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Once upon a time in Antarctica, there was
a young penguin, as sharp as a tack, who
always dressed in a black and white suit.
His name was Pen. Pen was different from
other penguins. He was curious to learn
new things and willing to look for excite-
ment. Pen eventually grew very bored with
the winter, the cold and the ice all around
him and he started to wonder what warm
places would look like. He thought for long
and decided to go on a trip.

Bir zamanlar Antarktika kitasinda, cin bakas-
l, zeki, siyah-beyaz takim elbisesini iizerin-
den hi¢ ctkarmayan, geng bir penguen yasar-
di. Adi Pendi. Pen, 6Grenme meraki ve heyecan
arayan kisiligiyle bircok penguenden farkliy-
di. Giin geldi, Pen, kis kiyametten, soguk ve
buzlardan o kadar sikildi ki, havamn sicak
oldugu yerleri merak etmeye basladi. Diisiin-
dii tasindi ve bir geziye cikmaya karar verdi.



It is difficult not to support Pen’s decision.
If you wonder why, let me tell you imme-
diately: In the continent of Antarctica, the
hottest summer day is -20 degrees, that
is, if they are lucky. During some summer
days, the temperature can drop to -7o de-
grees. Antarctica’s cold weather is beyond
our imagination. As Pen was thinking
where to go, he put the world map in front
of him and looked at it in detail. From left
to right, from right to left.

Pene bu kararindan dolayr hak vermemek
miimkiin degildi. Nedenini merak ediyorsa-
miz hemen soyleyeyim; Antarktika kitasinda
en sicak yaz giinii -20 derecedir. Tabii eger
sanslari varsa. Baz1 yaz giinleri sicaklik -70
dereceye kadar diisebilir. Yani anlayacaginiz,
bizim tahmin edemeyecegimiz kadar soguktur
orasi. Pen geziye citkmaya karar verince diin-
ya haritasim oniine aldi. Sagdan sola, soldan
saga bakt durdu.
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He tried to remember the places his teach-
ers had taught him at school. Yet, he could
not remember any of them.

Pen was curious about what he was the
most curious about. Finally he decided
that he was most curious about trees. He
had never seen a tree before, as there were
no trees in Antarctica. There was never a
drop of rain either. It was said that in some
regions, it had not rained for two million
years. He decided to go somewhere with a

Ogretmenlerinin ona grettigi bilgileri ha-
tirlamaya calisti. Ama higbirisini aklinda
bulamada.

Pen, en ¢ok, en ¢ok neyi merak ettigini me-
rak etti. Karari kesindi; en cok agaglari merak
ediyordu. Ciinkii simdiye kadar tek bir agag
bile gérmemisti. Ne yazik ki Antarktika'da
agag yoktu. Yagmur da yagmazdi. Baz bol-
gelerin iki milyon yildir yagmur gormedigi
soylenirdi. Onun i¢in gidecegi yerin mutla-
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lot of trees. So that, when he came back, he
could tell his family and friends about dif-
ferent kinds of trees. Trees with thick and
thin trunks, tall and short trees, trees with
flowers or trees with fruit... He was excit-
ed. He made up his mind. He would go on
a trip and see different kinds of trees. He
would hug them all, smell them, listen to
the rustling of their leaves, and daydream
under their shades.

ka bol agach bir yer olmasi gerektigine karar
verdi. Dondiigiinde ailesine ve arkadagslarina
anlatacagi cesit cesit agaclar olmaliydi. Ka-
lin veya ince govdeli, uzun veya kisa boylu,

cicekli veya meyveli. Icine bir heyecan diis-

tii. Kam fokurdadi. Kararim vermisti, elbet-
te geziye cikacakti, cesit cesit agag gorecekti.
Onlara sarilacak, koklayacak, yapraklarinin
cikardign hsirtilar dinleyecek, golgelerinde

hayallere dalacakt.
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He jumped on the ice with joy. He jumped
so high that he fell on his belly and imme-
diately started to slide. Sliding was some-
thing that every penguin knew how to do.
Without caring about his friends’ looks of
surprise, Pen shouted:

“I am going on a triiiip!”

Pen started preparing, trying to decide
where exactly to go. But, right at that mo-
ment, something unexpected and extraor-
dinary happened. Something unheard of!
Pen’s dreams of going on a trip had to re-
main dreams.

Buzun iistiinde sevingle sicradi. O kadar yiik-
sege sicradi ki karmimin iistiine diistii. Diistiigii
gibi de kaymaya basladi. Bu biitiin penguen-
lerin ¢ok iyi bildigi bir seydi. Arkadaglarinin
saskinlikla kendisine bakmasina aldirmadan

bagirtyordu.
“Beeeeen geziye cikiyoruuuuuuuuuum!”

Pen, tam yolculuk hazirliklarina baslams,
gidecegi yerleri evire cevire diisiiniiyordu ki
beklenmedik ve sasirtici bir sey oldu. O ana

kadar gériilmemis, duyulmamus bir sey! Oyle
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Suddenly, all the penguins around him,
old, young, female, and male, even the eggs
waiting to be hatched, all found themselves
inside boxes! Don't ask me why. I also don’t
understand yet.

Once they had calmed down, the pen-
guins started trying to figure out what was
happening. Why were they inside these
boxes? Who put them here? And most
importantly, when would they get out of
these boxes?

ki, Pen’in tatil hayalleri hayal oldu.

O bélgenin biitiin penguenleri; yani yas-
hlan, ¢cocuklar, disi ve erkekleri, hatta cat-
lamayr bekleyen yumurtalar, kendilerini bir
anda kutularin icinde buluverdiler! “Nasil

yani?” demeyin. Simdilik ben de bilmiyorum.

Penguenler ilk saskinliklarim iistlerinden
attiktan sonra olan biteni anlamak icin so-
rular sormaya basladilar. Neden bu kutunun
icine girmislerdi? Kim sokmustu bu kutulara
onlarive daha da 6nemlisi, ne zaman ¢ikacak-

lardi bu kutulardan?
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Some of the penguins said, “Oh come on!
What's wrong with being in a box? We have
everything we want here.” But Pen was
angry at the situation, so much so that he
started tugging at the black part of his suit.
Pen and his friends were sure that this was
a trap. Obviously, they had been captured
and imprisoned inside these boxes.

Pen and his friends were young and
brave. They searched and found out who
was responsible for this situation. They
now knew who did it, but they still did not

Pen, bagslarina gelen bu duruma ¢ok sinir-
lenmigti. O kadar ki, takim elbisesinin siyah
kismim cekistirip durdu. Bazilari, “camim ne
var bunda? Bir kutunun icindeysek ne olmus?
Yedigimiz oniimiizde, yemedigimiz ardimiz-
da” dedilerse de, Pen ve arkadagslari bunun bir
esaret oldugunu pekala biliyorlardi. Acikgast,
esir alinmglar ve bir kutunun icine hapsedil-
mislerdi.

Pen ve arkadaglari geng ve cesurdular. Ken-
dilerine dayatilan kosullari hemen kabul ede-
cek genglerden degillerdi. Bu durumdan kim-
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know why. Also, they did not know how to
get out of the boxes.

Sometimes products were shown in the
box, such as chocolate, chewing gum, or
washing powder, instead of the penguins.
Later on, Pen would learn that these in-
tervals were called “commercials.” During
these commercials, Pen made a plan. He was
going to escape! He was going to the place of
the people who imprisoned them in these
boxes, and set his fellow penguins free.

lerin sorumlu oldugunu arastirip 6grendiler.
Kutunun icine onlar1 kimlerin hapsettigini
bulmasina bulmuslardi ama, neden boyle bir
sey yaptiklarini ve bu durumdan nasil kurtu-

lacaklarim bilmiyorlard.

Pen, icinde olduklari kutuda, kendileri yeri-
ne, cikolata, ¢iklet veya deterjan gibi iiriinlerin
gosterildigi dakikalarda - Pen, daha sonra bu
stirelere reklam kusagi dendigini 6grenecekti -
plamini yapti. Kagacakti! Onlari sabah aksam
o kutulara hapsedenlerin oldugu yere gidecek

ve herkesi 6zgiirliigiine kavusturacakti.
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He hugged his family and friends and told
them that he would go on a journey to save
them from the boxes and return as soon as
possible. Pen’s friends had to allow him to
go alone. If they would all go, their absence
would be felt. Besides, if all the youngsters
would leave together, who would take care
of the ones left behind? Pen felt sad for the
ones he left behind, but thrilled about the
struggle before him.

Ailesine ve arkadagslarina, onlar bu kutu-
lardan kurtarmak i¢in yola ¢ikacagina ve en
yakin zamanda geri donecegine soz vererek
sarildi ve buldugu ilk firsatta kutudan siigi-
verdi. Arkadagslari Penin tek basina gitmesine
izin vermek zorunda kalmiglardi. Hepsi bir-
den kagsa yokluklar fark edilirdi. Ayrica, bii-
tiin gencler gidecek olsa geride kalanlara kim
goz kulak olacakti? Pen Antarktika'dan ayri-
lirken geride biraktiklari igin hiiziin, gelecekte
verecegi miicadele i¢in ise heyecan duyuyordu.
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The Shadows of the Park

When he first arrived, Pen was scared.
This was a strange place. The streets were
so crowded. The buildings were rising so
high. He was just not used to seeing that
many people and buildings. As he walked
by the shop windows, he felt very upset to
see his own family and friends inside the
boxes. He knew that he had to find a so-
lution fast. But he could not decide where
to start.

Parkin Gélgeleri

Pen varmast gereken yere vardiginda 6nce ok
korktu; garip bir yerdi burasi. Sokaklar ¢ok
kalabalikti. Binalar iistiine iistiine geliyordu.
Ne de olsa bu kadar ¢ok insan ve bina gérmeye
alisik degildi. Bazi diikkdnlarin vitrinlerinde
bulunan kutularin icinde ailesini, tamdikla-
rimve arkadaslarim goriiyor ve ok iiziiliiyor-
du. Bir ¢ikis yolu bulmasi gerektigini biliyor
ama nereden baglamasi gerektigine karar ve-
remiyordu bir tiirlii.
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He could not ask anyone, because he did
not know anyone here. Suddenly, he dis-
covered a park in the middle of the city. As
he entered, he was amazed by the beauty
all around him. It was as if he had found
the place of his dreams! Perhaps, if he
would not have this unfortunate mission,
he would still like to come here. The differ-
ent kinds of trees in the park were amaz-
ing. Their shadows were so big. It was not
so warm under the trees. People there must
have been very lucky and happy!

Kimseye de soramazds, ¢iinkii burada hig ta-
mdigi yoktu. Ona yardim edecek birisini bul-
mak amaciyla, sehrin tam gobegindeki parka
gitmeye karar verdi. Oraya adimim attigi an-
dan itibaren parkin giizelligine hayran kalds.
Sankitam da geziye cikmak icin diisledigi yere
benziyordu! Belki bu ugursuz gérev olmasa
yine de buraya gelirdi. Parkta cesit cesit agag
vardi, hepsi harikaydi ve gélgeleri koskoca-
mandi. Onlarin altindayken havanin sicakhigi
hi¢ rahatsiz etmiyordu. Orada bulunan insan-
lar ne kadar da mutlu olmaliydilar!
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Pen sat in the shade of the trees. His mind
was full of questions. Why are trees this
beautiful? Why don’t we have trees as well?
How many shadows can a tree have? Why
is the shadow of a tree not green? And
SO on.

He started to feel closer to the people
in the park even though he did not know
them. They looked like nice people. For a
moment, he forgot that his people were in
the box and took a deep breath.

Pen, bir agacin golgesine oturdu. Kafasi soru-
larla doluydu. Ajaglar neden bu kadar giizel?
Neden bizim oralarda hi¢ agag yok? Acaba bir
agacin kag golgesi olabilir? Agaglarin gélgesi
neden yesil degildir?...

Orada bulunan insanlarin higbirisini tani-
mamasina ragmen onlari kendisine yakin his-
setti. Iyi insanlara benziyorlardi. Bir an i¢in
yakinlarimin hdld kutularin igcinde olduklari-
m unutup derin bir nefes cekti cigerlerine.
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He heard a person walk past, exclaiming to
another, “This park is fantastic, my friend!”
Pen then cheerfully repeated it to himself.
“This park is fantastic, my friend!”

But Pen'’s cheerful thoughts did not last
long. Because, at that moment, a machine
that looks like a giant dragon, making ter-
rible sounds, entered the park, diving into
the crowd.

Yamindan gecen birisinin bir digerine “Bu park
bir harika dostum!” dedigini duydu. Pen, se-
vingicinde kendi kendine tekrarladi: “Bu park
bir harika dostum!”

Ama Pen’in kendisini giiliimseten diisiince-
leri ne yazik ki cok kisa siirdii. Ciinkii, tam o si-
rada, dev bir ejderhaya benzeyen bir makine,
korkunc giiriiltiiler kopararak, parkin icine,
kalabaligin arasina dalwerdi.
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Pen shouted: “Oh, no!... These kinds of
monsters also disturb us in Antarctica, try-
ing to drill for that black, sticky thing they
call oil. And now I see them here, too!”

The machine started moving like an
enormous and frightening worm. Pen’s
ears began throbbing. Pen shouted one
more time:

“What is going on?”

“Olamaz!” diye bagirdi Pen. “Antarktika’da,
petrol dedikleri o siyah, vicik vicik sty gikar-
mak i¢cin burnumuzun dibine gelip bizi rahat-
siz eden canavarlar yetmiyormus gibi bura-
larda da mi benzerleri cikacakt karsima?”

Makine, biiyiik ve korkung bir solucan gibi
topragi eseliyordu. Pen’in kulaklar1 zonkla-
maya baslad.

“Neler oluyor?” diye bir kere daha bagirdi.
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But nobody had time to answer him.
People surrounded the monstrous ma-
chine to prevent its long, eel-like arm from
digging into the ground. Pen could see the
monstrous machine better now. It had a
huge digger with a dredge. People were
screaming:

“Watch out for the digger!”

Without mercy the digger approached
the roots of a tree. The tree seemed to
pull its roots back to protect itself from
the digger.

Ama kimsenin ona cevap verecek zamam

yoktu. Insanlar, canavar makinenin uzayan

kolunun bir yilan baligi gibi topragin igine
girmesini engellemek icin etrafim sarmgtu.
Pen, simdi canavar makineyi daha iyi gorii-

yordu. Ileriye uzayan kolunun kocaman ta-
rakl bir kepgesi vardw. Insanlar bagiryordu:
“Kepgeye dikkat!”

Canavarin kepgesi bir agacin koklerine aci-
masizca yaklasti. Ajag, kepceden korunmak

icin koklerini geri cekmeye calisiyor gibiydi.

31



But the cruel monster nevertheless ap-
proached it furiously. Suddenly, someone
threw himself in front of the digger and
then climbed on top of it. His friends joined
in to help. They used themselves as shields,
trying to prevent the digger from getting
close to the trees. This gave a moment of
fresh air in the park. Even Pen knew that
trees took away polluted air and gave fresh
air back.

The park was still a mess. Even though
Pen’s body hardly trembled at -40 degrees,

Ama acimasiz canavar ona hiddetle yaklas-
t1. Aniden birisi kepcenin 6niine kendini att1.
Hatta iistiine ¢ikti. Arkadaglart onu yalmz
birakmadi. Agaclarin 6niine kendilerini siper
ederek kepcenin onlara yaklasmasini engel-
lediler. Ajaglar tuttuklar nefeslerini disar
verdiler. Bu nedenle, bir an, tertemiz bir hava
ortaligi sardi. Agaglarin kirli olan havayi alip
yerine oksijen verdiklerini Pen bile biliyordu.
Parktaki karmagsa heniiz bitmemisti. Ca-
navar makinenin insanlara zarar verecegi
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he trembled with the idea of the monstrous
machine hurting people. But luckily, this
didn’t happen. It seemed like the people
had managed to save the trees for the mo-
ment. But what had happened? What did
machines want from these trees? Pen could
not understand any of it.

The monstrous machine pulled back,
grumbling. People stepped off the digger,
hugged each other, and cheered. They were
singing and dancing.

endisesi, Pen’in, -40 derecede bile sojuktan
titremeyen viicudunu titretti. Neyse ki kork-
tugu olmadi. Orada bulunan insanlar ajag-
lar simdilik kurtarmislardi galiba. Ama neler
oluyordu? Makineler agaglardan ne istiyordu?
Pen biitiin bu olan bitenlere bir tiirlii anlam
veremiyordu!

Canavar makine homurdanarak geri cekil-
di. Insanlar kepceden indi ve seving ciglikla-
r1 atarak birbirlerine sarildilar. Herkes sarki
soyliiyor, dans ediyordu.
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These people in the park seemed to love
trees and wanted to protect them from the
digging monster. Pen was puzzled about
why some people wanted to cut the trees
down. Did some people not like trees? And
if they did not like trees, did they prefer
the huge buildings he saw on his way? This
did not make sense to him. There were al-
ready a lot of those huge buildings. So,
why would they want more? Being pen-
guin himself, Pen knew that rare things
and creatures deserved even more protec-

Demek ki, parkta bulunan insanlar agaglar
seviyor, onlari canavar kepceden korumak ve
kurtarmak istiyordu. Pen’in akh baz insan-
larin neden agaclar: yok etmek istediklerine
takilmisti. Yoksa bazi insanlar agaglar: sev-
miyor muydu? Agaglar sevmiyorlarsa, yii-
riidiigii yollarda gordiigii o kocaman bina-
lar1 mu seviyorlardi? Ama bu diisiincesini de
¢ok mantikl bulmadi. Ciinkii o kocaman bi-
nalardan zaten ¢cok vardi. Daha fazla neden
isteyeceklerdi ki? Oysa agaclar ¢ok fazla de-
gildi. Bir penguen olarak az bulunan seylerin
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tion. Did some people not know this basic
fact? As he did not know the answers to
these questions, he concluded this jumble
of thoughts by saying: “Well, for now the
most important thing is the defeat of the
tree enemies by these brave people.” He
felt very happy again. He wanted to hug
someone. He was disappointed not to have
a friend to share hisjoy with. But he didn’t
feel lonely, because there was a peaceful
and friendly atmosphere all around him.

ve canlilarin daha ¢ok korunmasi gerektigini
biliyordu. Yoksa bazi insanlar bu basit gercegi
bilmiyor muydu? Bu sorularin cevabini bilme-
diginden, diisiince akisimi su sekilde tamam-
ladi: “Simdi onemli olan bu cesur insanlarin
agac diismanlarini yenmis olmalar”. I¢i yeni-
den sevincle doldu. Pen’in cam birisine saril-
mak istedi. Sevincini paylasabilecegi bir arka-
dasinin olmamasina iiziildii. Ama ortalikta o
kadar barigcil ve arkadasca bir hava vardi ki,
yine de yalmzlik hissetmedi.
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People around him were cooking, singing,
and putting up tents. They were helping
each other. They were passing food around
for hungry people. They were eating and
chatting with joy. Some were painting and
some were writing on the walls. They were
laughing at some of these writings. Pen
looked at them carefully. Although he did
not know exactly what these drawings and
writings meant, he concluded that they
must be witty and funny.

Etrafindaki insanlar bir yandan yemek pisiri-
yor ve sarki soyliiyor, bir yandan da ¢adir ku-
ruyorlardi. Herkes birbirine yardim ediyordu.
Pisirilen yemekler elden ele dolasarak a¢ olan-
lara ulagtiriliyordu. Negeli bir sohbet esliginde
yemekler yeniliyordu. Kimileri resim yapiyor,
kimileri de duvarlara yazilar yaziyordu. Bu
yazilarin bir kismina ¢ok giiliiyorlardi. Pen
onlar dikkatle izledi. Yazilan yazilarin, ¢izi-
len resimlerin ne anlama geldigini anlamasa
da, bir¢ok seyin zekice ve komik oldugu sonu-
cuna vardi.
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If people were laughing, surely he could
laugh too. So he did.

Afterall of the excitement and laughter,
Pen became actually very hungry. He had
heard that he needed papers or metal piec-
es, called “money,” to get food in this place.
But he had neither paper, nor metal pieces.
He looked around, embarrassed that the
others would hear his stomach rumbling.
At that moment, a hand holding a sand-
wich reached out before him.

Oradaki insanlar giiliiyorsa kendisi de giilebi-

lirdi. Giildii de...

Pen’in karm ¢cok actkmisti. Yiyecek bir sey-
ler almak i¢in para denilen kagit veya metal
parcalari gerektigini duymustu. Kendisindei-
se bunlarin hi¢biri yoktu. Karmimin gurultusu-
nu baskalar duyacak diye endiselenip utancla
etrafina bakindi. Birden sandvic tutan bir elin

kendisine uzandigin gordii.
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“With cheese and tomatoes. Would you
like to have some?”

Pen looked at the sandwich in a con-
fused way.

“Is it for me? But I don’t have any mon-
ey... he said.

“Money is not used here, my friend. Ev-
erything is shared here. We use as much as
we need, no more, no less.”

“Oh, how nice! Is it like this every-
where?”

“Peynir ve domatesli. Alr misin?”

Pen kendisine uzatilmis sandvice saskinlik-
la bakt.

“Bana m1? Ama benim param yok ki...
dedi.

“Burada para ge¢gmez arkadasim. Burada
her sey miisterek! Ihtiyacimiz kadar kullani-
riz, ne fazlasi ne eksigi.”

“Ne kadar giizel! Her yerde béyle mi?”

»
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“Unfortunately, for now, it is like this only
here. In this park!”

“But, then, why did that monstrous
grumbling machine just attack the trees?”

“Because, some people would rather cut
down atree if they cannot sell its shadow!”

Pen shouted with fear:

“Cutting the trees! But, why? Don’t they
die if you cut them?”

Pen’s new friend put her hand, with nail
polished fingers in green, on Pen’s shoul-
der and kindly said:

“Ne yazik ki simdilik sadece burada gegerli. Bu

parkta!”

“Peki, ama, biraz once o korkung sesleri c1-
karan, canavara benzeyen o makine, neden

agacin koklerine saldirdi?”

“Ciinkii bazi insanlar golgesini satamadik-

lari agaci kesmek isterler!”
Pen korkuyla bagirda:

“Agaglar: kesmek mi! Neden ki? Onlar ke-

silince oliir.”

Yeni arkadag yesil ojeli elini Pen'in omuzu-
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“Obviously, you are new here. But I feel
like I know you from somewhere.”

“Perhaps you saw me, my family, and
friends in the boxes!” said Pen excitedly.
He was proud of being able to guess and
even know something at last.

“In the boxes?”

The girl with green nail polish started
to laugh. Her long red hair was waving in
the air.

na atti ve tathlikla anlatmaya bagsladi:

“Belli ki sen yenisin buralarda. Gerg¢i go-
ziim 1siriyor seni bir yerlerden, sanki daha
onceden gormiis gibiyim.”

“Beni, ailemi ve arkadaslarum kutularda
gormiigsiindiir” diye atildi Pen. En azindan
bir seyi tahmin edebilmenin ve belki de bil-
menin gururu ile.

“Kutularda mi?”

Yesil ojeli kiz giilmeye basladi. Giilerken
uzun kizil saclar1 dalgalaniyordu.
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“You are funny, my friend. People call
those boxes ‘televisions.” But, you are right!
Since they started to uproot the tress, they
constantly show penguins on television. I
guess, we started to know you better than
yourselves. So, let’s play a game. I will ask
you a question and let’s see if you know the
answer.”

Now that the subject was finally related
to him, Pen became quite happy, his eyes
twinkling with excitement:

“ok, ask me!”

“Cok hogsun arkadasim. Kutu dediklerine in-
sanlar ‘televizyon’ diyor. Ama dogru s6yliiyor-
sun! Agaclar sokmeye calistiklarindan beri
televizyonda siirekli penguenleri gosteriyor-
lar. Neredeyse sizi sizden daha iyi tammaya
basladik. Mesela, sana bir soru soracagim, ba-
kalim bilecek misin?”

Pen konunun kendisine donmesinden
memnun oldugu i¢in gozlerini heyecanla kir-
pistird.

“Sor tabii!”






“How often do the king penguins in Ant-
arctica dive into the ocean to hunt?”

Pen put his flipper over his head and
tried to think. It was difficult for him to
find the answer because his community
did not have a king. How frequently did the
other kings dive into the ocean? He added
some numbers, subtracted and multiplied
them, and finally thought that he reached
a conclusion.

“Is it 20 times?”

“Antarktika’daki kral penguenler avlanmak
icin giinde kag kere denize girerler?”

Pen yiizgecini basina gétiirdii ve diisiinme-
ye calisti. Kendi toplulugunun krali olmadi-
i icin cevab1 bulmakta biraz zorlandi. Diger
krallar kag kere daliyordu denize acaba? Bir
takim sayilan topladi, cikards, carpti ve bir
sonuca ulagtigini varsaydi:

“Acaba 20 kere mi?”

Emin olmadigu i¢in sesi biraz titredi yanak-
lari da biraz kizard.
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His voice quavered and his cheeks
turned red because he was not sure of his
answer.

His friend started laughing and gave
Pen a gentle slap on the back, saying:

“You are funny! The king penguin dives
into the ocean 140 times a day to hunt. But,
you must know how many times he can ac-
tually hunt, approximately, right?”

Seeing Pen’s face blushing, she immedi-
ately answered her own question:

“Only 10 to 15 times! But you already
know this.

Arkadag giilmeye basladi ve Pen'in sirtina
dostca bir saplak indirerek konustu:

“Cok komiksin dogrusu. Kral penguen giin-
de tam 140 kere denize dalar avlanmak icin.
Yaaa? Peki asagi yukar1 kag kere avlanabilir,
biliyor musun?”

Pen’in yiiziiniin daha da kizarmasindan
bunun cevabini da tam bilmedigini anlayarak
hemen kendisi yamitlada:

“Sadece 10-15 kere av cikarabilirmis. Ama
zaten sen bunlar biliyorsundur.
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Thanks to the park, we got to know you as
well as we know our friends and families.”

Because his friend answered her ques-
tion for him, Pen nodded his head with af-
fection. He added:

“The boxes, I mean the televisions, do
not always tell the truth, I guess. For ex-
ample, we wanted to live without a king.
So, we didn’t have a king. That is why I did
not know the answer! By the way, my name
is Pen! What is yours?”

“My name is Chapulletta.”

Biz de park sayesinde sizleri arkadaslarimiz,
akrabalarumiz kadar tamdik.”

Pen, arkadag1 sorunun cevabim bekleme-
den devam ettigi i¢cin ona sevgiyle bakip bagim
salladi ve ekledi:

“Kutular, yani televizyonlar, her zaman
dogruyu séylemiyor samirim. Mesela biz kral-
siz yasamak istedik. Yani bir kralimiz yoktu.
O yiizden bilemedim cevabi! Bu arada, benim
adim Pen! Ya seninki?”

“Benim adim Capulletta!”
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“Itis along name!”

“If you want, you can call me Chapul,
like my close friends.”

“No, I will call you Chapulletta. It is even
better.”

The two new friends satunderatree and
continued chatting. Pen was very happy to
meet Chapulletta. He wondered whether
he could ask her help to save the other pen-
guins from the box. Obviously, Chapulletta
and her friends had enough problems of
their own.

“Uzun bir adin varmg!”
“Sen bana istersen Capul diyebilirsin. Bii-
tiin yakin arkadaglarim Gyle der.”
“Yok, ben sana Capulletta diyecegim. Daha
giizel bir isim.”
Iki kafadar sohbet ederek bir agacin dibine
oturdular. Pen bir arkadas buldugu icin ¢ok
sevingliydi. Diger penguenlerin o kutudan ¢i-
kabilmeleri icin yeni arkadasindan yardim
isteyip istemeyecegini diisiinmeye basladi.
Capulletta ve arkadaglarimin belli ki bir siirii
derdi vardi. Ona vakit ayiramayabilirlerdi.
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“What on earth brought you here, Pen?”

“I came here to save my family and
friends from the boxes. There might be
a link between them being in the boxes
and the trees in the park being uprooted,
right?”

Chapulletta turned her pretty face to the
sunlight streaming through the branches
and the leaves. She watched the bright sun
for a while.

“You are so clever Pen. You are right!
They do not want to show people who are

“Seni hangi riizgar atti buralara, Pen?”

“Bizi kutulara tiktiklariicin geldim. Ailemi
ve arkadaglarimi kutudan kurtarmak ama-
ciyla. Sanmiyorum bizim kutuda olmamizla,
parkin agaglarimin sokiilmesi arasinda bir
baglanti var. Oyle degil mi?”

Capulletta sevimli yiiziinii, dallarin ve
yapraklarin arasindan siiziilen giines 151jina
cevirdi. Bir siire parildayan giinesi seyretti.

“Cok zekisin Pen. Haklisin. Buradaki agag-
lar1 sokmelerine kizan insanlari gostermek
istemiyorlar. Ciinkii ok iyi biliyorlar ki, bas-
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angry at the trees being chopped down. Be-
cause if other people see this, they will also
get angry and will join us to protect the
trees. To prevent this, they show us pen-
guins on television instead. So, it is true
that our destinies are tied together.”

Then Pen said: “You know, we do not
have any trees in Antarctica. How I wish
we also had trees to sit under! But, Antarc-
tica is not as hot as here. It is covered with
ice, so we don't really need shades.

kalar: bunu gordiikce onlar da kizacaklar ve
agaglari korumak icin onlar da bize katilacak-
lar. Bunu engellemek i¢in de televizyonda siz
penguenleri gosteriyorlar. Yani, gercekten de,
kaderlerimiz bir bakima birbirine bagh.”

“Biliyor musun, bizim orada tek bir agag
bile yok. Ne kadar isterdim bizim de agaglari-
mizin olmasini, onlarin gélgesinde oturabil-
meyi. Ger¢i bizim orast, burast gibi sicak degil.
Buzlarla kapli, o yiizden de pek golgeye ihti-
yacimiz yok.
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Even though I envy your hot weather, we
should know how to live on ice. You know,
our bodies can survive between +40 and
-40 degrees. But, as the weather gets warm
everywhere, the ice that we live on has also
started to melt. If it goes on like this, our
lives will all be in danger. Even yours. The
sun will be boiling. There will be no rain.
The land will not bear any fruits. Animals
will not find any grass to eat. Even the wa-
ter sources will get dry.”

Her ne kadar sicak havaya 6zeniyorsam da biz
buzlarda yasamaliyiz. Biliyor musun, bizim
viicudumuz +4o0 ile -40 dereceye dayanikh.
Ama, havamin isinmasiyla birlikte, bizim ya-
sadigimiz buzlar da erimeye basladi. Boyle de-
vam ederse yasamimz tehlikeye girecek. Gergi
sizlerin de Gyle. Giines ¢cok kizgin olacak. Yag-
mur yagmayacak. Yagmadig i¢in toprak be-
sin vermeyecek. Hayvanlar yiyecek ot bulma-
yacak. Hatta su kaynaklar bile kuruyacak.”
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Chapulletta replied:

“You are such a truth teller, my friend.
That is why we first need to save our trees.
Everything has its own priority, right? In
fact, we should save you from those boxes;
I mean the television, to let everyone know
what we are doing. If they can no longer
keep you in those boxes, they will have to
show what we are doing here, in this park.”

Capulletta araya girdi:

“Sen de felaket kumkumas: gibisin dostum.
Iste bunlarin olmamast icin 6nce ajaclarimizt
kurtarmaliyiz. Her seyin bir onceligi var degil
mi? Hatta burada agaglar kurtarmak istedi-
gimizi herkesin duymasuigin sizleri o kutudan,
yani televizyondan kurtarmak gerekiyor. Sizi
o kutularda tutamazlarsa, bu parkta yaptik-
larimizi géstermek zorunda kalacaklar”, dedi.
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Chapulletta was suddenly out of breath
from talking so much. Pen looked at his
friend admiringly. How intelligent and
exciting she was! He trusted her fully.
Meanwhile, a cat crept up next to them,
with glowing eyes. The cat brushed against
Chapulleta a couple of times and then laid
down next to them. At first, Pen did not
know what to do. After all, he was a mem-
ber of a species, between fish and birds,
which were not necessarily a cat’s best
friends. Should he be worried?

Kesintisiz konustugu icin soluk soluga kal-
misti Capulletta. Pen arkadasina hayranlikla
bakt1. Ne kadar akill ve heyecan doluydu. Ici
ona karst giivenle doldu. Tam bu sirada yanla-
rinda bir kedi beliriverdi. Bakislari pasparlak-
ti. Capulletta’ya soyle birkag kere siirtiindiik-
ten sonra yanlarina uzanwverdi. Pen 6nce ne
yapacagin bilemedi. Ne de olsa kendisi balik
ile kus arasi canhilardand:. Acaba endiselen-
mesi gerekiyor muydu?
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Sensing Pen’s worries, Chapulletta said:

“Take it easy, my friend. Trafo islike us.
She is on our side.”

Pen was relieved. Looking at the cat, he
started talking:

“Nice to meet you, Trafo. My name is
Pen!”

Repeating the sentence he had just
learned from Chapulleta, Pen asked:

“What on earth brought you here,
Trafo?”

Capulletta, Pen'in endisesini anlamis gibi ko-
nusmaya bagsladi:

“Rahat ol dostum. Trafo tipki bizim gibidir.
Bizim taraftadir.”

Pen’inici rahatladi. Kediye dénerek konus-
maya baslada:

“Memnun oldum Trafo. Benim adim Pen!”

Capullettadan heniiz 6grendigi sekilde
Trafo’ya sorusunu yoneltti:

“Acaba seni hangi riizgar ath buraya,
Trafo?”
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Trafo looked at Pen. Then, she started
preening her paws. She seemed aloof. Pen,
on the other hand, opened his eyes wide,
watching her with great interest.

“I am not sure whether you can under-
stand my answer. My nature does not al-
low me to be humble.”

Chapulleta interrupted and tried to pro-
tect Pen:

Trafo, Pen’i biraz tepeden bakarak siizdii.
Sonra patilerini yalayarak temizlemeye bas-
lads. Belli ki kendisini agirdan satmaya karar
vermigti. Pen ise gozlerini fal tas1 gibi acarak
Trafo’yu izlemeye koyulmustu.

“Verecegim cevabi anlayabilecek misin
bilemem. Dogam geregi miitevazi olamam
¢iinkii.”

Capulletta soze girerek Pen’i korumaya
calisti:
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“Come on Trafo! Pen is our friend. It is
not his fault that the TV constantly shows
penguins instead of our park. He came all
the way down here to save his family and
friends from this situation. We will help
him. Tomorrow we will go to the television
channels and force them to stop this. We
will save both the penguins and our park.”

After preening her paws for a while
and making her fur squeaky clean, Trafo
turned her green eyes with long eyelashes
to Pen.

“Hadi ama Trafo. Pen bizim arkadasimiz. Te-
levizyon parkimiz yerine siirekli onlar1 goste-
riyorsa, bu onlarin sugu degil ki. O da ailesini,
arkadaslarim bu durumdan kurtarmak icin
gelmis taa buralara. Biz de ona yardim ede-
cegiz. Yarin televizyon kanallarina gidecegiz
ve onlarin siirekli gosterilmelerine mani ola-
cagiz. Hem penguenleri kurtaracagiz, hem de
parkumizi.”

Trafo ellerini uzun uzun yaladiktan ve tiiy-
lerini piril piril yaptiktan sonra uzun kirpikli
yemyesil gozlerini Pen'e cevirdi.
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“If Chapulletta says you are our friend,
I believe her. So, I shall tell you my story.
I was the cat of a wealthy and important
person. Iwas living in the lap of luxury and
was quite spoiled, to be honest. I spent all
my time daydreaming on people’s laps and
sleeping in the most precious shoeboxes. I
would walk on the most expensive carpets
and be upset if my paws got even a little bit
dirty. You see, I was leading such a luxuri-
ous life.”

“Capulletta senin arkadasimiz oldugu-
nu soyliiyorsa dogrudur. Madem Gyle, ben de
hikayemi anlatayim sana. Ben zengin ve ¢ok
onemli gorevleri olan birisinin kedisiydim.
Yedigim oniimde, yemedigim arkamdaydh. El
bebek giil bebek simartilirdim. Siirekli kucak-
larda dolagir, en degerli ayakkabi kutularinin
icinde uyurdum. En pahal halilarin iistiinde
yiiriisem patilerim kirlendi diye iiziiliirdiim.
Iste boyle bir hayat siiriiyordum.”
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Pen was getting more and more curious. If
Trafo was living in such an elegant house
and was so well loved, why would she leave
and start living in parks? Besides, she did
not look so clean no matter how much she
preened. In addition, two or three nails on
her paws were broken.

“Then what happened? Did they throw
you on the street?”

Trafo shot Pen a look of annoyance.

Pen giderek meraklaniyordu. Madem bu ka-
dar zengin ve liiks bir evde yasiyor ve bu kadar
seviliyordu, o halde neden evi terk edip park-
larda yasamaya baglamist1? Ustelik ne kadar
yalansa da ¢ok temiz goriinmiiyordu. Turnak-

larimn bir iki tanesi de kirilmagt.

“Peki ne oldu? Yoksa seni sokaga mu

attilar?”

Trafo bir an inanmaz gozlerle ve biraz da

kiiciimseyerek Pen'e bakt1.
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“How can you say that? Do Ilook like a com-
mon alley cat? I am intelligent, pretty, and
agile. Who would want to get rid of me?”

Caressing Trafo's head, Chapulletta
joined the conversation:

“I am sorry Trafo, but many dogs and
cats, just as pretty, proud, agile, and intelli-
gent as you, are also thrown in the streets.
But you are right, this is not what hap-
pened to you. You have become a street cat
by your own free will. Come on, finish your
story, so that Pen will also understand.”

“Bunu nasil séyleyebilirsin? Hi¢ sokaga atila-
cakmug gibi goriiniiyor muyum? Ben ki bu ka-
dar akill, giizel ve cevigim. Kim beni gozden
¢ikarabilir?”

Capulletta, Trafonun basim oksayarak ko-
nusmaya dalda:

“Kusura bakma Trafo, ama senin kadar
giizel, gururlu, cevik ve akill nice kediler ve
kopekler atiliyor sokaklara. Hi¢ acimadan.
Ama dogru, sen sokaga atilmadin. Kendi is-
teginle sokak kedisi oldun. Onun icin 6ykiinii
tamamla da Pen de anlasin.”
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Preening one or two more times, Trafo
continued her story:

“One day, the house was full of impor-
tant people. After dinner, some of them
wanted to go to the study room and close
the door. We cats do not like closed doors.
We do everything we can to open them.
We are curious creatures. But do not wor-
ry; curiosity does not really kill the cat,
because cats are also clever. We do not do
stupid things.”

Trafo yine bir iki yalandiktan sonra 6ykii-
stinii anlatmaya devam etti:

“Bir giin ev yine birbirinden 6nemli konuk-
larla dolup tasiyordu. Yemekten sonra, birkag
kisi, evin calisma odasina girip kapiy1 kapat-
mak istedi. Biz kediler kapal kapilara sinir
oluruz. O kapimin agilmast i¢in elimizden ge-
leni yapariz. Cok merakhiyizdir. Ama merak
etme ‘merak kediyi 6ldiiriir’ lafimin gercekle
hicbir iliskisi yoktur. Ciinkii kediler aym za-
manda akill canhlardir. Oyle aptalca seyler
yapmazlar.”
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Chapulletta’s gave Trafo a look, implying
she was belaboring and bragging a bit. So
she sped up her story.

“Yes, so, that day, I put my left front paw
to the door just as they were closing it. In
this way, I could slip into the study room,
like a shadow. If I had wanted, I could have
sat on my owner's lap nicely, but I did not.
They were talking about things thatI could
not understand.

Capulletta’mn kendisine yénelttigi “ne kadar
¢ok uzattin lafi, ayrica ¢cok da bébiirlendin”
bakisim anladigindan aceleyle soziine devam
etti.

“Evet, o giin, kap1 tam kapanacakken 6n
sag patimi aralik kapiya dayadim. Boylece
kapimin kapanmasim onlemis oldum. Bir gol-
ge gibi siiziiliiverdim ¢calisma odasina. Iste-
seydim sahibimin kucagina atlayip bir giizel
kurulabilirdim, ama istemedim. O giin anla-
madigim birgok konu konusuldu.

65



Just as I got bored and was leaving the
room, they said something that aroused
my interest. I missed the beginning of the
talk, because I had been asleep, out of bore-
dom. But, what I heard was enough. They
were saying that they would use us, cats, to
perform an action, which was wrong and
dangerous. The sentence was just like this:
‘We could cut the electricity and then tell
people that some cats entered into power
distribution units called trafo. In this way,
we could do what we want!”

Tam sikildigim icin oday: terk ediyordum ki
aniden ilgimi ¢eken bir sey soylediler. Konu-
nun bagim can sikintisindan uyukladigim igin
kacirmisim. Fakat anladigim bana yetmisti.
Ciinkii yanhs ve zararh bir eylemi gercekles-
tirmek icin biz kedileri kullanacaklarim séy-
lityorlardi. Tam olarak ciimle syleydi: ‘Kedi-
lerin trafoya girdiklerini s6yleyerek her tarafi

karartiriz. Biz de istedigimizi yapariz!”™”
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Trafo was out of breath while telling her
story in excitement. She quickly pulled
herself together and started yawning.

Pen wondered why cats yawned so
much. Was it how they breathed? He kept
this question to himself. After yawning a
couple more times and looking at his bro-
ken nails with pity, Trafo continued.

“I may be a classy cat, but I still have a
conscience.

Anlattigh 6ykiiniin heyecamina kendisini kap-
tirdigi icin Trafonun nefesi kesilmisti. Kisa
siire icinde hem solugunu diizenledi hem de
esnemeye basladi.

Pen aklindan “nefes almak i¢in mi esniyor
kediler acaba?” diye gecirdiyse de sesini ¢ikar-
madi. Trafo ise pes pese birkac kere esnedikten
ve kirik tirnaklarina actyarak baktiktan sonra
tekrar konugmaya devam etti.

“Sosyetik bir kedi olabilirdim, ama vicda-
mm o kadar korelmemisti.
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They were going to do something wrong,
and then they were going to put the blame
on us cats. This was something I could not
accept. Asaliving creature, I believe in the
solidarity of all creatures. We are all bound
to each other. That is why I ran away and
took shelter in this park. The people in this
park defend not only each other’s rights,
but also the rights of trees and animals. I
changed my whole life because of what I
heard that day, so I also changed my name
to Trafo.”

Hem dogru olmayan bir sey yapacaklardi, hem
de biz kedileri suclayacaklards. Iste bu kabul
edebilecegim bir sey degildi. Sonugta bir canh
olarak, biitiin canhlarin birlesip dayanisma-
s1 gerektigine inamirim. Hepimiz birbirimize
baglyiz. Bununigin evden kactim ve bu parka
sijindim. Bu parktaki insanlar hem birbirleri-
nin, hem agaclarin, hem de hayvanlarin hak-
larimi koruyorlar. Madem o giin duyduklarim-
dan dolayr yasantima yeni bir yon vermistim,
adimi da Trafo olarak degistirdim.”
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Atlast, they had all shared their person-
al reasons for being in the park. Eventu-
ally, the hot weather and the relaxing mu-
sic that people were playing around made
them drowsy. The three friends laid down
under the shade of a tree, and closed their
eyes to take a nap. They were just about to
fall asleep when they each felt a big tongue,
like a paintbrush, licking their faces. They
all jumped awake. There standing over
them was a wolfhound with a large head.
He looked at them with big, clever, and
shiny eyes.

Her biri parkta bulunma nedenlerini bir-
biriyle paylasmisti. Pen, Trafo ve Capulletta
sicagin ve etrafta ¢calinan miizigin etkisiy-
le, agacin golgesini kucak bellediler ve biraz
kestirmek icin gozlerini kapadilar. Fakat tam
uykuya dalacaklardi ki, badana fircasina ben-
zeyen kocaman bir dilin onlari yalamasiyla
yerlerinden firlaywerdiler. Karsilarinda ko-
caman kafasiyla bir kurt kopegi duruyordu.
Onlara kocaman ve zeka dolu parlak gozleriy-
le bakiyordu.
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Chapulletta thought she knew this dog
from somewhere before. Was he Black-
head? He looked like Blackhead, but he was
not. He was also not Balloon, Skinny, Coy,
Totty, Sharp Tooth, Joker, or any of other
dogs she knew. She would recognize them
even in the dark.

“Hey, my friend, do I know you?”

“I do not think we have met before, but
this will not change the fact that we are go-
ing to meet now.”

Capulletta’min gézii bir yerden isiriyordu bu
kocaman kopegi. Yoksa Karabas miydi? Hayrr,
ona ¢ok benziyordu, ama o degildi. Balon, Sis-
ka, Utangag, Saskin, Keskin Dis, Joker ve tani-
digi diger kopeklerin hicbiri de degildi. Onlar

karanlikta bile tamirda.

“Selam dostum. Seni taniyor muyum aca-

ba?”

“Simdiye kadar tamigtiimizi sanmiyorum,
ama simdi tamigmayacak olmamizi gerektir-

mez bu gercek.”
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Despite the first impression it gave, there
was no sign of arrogance in this sentence
he carefully uttered. On the contrary, he
just wanted to be understood.

“My name is Loukanikos.”

Chapulletta slapped her head with the
palm of her hand and said:

“Oh yes, of course. You are the brave dog
from the neighboring country, who raised
his voice against injustices, who walked
in the frontlines to protect people, whose
bravery became legendary! I saw your pic-

Uyandirdigu ilk izlenime ragmen, 6zenle kur-
dugu bu ciimlede higbir kibir yoktu. Tam ter-
sine karsisindakinin kendisini anlamasin is-
tiyordu.

“Benim adim Loukanikos.”

Capulletta eliyle almina vurarak konusma-
ya baslada:

“Tabii ya sen, komsu iilkenin, haksizliklara
karsi sesini yiikselten, insanlari korumak igin
onlarin 6niinde yiiriiyen, cesaretiyle kahra-
manlasan yigit kopegisin. Senin fotograflarim
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ture everywhere. We all know you and love
you around here. In fact, we have a dog
here named Pintail. He wanted to do the
same thing that you did. But he was so thin
and feeble and there were cruel people who
kicked him. He nearly died, but we reached
the hospital just in time. Pintail is severely
affected by the tear gas they spray to in-
timidate us and drive us away. We have to
put a mask on his face too, every time they
use tear gas.”

her yerde gordiim. Biz buralarda seni cok seve-
riz. Hepimiz de tamiriz. Burada da Kilkuyruk
senin yaptigimi yapmak istedi, ama ¢ok zayif
ve celimsiz oldugu i¢in yedigi bir tekmeyle pes
etmek zorunda kaldi. Zorba insanlarin attik-
lar1 o tekme neredeyse onu 6ldiirecekti. Onu
hastaneye zor yetistirdik. Ne yazik ki park: ko-
rumak isteyen bizleri korkutmak ve kagirmak
icin siktiklar gazlardan Kilkuyruk artik cok
etkileniyor. Gaz siktiklarinda hemen ona da
bir maske takmak zorunda kaliyoruz.”
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Loukanikos nodded his head wisely.

“Oh, tell me about it! My best friend had
a serious asthma attack because of tear gas.
I almost lost the poor fellow.”

Loukanikos gormils gecirmis bir ifadeyle ba-
st sallada.

“Bilmez miyim? En yakin arkadasim, yedi-
gi gazin etkisiyle siddetli bir astim krizi gegir-
di. Neredeyse kaybediyordum onu.”

78






Pen was sad about everything he heard.
Trafo could not take her eyes off Loukan-
ikos. She was debating whether she could
be friends with him. After all, she was a
cat, and Loukanikos was a dog. But they
met in this park, where it seemed like ev-
erything was possible! People and animals
who usually do not easily get along could
meet here, and even become friends.
They all sat in silence for a while. They
listened to the song played next to them.

Pen duyduklarina iiziilmiistii, Trafo ise gozii-
nii Loukanikos’tan ayirmiyordu. Hild onunla
arkadas olup olamayacagt konusunda karar
vermemisti. Ne de olsa kendisi bir kedi, Lou-
kanikos ise bir kopekti. Ama sonucta bu parkta
tamgmslardi ve bu parkta olmayacak seyler
oluyordu! Bir araya gelmesi zor olan insanlar,
hayvanlar burada karsilasiyor, iistiine iistliik
arkadas bile oluyorlard:.

Bir siire suskun oturdular. Hemen yanla-
rinda s6ylenen sarkiyr dinlemeye koyuldular.
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With friends by our side,

(rumbara rumbara rumbamba)
We are in the banquet of the sun,
(rumbara rumbara rumbamba)

Their melancholia was soon replaced by hope.
Their belief in a better world was growing
and so was their joy. The sun’s table was even
more beautiful with the shadows of the trees.

Dostlarin arasindayiz,
(rumbara rumbara rumbamba)
Giinesin sofrasindayiz,
(rumbara rumbara rumbamba)

Iclerindeki kaygr umutla yer degistiriyordu.
Diinyamin daha giizel bir yer olacagina dair
duyduklariinang artiyor, neseleri biiyiiyordu.
Giinesin sofrasi, agaglarin golgeleri ile daha
da giizeldi.
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The Struggle Continues

In the end, Chapulleta and her friends suc-
ceeded in rescuing Pen’s family and friends
from the boxes called televisions, by gath-
ering in front of the institutions that im-
prisoned them.

Miicadeleye Devam

Sonucta, Capulletta ve arkadaslari, penguen-
leri televizyona hapseden kurumlarin éniinde
toplanip Pen'in ailesi, arkadaslar: ve tamdik-
larim kurtarmay basardilar.
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But Pen decided to stay with Chapulletta
and her friends until the trees were saved.
Since the televisions could not find any
more penguins to show, they had to show
the injustices. In this way, more people be-
came aware of what was happening. Par-
ents took their children to the park to help
save the trees.

Ama Pen, ajaglar kurtarilincaya kadar Ca-
pulletta ve arkadaslariyla kalmaya karar ver-
di. Televizyonlar artik penguen bulamadikla-
rive onlari gosteremedikleri icin haksizliklar
gostermek zorunda kaldilar. Boylece, olaylar-
dan daha ¢ok insamin haberi oldu. Agaclar
korumak icin parka gelen genclere anne ba-
balari da katilds.
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Yet, more people joined, so did the cruelty
of the people who were against the park.
But Chapulletta and her friends, who were
determined to protect their trees, their cit-
ies, and the many other things they found
beautiful, kept fighting to defend them.

Fakat, katilim arttikca park: yikmak isteyen-
lerin zorbaligi da artti. Ama, agaglarin, se-
hirlerini ve giizel bulduklar bircok baska seyi
korumaya kararh olan Capulletta ve arkadas-
lari, inatla, onlari savunmaya devam ettiler.

89



These youngsters were amazing!

Pen stayed with them through these
hard times and never left them alone. At
times, he guarded the pianist who played
from night until morning to cheer up Cha-
pulletta and her friends.

Bu gengler bir harikayd!

Pen ise bu en zor giinlerde hep onlarin yam
basindaydy; onlari hi¢ yalmz birakmadi. Kimi
zaman onlara moral vermek icin sabahlara
kadar piyano ¢alan piyanistin koruyuculu-
gunu yapt.
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Other times, he joined the man who stood
still for hours in front of the park to re-
claim it. To prevent cruel people from en-
tering the park, he sometimes sat with his
friends and read books, and sometimes

collected objects from the surroundings to
build walls.

Kimi zaman park: geri almak icin hi¢ konus-
madan saatlerce meydanda duran adamin ar-
kasinda durdu. Zorbalar parka girmesin diye
kdh arkadaslariyla beraber onlerine oturup
kitap okudu, kdh etrafta bulduklar esyalar-
dan duvar ordi.
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He even once played guitar on one of those
walls. While Pen was playing guitar, there
was someone beside him, thumping with
his paw. It was none other than the brave
dog Loukanikas.

Pen became good friends with all the
people in the park until he went back
home. But his closest friends were dear
Chapulletta, Trafo, and Laukanikos.

Bir keresinde bu duvarlardan birinin iistiinde
gitar bile caldi. Pen gitar calarken, yam ba-
sinda patisi ile ritim tutan tabii ki cesur kopek
Loukanikostan bagkasi degildi.

Pen, evine doniinceye kadar, parktaki her-
kesle iyi arkadas oldu. Ama tabii ki en samimi
arkadaslar, sevgili Capulletta, Trafo ve Lou-
kanikos idi.
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Just before Pen returned to Antarctica,
someone else joined the group. A blue bird,
whose name they could never learn, since
she never spoke! The blue bird helped the
protectors of the trees when they wanted
to communicate with each other, just like
the pigeons of old times who carried secret
messages attached to their feet.

Fakat, Pen Antarktika’ya dénmeden 6nce gru-
ba yeni biri daha katildi. Hi¢ konusmadig
icinismini asla 6grenemedikleri mavi bir kus!
Agaglari koruyanlar birbirleriyle haberlesmek
istediklerinde mavi kus onlara yardim etti.
Tipki eski zamanlarda ayaklarinda mektup
tastyan posta kugslar gibi.
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Eventually, Pen went back to Antarctica to
his family and friends who are now free,
Chapulletta and her friends went back
to school or work, and Loukanikos went
back to his home country. Trafo, who was
now her own master, happily stayed in the
park. The blue bird seemed to disappear
after a while. But, I am sure she will ap-
pear sometime soon, twittering, from an-
other corner.

Sonucta, Pen, artik 6zgiir olan ailesinin ve
arkadaglarimin yamina, Capulletta ve arka-
daslari okullarina veya islerine, Loukanikos
da kendi iilkesine dondii. Trafo ise kendinin
efendisi olarak, mutlu bir sekilde parkta kal-
di. Mavi kus bir siire sonra ortadan kayboldu.
Ama eminim yakinda bir yerlerden civildaya-
rak cikacaktr.
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This story has a happy ending. The trees,
stretching their branches and leaves to
the sky, inviting people to sit under their
shades, are chatting with each other for
hours. But, let’s keep an eye on them. Af-
ter all, we must be ready for anything, any
time!

Bu oykii simdilik mutlu sonla bitiyor. Ajaglar
gokyiiziine dallarimi ve yapraklarinm uzatmas,
golgelerine insanlari davet etmis, birbirleriyle
saatlerce sohbet ediyorlar. Ama biz yine de on-
lardan dikkatimizi eksik etmeyelim, ne de olsa
her an her seye hazirlikli olmaliyiz!
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