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On the southern side of Earth lies Antarctica, an ice- and snow-covered continent. One day, a massive iceberg snapped off the edge of the frozen landmass and plunged into the ocean. Creeeech! Thwarrrrrk! Crrrrack! Phwhooompah! But this iceberg was no ordinary floating mountain of ice. It was the Doomberg, and the Doomberg was on the move.
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Meanwhile, a party was under way in Emperor Land—the home of a colony of Emperor penguins in Antarctica. Emperor penguins are known for braving dangerous conditions like blizzards and icy winds. But these Emperor penguins are also known for their happy, dancing feet and their singing.

Over a hundred gray-bellied, fluffy penguin chicks danced around Gloria, a beautiful, female Emperor penguin. She sang at the top of her lungs.

All the penguins in Emperor Land were dancing to the beat of thousands of happy feet. Among them stood Mumble, the famous tap dancing penguin who thrilled the crowd with his tippity-tip-tap feet. Even Noah the Elder, the leader of the Emperor penguins, stood high on his icy tower, moving his aging feet to the beat.

Below the tower, Ramon joined the celebration. Ramon was not a local; he was an Adelie penguin. You could tell by the patch of orange fur on his head and also by his height. Although he wasn’t a kid, he was barely taller than the young Emperor penguins around him and only half the size of his best friend, Mumble.

Ramon was determined to impress every single female in Emperor Land. But even with his endearing Spanish twang, he had a hard time getting the attention of the ladies. The female penguins around him were busy dancing to the beat of one of Emperor Land’s finest elementary teachers, Miss Viola, as she yodeled loudly.

Miss Viola’s daughter Bo (short for Boadicea) joined in, yodeling just like her mother.

“Yodelay, yodelayee,” sang Bo, much to her mother’s delight.

Nearby, big Seymour turned to his plump son Atticus and began his big daddy rap.

“Lift your head up, ’cause you’re a star! Be strong, boy, you know who you are!”

Atticus rapped in response as he charged his way through a crowd of fluffy chicks.

The Emperor nation was alive with song and dance. Everyone was having a great time. Everyone except Erik … the tiniest, fluffiest penguin in all of Emperor Land.

Watching the celebration from behind a mound of ice, Erik peeped out at his friends, Atticus and Bo. They were shaking their little bellies while Erik’s mother, Gloria, sang out to his father, Mumble. The beauty of Gloria’s singing was matched only by the razzle-dazzle of Mumble’s dancing feet. Erik’s parents were the centers of attention, the golden stars of Emperor Land.

Suddenly, the party swung in Erik’s direction. Erik huddled into the ice, trying to make himself even smaller. But there was nowhere to hide. Before he knew it, a wave of young, dancing penguins swept him into the center of the icy dance floor.

All eyes were on Erik, but he didn’t budge. He didn’t dance. He just stood still. If penguins could blush, Erik would have turned bright red.

When Mumble and Gloria spotted their little boy frozen in fear, they stopped dancing.

“Aw, my little munchkin,” Gloria said. “I’ll go talk to him.”

“Let me try,” Mumble offered, walking toward Erik.

“Hey, little guy. You okay? You’re not joining in?” asked Mumble.

Erik stared at the ice and shook his head.

“Can you say why?” coaxed Mumble.

“Why?” said Erik.

“No, no,” Mumble corrected. “What I mean is …”

“Uncle Mumble?” Boadicea interrupted. “I think he’s asking why dance?”

“Like, he needs a solid reason,” Atticus put in. “Don’t ya, Erik?”

Erik nodded.

“But there are plenty of reasons to dance!” Mumble told him.

“What’s mine, Pa?” Erik asked.

“Well, the only way to know is to try it,” offered Mumble, tapping out a move with his feet. “C’mon, son. It’s just one big ol’ foot after the other. All you’ve got to do is feel the beat! Hop onto my feet!”

Mumble scooped Erik up onto his dancing feet. All the other young penguins joined in.

“Now you try,” encouraged Mumble, putting Erik back on the ice.

Erik just stood there.

“If you can’t say it, you can sing it, and if you can’t sing it, you can dance it!” urged Mumble.

Erik took a deep breath. To Mumble’s delight, he took a few steps.

But Erik’s moves were really goofy! So goofy, in fact, that Mumble couldn’t help but let out a small chuckle. Before long, the whole crowd—toddlers and adult penguins—started to giggle.

Erik was painfully aware that the laughter was directed at him. He soon lost his balance, his feet and flippers flailing as he frantically attempted to remain upright.

Thwack! Erik fell flat on his beak. He skidded on the ice, slid through a mushy puddle, and went down a steep incline. Swoosh! He flipped high into the air, flapping his fins in a desperate attempt to fly. But, as everyone knows, penguins can’t fly.

Splat! Erik landed headfirst in a hole full of icy water, his little legs wiggling wildly in the air. Penguins from the crowd laughed even more.

Gloria rushed to her son’s aid. As Erik lay on his back, a tiny fountain of pee squirted into the air. Again, more laughter could be heard. Mumble was mortified.

Bo and Atticus quickly came to Erik’s defense.

“It’s not funny,” Bo told the crowd.

“Can you wizz on cue and finish with a headstand? I don’t think so,” Atticus added.

Gloria helped her son onto his feet.

“Are you okay? Are you hurt?” she asked, giving him a hug.

Erik stepped back.

“Oh gosh, Erik, that was, kind of, wow …,” Mumble said, searching for a compliment.

Erik looked up at his father, his face full of hurt. He turned, ran toward a small ice crevice, and jumped in. The other little penguins gathered around, trying to take a peek at Erik in his hidey-hole.

“Erik, I’m really sorry. We all get off on the wrong foot sometimes,” Mumble said, trying to coax his son out of the crevice.

But Erik was not about to be humiliated again. He stayed put.

“C’mon, champ,” Mumble continued. “It wasn’t that bad. When I was your age, I got laughed at a lot. They thought I was weird, too … I mean, different, you know … in a cool way, I was totally uncool. Really uncool.”

Mumble was trying to help. He really was. But the only thing that Mumble was doing was making things worse!
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Ramon has attitude, but never
knows when to quit.
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Ramon is happily reunited
with his best Adelie penguin friends.

Erik, Bo, and Atticus get to meet
the Amigos in Adelie Land.
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Bo and Atticus, Erik’s friends,
love to dance and sing.

Erik, Bo, and Atticus run away
together to Adelie Land.
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Mumble and Gloria are the center of attention—
the golden stars of Emperor Land.

But little Erik doesn’t dance—
he just stands still.
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To save all the penguins in Emperor Land,
everyone learns to dance together.

Erik realizes you don’t need to fly to be
awesome—and that his dad is the greatest!
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In the ocean, best friends Will and Bill
the krill live under the ice.

On the way home to Emperor Land,
the path across an ice bridge is blocked
by a humongous Elephant seal.
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In Adelie Land,
Erik meets Sven—
and wishes he could

fly just like him.





