otto and Alex arrived at the huddle
at last, Otto pushing the baby in front of him
for the last little bit. He tried to push him to
the centre of the huddle but Alex wouldn’t
leave him.

‘I want to stay with you, Otto,” he said,
standing firmly on Otto’s feet. “You can be

my father now.




Gusto was standing near them and he
began to screech with laughter.

‘Old bossy chick has a baby,” he shouted.

‘When you’re quite finished, cheeky
chick, you can come and help me look after
him,” Otto said. ‘Come on. You keep his front
warm while I keep the wind off his back.’

‘Why?’ said Gusto. ‘I’'m busy keeping
myself warm.’

AR

‘Because penguins, emperor penguins

anyway, look after each other. Come on,

put your tummy against his. That’s right.
Alex, this is Gusto. He talks an awful lot,
but he’s a very nice chap.’

Alex looked shyly up at Gusto. ‘If you
talk a lot, you must be able to tell stories?

I do like stories. Please tell me a story.’




Gusto looked helplessly at Otto.

‘T’ve never told a story. Where do I get
it from?’

‘Out of your head. I’'m sure there are lots
in yours. Just begin “Once upon a time” and
carry on from there.

So Gusto began. Soon Otto’s worries
about little Alex were over. He was so happy
listening to Gusto’s stories that he didn’t even
notice how cold he was. Not until it got a bit
warmer and the huddle began to drift apart.
Gusto was hungry so he gabbled the end of
his last story and went off to find his aunty.

‘Otto,” Alex wailed, ‘Gusto’s gone. I’'m
cold, horribly cold.’

“Yes, Alex, I expect you are. We live in
a cold place you see. You’ll get used to it.’

‘Have you got used to it yet, Otto?’

“Well, no, not quite. I’'m only a chick

like you, you know. When we get bigger

and fatter we won’t feel so cold. The way
to do that is to eat. Come on. I’m going to
find aunty Anna.’

They found aunty Anna and Otto had
a good feed. When he had finished he was
very surprised to see Alex come up to Anna
and say: ‘Me, too.

“‘What’s this?’ Otto said. ‘I thought you
weren’t hungry yet?’

‘I think I am now,’” Alex said. ‘Will you
be my aunty, Anna?’

‘Well, I don’t know,” Anna said. ‘7wo
chicks to feed. I shall be worn out.

Otto looked at her. ‘Alex is the last chick
around here, Anna. It means that you’ll have

the first and the last. That’s very special.’




Anna grinned at Otto. ‘All right, you’ve
talked me into it. We’ll find Alex an aunty of
his own soon, but I’ll feed him for the time

being. Come on, little one.’

So Alex had his first meal. An enormous one,

“There won’t be much left for you
tomorrow, Otto,” Anna said. ‘I’ll have to go

down to the sea again. Never mind. There’ll

be plenty of aunts and uncles coming to feed

you all from now on.’

“You mean I’ll have to get used to
somebody different?’ Otto asked. ‘I’ve only
just got to know you.’

“That’s how it is with emperor penguins.
The grown-ups go backwards and forwards
to the sea to get food for you until you’re
big enough to go yourselves. You’ll have

lots of different penguins to look after you

pbut you won’t go hungry. Penguins look
after each other.’

That’s what Claudius said, Otto thought.
But lots of different penguins to feed him! Oh

well, he was a penguin. He’d get used to it.




very dangerous. He was so fat he could

hardly move, and he was playing a sort

of rolling game with himself. Then he saw

W e e L e N F el i

Otto and waved a flipper. Otto thought he
knew that face. He kept moving. Sure

enough, it was the pup he had seen before

1 —%

with Claudius, but he was very much bigger
now. Otto stopped a little distance away
from the seal. The seal was so fat he could

Next day, when Otto was going down to the hardly move and even though Otto was no

sea to try to find someone bringing up food,
he saw something huge and fat lying on the
ice: a seal. He was quite pleased at first,
because it would be somebody to talk to.
But as he got nearer Otto could see that the
seal was spotted. What had Claudius said?
‘Spotted seals might be leopard seals and

they are dangerous.” This one didn’t look

great mover he reckoned he could get out
of the way if it were a leopard seal.
‘Hello,” Otto said. ‘Haven’t I met you
before?’
“You’ve passed me before. You didn’t talk
to me,’ said the seal.

‘'m sorry,” Otto said. ‘T was with Claudius

and he was in a hurry. He was hungry.’




“That sounds like my mother,’ said the
seal. ‘She’s taught me to catch fish and look
after myself. So now she’s gone back to sea
to feed herself again. She’d got terribly thin.
Her bones were sticking out.’

‘I can’t say the same for you,’ said Otto.

The seal laughed. ‘“No, I got fat very

quickly, and as I got fatter my mother got

thinner. It was all the milk I had, you see.

‘Milk?’ said Otto. “What’s milk?’

‘Well, it’s what I was fed on,’ said the
seal. ‘T’m a mammal, you see.’

‘What’s a mammal?’ said Otto.

‘Well, I expect you came out of an egg,
didn’t you, because you’re a bird. Well,
mammuals don’t. Seals are the only mammals
in Antarctica. My mother told me that and

she stayed with me and kept me warm and

fed me on milk until I was big enough to look
after myself.

“That’s what I’m doing,’ said Otto.
‘Waiting to be big enough to look after myself.
When I am I can go to the sea, but at the
moment I’'m fed by the grown-up penguins
who bring fish soup and squid soup and all
sorts of nice things.’

‘Oh, I get my own squid and fish now,’
said the seal. ‘I may meet you in the seq.

Do penguins dive?’

“Yes. We have to to get our food,’ said Otto.
‘Well, I might pass you one day. My
mother says that we are the best divers in the
world. We can dive two thousand feet. How

deep can you dive?’

‘I don’t know,” said Otto. ‘But Claudius

did tell me that Weddell seals are very good
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divers and can dive deeper than us. What’s

your name? It seems silly to know somebody

and not know his name. My name’s Otto.’

‘I haven’t got a name,’ said the seal. ‘My
mother always called me Pup and that was it.’

‘Well, can I call you Pup?’ asked Otto.

“Yes, Otto, you do that,’ said Pup. ‘Now
I want to ask you something. Have you got
any teeth?’

“Teeth?’ said Otto. “No, I don’t think so.
What are they?’

Pup opened his mouth and showed Otto
his teeth. ‘T need them,’ he said. ‘You see,
when it’s very cold I come up in the seq and
find ice over my head. I have to get qir to
breathe, so I bite and bite the ice until I’ve
made a breathing hole.’

‘Oh, I’ve seen those,” said Otto. ‘Just holes

in the ice.

“That’s right,” said Pup. ‘Well, that’s what
I have to have teeth for: because I have to
breathe. It’s hard work, though, if the ice is
very thick.

“Yes, your teeth do look as if you’ve been
using them a lot,” said Otto. “They’re all sort
of flat at the top. But then I don’t know what
they should look like anyway. So you’ve been
to the sea. Is it fun?’

‘Oh yes, said Pup. ‘1 love it. And it’s full
of food. My mother taught me bit by bit how
to catch shrimps and krill and squid, but now
I can catch fish as well. She taught me
everything I need to know. I do miss her.

‘I miss Claudius, too,” said Otto. ‘He
taught me all I know, but he had to go to sea

to feed before I had finished growing up. You




were lucky to have your mother until you’d So they went down the beach together,

finished growing up. Anyway, I’d better stop although Otto had to be very patient because *

o S

talking and go down to the beach. Otherwise Pup was so fat and slow. When they got

there won’t be any food left for me. All the there, Pup waved a flipper and disappeared

kel T L W

other chicks will have got it.’ into the sea, and Otto found an aunty to feed

‘Tll come with you,’ said Pup. ‘It’s time him. On the way back to the rookery Otto

iyl

I got back to the sea, too. The sea’s warmer thought to himself, ‘I wish I were a seal.

than the ice.’
‘Really?’ said Otto.

“Yes,” said Pup.
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Penguins do take a long time to grow up.

But I suppose I’ll get used to it.

Growling

Otto was always hungry these days and the

grown-ups always brought food from the sea.

In fact, he began to enjoy meeting all the

different grown-ups. Most of them were quite

ordinary, but there were some specially nice

ones. Justin was one of these. Otto had gone

down towards the sea to look for someone to

feed him and met Justin looking for someone

to feed.




‘My goodness,’ Justin said, ‘I’'m hardly
out of the sea. But all right, squid soup today.’
When Otto had finished he stood buck
and said, ‘Delicious. I like squid soup.’

‘Well, you’ll be able to get your own
soon. You’re a big chap.’

‘Pm first chick,” Otto said. ‘Can you tell
me something? The sea is getting nearer. Why?’

“The ice is breaking up at the edge of the
sea because it’s getting warmer. Antarctica’s
made of ice so it gets smaller every summer.’

‘Oh, you sound just like Claudius,” Otto
said. ‘He always explained everything to me
like that. I do miss him. He was my first
father. He was good.’

‘Of course he was good,’ Justin said. ‘I
trained him. He was my chick once.’

‘Claudius was your chick?’ Otto said.

‘You must be old!’

‘Not that old,’ said Justin. ‘Anyway,

let’s go back to the rookery. We can talk

on the way.’

Otto asked all the questions that he
would have asked Claudius if he had still
been around as they waddled back. At
last Justin said:

‘I think perhaps I am getting old. I'm
tired. I can’t answer any more questions.’
‘Just one, Justin, please. Just one,’

Otto said.

‘All right, one,’ said Justin.

‘I just want to know when I can toboggan,’
Otto said. ‘T’ve seen the grown-ups slide
across the ice very fast on their tummies.

It does look fun’’

“You’ll be able to toboggan when you




have your adult feathers,’ Justin said.
‘When will that be?’
‘That’s a second question,’ Justin said.

‘I said one.’

He saw Otto’s head drobp. He moved

away but called back over his shoulder: ‘Soon.’

Soon? Otto wanted to ask kow soon, but
he knew it was no good. He would just have
to wait.

A few days later the cold wind began to
blow and Otto knew he would have to get the
smaller chicks into a warm huddle. He had
an easy way of doing this now. All he had to
do was find Gusto and send round a whisper
that Gusto was going to tell stories. Then all
the chicks would hurry over and press close
to him to hear the stories, and there was the

huddle. Gusto was chief storyteller now and

he enjoyed his job. So Otto got Gusto to stand
in a sheltered place and soon there was a big
huddle of small penguins round him. Then
bigger ones joined in round the edge.
One of these, a rather bad-tempered
chick called Nap, began to make a fuss.
“‘What’s Gusto doing in the centre of the
huddle with the babies where it’s warmest?
He’s as big as me. He should be on the
outside,” he groused.
‘He’s doing a job,” Leo said.
“Yes, a very important job,” Otto joined in.
‘He’s big enough to be on the edge like
. Hey, Gusto,” Nap yelled.
‘Shut up,’ said Otto quietly.
‘I won’t shut up,” Nap said, giving Otto
a push. “‘Who do you think you are? Do you

want a fight?’




‘No,’ said Otto, ‘emperor penguins don’t
fight, because it’s important for them to stay
friends and huddle together to keep warm.’

‘Coward,’ said Nap. ‘Come on, fight!’

‘No,” Otto said. ‘I’'m an emperor penguin.

Perhaps you’re an adelie penguin. They
squabble all the time. They lay their eggs in
nests and even bicker over whose nest it is.

We’re supposed to be sensible chaps.’ Otto

held his head in the air and looked at Nap

down his beak. ‘Go and find an adelie

penguin to fight with or shut up.’

Nap shut up. There was sense in what
Otto said.

Leo, who was on the other side of Otto,
said, “Where did you learn all that, Otto?’

‘From Justin,” Otto said. ‘T’'m so glad I
met him.’

He was, too, when Alex crept up to him
after the huddle.

‘Otto,” he said. ‘I think I ought to tell you
about something.’

“Well, go on then,” Otto said. “What
should you tell me about?’

“You’re . . . Alex swallowed, ‘. . . you’re
going bald!’

Otto looked down at himself. There were




patches of down missing and thick white
feathers showing through underneath.

“Yippee!” he shouted to the astonished Alex.

‘Don’t you mind?’ Alex said.

‘Mind?’ said Otto. ‘Going bald means
I’'m growing up.’

He rushed off to find Leo. Leo was
second chick so he was probably shedding
his down, too. He
was. Soon all the

older chicks had

bald patches.

‘We look an awful mess,” Leo said one
morning. ‘But it is exciting watching each
other turn into proper penguins. You’re
getting a yellow collar, Otto, as well as black
bits all down your back.’

‘Am I?” Otto said. ‘T wish I could see myself.’

Little Alex came up.

‘T understand now,” he said to Otto. ‘You
are all going bald. I wish it would happen to
me. I’'m still fluffy all over.

‘It 2ill happen to you, last chick. You’ll
just have to be very patient,” Otto said.

‘I wish I were first chick, like you,” Alex
said. “You don’t have to be patient like me.

Otto laughed. ‘Yes, I'm a very lucky chap’

‘Oh, you are silly, Alex,” Leo said. ‘It
takes just as long to grow up whether you

hatch early or late.




“Yes, but it must seem longer when you’re
the last one,” said Otto. ‘Poor Alex. Never
mind. At least you’ll know what’s coming
next all the time. We haven’t a clue. But I .

suppose we’ll get used to it

Knowing

But this time Otto and Leo could not get
used to it. They had to know what was going
to happen next.

“We’ll ask a grown-up, said Otto. ‘Come
on, it’s feeding time anyway.’

So they set off towards the sea to meet
the adults coming up with food for them. Otto
found an aunt, Cathy; Leo found an uncle,

Julius. When they met again at the rookery




Otto and Leo rushed towards each other.
“What have you found out?’ Otto asked.
‘We’ll be able to go to sea ourselves soon,’

Leo said. .
‘When?’ asked Otto.

‘Julius was a fat lot of help. He just said
we’d know when.

‘Cathy said the same,” Otto said. ‘She
said that when we’re ready a group of us
will go together. The sea is full of life and
we just have to swim around and collect it
for ourselves.’

‘Swim?’ asked Leo. ‘What’s that?’

‘It’s like flying, but in the water. We
waggle our flippers. Claudius told me about
it. It’s what penguins are best at, swimming.
I’m longing to try, but we have to wait until

we’ve lost all our down.’

“Why?’ said Leo. “You should know. You
seem to know everything.’

‘Because I say so,” Otto said firmly. He
had no idea. Perhaps down soaked up the
water and got in the way. He’d have to find
a grown-up who knew next feeding time.

The trouble was, not all adults were good
at answering questions, or would try. In the

end it was another chick who told him. A lady,

first chick of another huddle. He met her on

the edge of the rookery. She greeted him with:
“You’ve shed all your down. You’re ready.’

Otto gaped at her. ‘All of it? Really?’

She waddled all round him. “Yes. You’ve
got all your adult feathers. Dense oily
feathers which will make you waterproof.
What about me?’

Otto waddled round her.




“You’ve one tiny tuft of down left on your
back. Shall I peck it off for you?’

‘No. Thank you, though it was kind of
you to offer. But it has to come off by itself
when it’s ready — when the feathers underneath

are oily enough.’

‘I see,” Otto said. “‘What’s your name?’
‘Josie.

‘Oh, thank you, Josie. You must have had

a good father to tell you things.’

“Yes, I did. But most of my huddle think

I’m a bossy know-all.’




‘Me too,” Otto said. ‘It 7s nice to meet
someone like you.’

So they enjoyed a good grumble about the
problems of being first chick in their huddles.
At last they thought they had better go back,
so they parted.

‘See you tomorrow, Josie, perhaps,” Otto
said. ‘Goodbye for now.’

‘Goodbye, Otto. I’ve learned a lot
from you.’

Otto had learned a lot too. When he
bumped into Leo, Leo cried, “You’re a proper
penguin, Otto — all black and white and
yellow. Am I?’

Otto waddled round him.

“You only have two bits of down left and
they’re on your back.’

‘Oh, Otto, peck ’em off,’ Leo begged.

‘Please, Otto.’

‘No,” Otto said. ‘I wouldn’t be doing you
a good turn at all. The feathers underneath
can’t be ready yet.’

‘Oh, all right, Mr Know-all. I’ll get

someone else to peck them off.’

‘No, Leo, please wait. The thing is, your

feathers have to get properly oily before you
go in the sea. You might sink otherwise.’

‘Sink? You told me that penguins are
marvellous swimmers.’

‘We are. When our feathers are ready.
You won’t have long to wait now.’

‘Wair, groaned Leo. “We’re always
waiting for something.’

“Yes, we are. I’'m having to wait for
you before we go to sea. I'm not going

without you.’




Oh, Otto, you’re going on waiting just

for me?’

‘Yes,” grinned Otto. ‘I’l] get used to it.’

All at sea

Otto could not get a meal next day. ‘You’re
not a chick. You’re a penguin,” the adults
kept saying.

‘Only just,” he cried. But nobody would
feed him.

So that’s what they’d meant when they’d
said he would know when he was ready.
They wouldn’t feed him when he was ready,

so hunger would drive him to the sea.




Soon there was quite a crowd of angry

young penguins standing at the edge of the

rookery complaining about the mean

adults, and Leo was among them. %,

He came waddling towards Otto. s

‘What do we do now?’ he wailed. | "m
‘We’re starving.’

“‘What do you think we do? Where shall we
find squid and fish and krill and all the other
things that grown-ups keep bringing us?’

“The sea!’ Leo said. ‘Come on, * .

everybody. To seal’

He started to waddle in the right direction o

but Otto shot past him on his tummy.

‘Come on,” Otto cried. “Toboggan. It’s
much quicker.’

Soon they were all tobogganing, shooting

across the ice on their fat feathery fronts,

propelled by their strong flippers. Their
steering wasn’t very good at first and there

were a lot of collisions. Otto met Josie again

by bumping into her.

»




‘Whoops — sorry!” he said. ‘Oh, Josiel’

“Yes, it’s me,’ said Josie. ‘Isn’t this fun?
I’ve always wanted to do this.’

‘Me too,” Otto said. “The only thing is, is

it all right for us to leave our huddles to look

after themselves now? I feel a bit guilty.’

‘Don’t worry,’ said Josie, pushing herself
along beside him. ‘It’s warm enough now.
They’ll be all right. They’ll join us soon.
Forget them. Come on. Let’s have a race.
I’ll beat you to the sea.

She shot off in front of him and Otto was
so busy chasing her that he forgot all about
his chicks.

But his job wasn’t quite over. When they
reached the edge of the sea all the young
penguins bunched together, afraid to go on.

It was up to Otto and Josie and the other first

chicks to go in first. There were six of them.
They looked at each other. Otto was scared,
but he remembered what Claudius had said:
‘Penguins look after each other.’

‘Come on!’ he yelled. ‘Food!” and
splashed in. He leaned forward and moved
his flippers. Yes, he could swim. In fact,
swimming was even faster than tobogganing.
Soon he was swimming about on top of the
water and calling out to Leo.

‘Come on, it’s easy.’

Leo and all the others were soon in, but
after the joy of finding that they could swim
they began to remember something.

“Well, where’s the food?’ one of them
shouted.

‘Underneath you, replied Josie. “We have

to dive for it, like this.’




She disappeared head first. The others He wasn’t hungry very much longer. He

copied her. Otto decided that this was the met a fish, opened his beak and swallowed it. ,

best bit yet, swimming under water. It.was He went to the bottom and saw something

so interesting down there. moving under a rock. He grabbed its leg and

pulled. Well, now he knew what a squid looked

like. That went the same way as the fish.
After a few krill, he torpedoed back up to

the surface. It was quite a long way up. He was

just going to start swimming back to the beach
when he saw Josie. She was looking up at a

cliff of ice. Suddenly she dived into the water

and disappeared. Perhaps she was still hungry.

But then she came up again — and up was
the word. She leaped clean out of the water
and right up the cliff.

‘Be careful,” Otto shouted.

But he needn’t have bothered. Josie

 looked down at him from the top of the cliff




where she had landed and shouted, ‘You can ‘T’ll get used to it,” he said happily.
do it, Otto. My father told me about this. It’s
penguins’ leap. You’re a penguin, aren’t you?’
Otto needed no more urging than that.
He tried to leap, but fell back with q splash.
Josie laughed down at him. “That’s not

the way!’ she shouted. ‘Dive g long way

down and then torpedo up as fast as you can

and just keep going.’

Otto did what he was told.

He found himself on top of the ice cliff
near to Josie. He had landed on his feet as if
he had been doing it all his life. Oh, he did
feel pleased with himself. He could toboggan,
he could swim, he could feed himself and now
he could leap.

Josie came towards him. ‘Well, Otto, do

you like being a penguin?’




