




Milky's World Adventure
Milky is no ordinary dog. With her long sausage body and short stubby legs,
she looks like most ‘wiener’ dogs, but her coat tells a different story. She is
what is called a Piebald Dachshund. That means her coat has special
coloring. Her parents both had the recessive gene called S-locus, so she was
born with beautiful white patches on her tan coat. On top of that, there are
small tan spots scattered over her body! Most of her brothers and sisters
were born with the normal brown coloring, so she is very special.

Her name is special too. When the human family adopted her, they had a
beloved dog named Oreo—a black and white dog who had been their faithful
companion for years. When they saw little Milky with her white and tan-
colored spots, they knew straight away what her name should be—"Milk".



Oreos and milk have one of the most famous food partnerships ever, so they
knew that Oreo and Milk would become great friends!

Milky, as she is called, had already traveled quite a journey for such a young
pup. Born under the bright African sun in South Africa, she had crossed the
ocean with her human family to the tulip fields of the Netherlands. But life
had one more adventure in store for her. When the family’s Australian friend,
Linda, visited and fell in love with Milky's adventurous spirit, they knew she
belonged with someone who shared her love for exploration.

Now living in Linda's cozy house near Rotterdam, Milky had become well
known in the neighborhood. Every morning, she would slip through the
garden gate and set off on her daily adventures.

One sunny Tuesday, Milky's nose caught an interesting scent near the canal.
Following it with her tail wagging, she discovered Hendrik, a hedgehog who
was stuck upside down after tumbling off a low stone wall.

"Oh my!" squeaked Hendrik. "I can't seem to right myself!"

Quickly, Milky used her long snout to gently nudge the hedgehog back onto
his feet.



"Thank you, spotted friend!" Hendrik said, brushing off his spines. "I'm
Hendrik. I've lived by this canal for seven years, but I've never seen a dog
quite like you."

"I'm Milky," she replied proudly. "I'm from South Africa originally, but I've
traveled to many places. These spots make me special—they're called
piebald markings!"

Hendrik's eyes twinkled. "Special indeed! Would you like to meet my friend
Greta? She's a canal duck who's also quite the traveler."

They found Greta preening her emerald-green feathers on the canal. When
she heard about Milky's world-wide journey, her eyes lit up.

"A fellow world traveler!" Greta quacked excitedly. "I travel thousands of
kilometers every year. But tell me, little spotted one, what's the most
amazing thing about your travels?"

Milky thought carefully, her little head tilting to one side. "Well, I've learned
that everywhere I go, kindness speaks the same language. In South Africa, I
helped a meerkat find his family. In the Netherlands, I've learned Dutch
words from the neighborhood cats. And now I live with Linda, who teaches
me English phrases while showing me pictures of the animals in her home in
Australia."

"That's beautiful," chirped a small voice from above. They looked up to see
Willem, a robin perched on a bicycle handlebar. "I've been listening to your



story. My grandmother always said that home isn't just one place—it's
everywhere you've spread kindness and made friends."

Milky's tail wagged so hard her whole body wiggled. "Exactly! That's why I
love exploring. Every day I meet new friends and learn something new. My
spots remind me that being different is wonderful, and my travels have
taught me that the world is full of friends waiting to be met."

Just then, Linda's voice echoed across the canal. "Milky! Where's my little
adventurer?"

"That's my human calling," Milky said with a grin. "She worries when I'm gone
too long, even though she knows I always come back with new stories."

"Before you go," said Hendrik, "promise you'll come back tomorrow? Greta
was just telling me about a family of rabbits who've moved into the park. They
could use a friend to show them around."

"I promise!" Milky barked happily. "Adventures are always better when
shared with friends!"

As Milky trotted home on her short legs, her piebald coat shining in the
afternoon sun, she reflected on how perfect her life was. Born in South
Africa, raised in the Netherlands, and now loved by an Australian living near
Rotterdam—she truly was a dog of the world.

When she reached Linda, she received the usual scratches behind her ears
and a gentle warning about wandering off. But Linda's smile gave her away
—she loved hearing about Milky's daily adventures almost as much as Milky
loved having them.



That evening, as Milky curled up in her favorite spot by the window, she could
see the canal where her new friends lived. Tomorrow would bring new
adventures, new friends, and new stories to tell. After all, when you're a
special piebald dog who's traveled the world, every day is an opportunity for
magic.

And in her dreams that night, Milky ran through fields of African grass, Dutch
tulips, and Australian wildflowers, her distinctive spots marking her as a dog
who belonged everywhere and nowhere—and everywhere in between. She
also dreamt about being under the ocean amongst the most fascinating and
friendliest creatures in the world. Life was wonderful!

PS: Christmas is Milky's absolute favorite time of year! Her spotted tail wags
non-stop as soon as the decorations come out. She has a special talent for
"helping" wrap presents by stealing ribbons and running around the house
with them trailing behind her like colorful streamers. On Christmas morning,
she's always the first one awake, bouncing excitedly by the tree until
everyone else gets up. Her favorite Christmas treat is wearing her little red
Santa hat and posing for family photos. She's also become quite the expert
at finding where the Christmas cookies are hidden, though she's learned
that chocolate ones are definitely off-limits for little dogs!

Milky the Adventurer











Milky's Iceland Adventure

Milky was a small dog with tan and white fur and the biggest heart. She
loved making friends with every animal she met. Milky lived with her 
family in a cozy house, but what she loved most was going on 
adventures to new places.

One morning, Milky's family packed their bags for a very special trip. 
"We're going to Iceland!" said her mom. Milky had never heard of 
Iceland before, but it sounded exciting. She wagged her tail so hard 
that her whole body wiggled.

After a long airplane ride, Milky stepped off the plane and gasped. 
Everything was different! The air was crisp and clean, and everywhere 
she looked, she saw the most amazing sights. There were mountains 
covered in snow, bubbling hot springs that made steam rise into the 
sky, and fields of bright green moss that looked like a fairy tale.

On their first day, Milky's family decided to visit a place called the 
Golden Circle. As they drove along the winding roads, Milky pressed 
her nose against the car window, watching for any animals she might 
see. Suddenly, she spotted something incredible – a group of wild 
Icelandic horses with long, flowing manes running across a field.



"Stop the car!" Milky barked excitedly, though of course her family only
heard happy yips.

When they stopped for a break, Milky carefully approached the fence 
where the horses were grazing. The horses had never seen such a 
small, cute dog before, and they came over to have a better look. The 
biggest horse, with a mane like spun silver, gently lowered his head to 
sniff Milky.

"Hello," Milky wagged her tail. "I'm Milky, and I'm exploring your 
beautiful country!"

The horse's name was Frost, and he told Milky about all the wonderful 
animals that lived in Iceland. "If you want a real adventure," Frost said, 
"you should visit the puffin cliffs by the ocean. But be careful – it's a 
long way, and the path can be tricky."

Milky's eyes sparkled with excitement. A real adventure! That night, 
while her family slept in their hotel, Milky quietly slipped out through 
the window. She had learned to be very good at opening windows 
during her many adventures.

Following Frost's directions, Milky trotted through the Icelandic night. 
The sun barely set during summer in Iceland, so even though it was 
nighttime, the sky glowed with a magical light. She walked past 
bubbling geysers that shot hot water high into the air, and across fields
where tiny foxes played in the distance.

As Milky got closer to the ocean, she could hear the sound of waves 
crashing against rocks and thousands of birds calling to each other. 



The path became steep and rocky, and Milky had to be very careful 
where she stepped. Her small size was actually helpful – she could 
squeeze through narrow spaces between the rocks.

When she finally reached the top of the cliffs, Milky couldn't believe 
her eyes. Hundreds and hundreds of puffins covered the rocky ledges! 
These funny birds had bright orange beaks and feet, black and white 
feathers, and the most serious expressions on their faces.

"Well, hello there, little one," said a puffin named Pippa. "We don't 
often see dogs up here on our cliffs."

"I'm Milky!" she said, her tail wagging so hard she almost lost her 
balance on the narrow ledge. "I wanted to meet all the animals in 
Iceland, and a horse named Frost told me you live here."

The puffins were delighted to meet such a friendly visitor. They told 
Milky all about their lives on the cliffs, how they caught fish in their 
colorful beaks, and how they raised their babies in cozy burrows dug 
into the grassy clifftops.



But suddenly, the weather began to change. Dark clouds rolled in from
the ocean, and the wind started to blow very hard. "A storm is 
coming!" called Pippa. "You need to get back to safety, little Milky!"

The problem was, the path down the cliff had become slippery from 
the ocean spray, and the wind was so strong that Milky could barely 
walk. She tried to start down the path, but a big swirl of wind almost 
blew her right off the cliff!

"Don't worry, Milky!" called Pippa. "We'll help you!"

The puffins came up with a clever plan. Since they were excellent 
flyers, they could guide Milky down the safest parts of the path. Pippa 
flew just ahead of Milky, showing her where to step, while other puffins
flew alongside her to block some of the wind with their wings.

It was scary, but also exciting! Milky felt like she was flying too, 
surrounded by her new puffin friends. Step by step, they made their 
way down the cliff. When the path got too steep, the puffins found a 
series of small caves where Milky could rest and catch her breath.



Finally, they reached the bottom of the cliff just as the storm really 
began. The puffins led Milky to a large cave where she could stay dry 
and warm. They shared their fish with her (though Milky explained that 
she preferred dog food), and they all huddled together until the storm 
passed.

When morning came, the storm had cleared, and everything looked 
fresh and clean. Milky's family had been looking for her all night, and 
they were so relieved when they found her safe in the cave with her 
new puffin friends.

"Thank you for taking care of me," Milky said to the puffins. "You're the 
bravest and kindest birds I've ever met!"

"And you're the most adventurous little dog we've ever met!" laughed 
Pippa.

As Milky's family drove back to their hotel, Milky looked out at the 
beautiful Icelandic land and smiled. She had made new friends, seen 
amazing sights, and had the most exciting adventure of her life. She 



couldn't wait to tell all the animals back home about the wonderful 
horses, puffins, and all the other creatures that called Iceland home.

And as they drove past a field of those beautiful Icelandic horses, 
Milky saw Frost and barked a happy goodbye. Her Iceland adventure 
had been everything she had dreamed of and more!

From that day on, whenever Milky met other dogs and told them about
her travels, she would always say, "The best adventures happen when 
you're brave enough to make new friends and help each other when 
times get tough."

And she was absolutely right.













Milky's Australian Bush Adventure

Milky's human mum was from Australia, and she had the most 
wonderful accent that made everything sound like a song. "G'day, 
Milky!" she would say every morning, and Milky would wag her fluffy
white tail with joy. When Mum said they were going to visit her 
homeland, Milky could hardly contain her excitement.

"We're going to see my old friend Billy in the Australian bush," Mum 
explained. "You'll meet animals you've never seen before, little 
one!"

After the longest airplane ride ever, Milky stepped off the plane into 
the warm Australian sunshine. Everything felt different – the air was
hot and dry, and there were strange new smells everywhere. They 
drove for hours through red dusty roads until they reached Billy's 
house, where the land stretched as far as Milky could see.

Billy was a kind Aboriginal man with twinkling eyes and the biggest 
smile. "Welcome to country, little Milky," he said, gently patting her 
head. "This land has been home to my people for thousands and 
thousands of years. Every rock, every tree, every animal has a 
story."



That first evening, as the sun painted the sky orange and pink, Billy 
told them stories around a campfire. "The Aboriginal people have 
always lived alongside the animals here," he explained. "We know 
all their ways and their songs."

Milky was fascinated, but she was even more excited about 
meeting these mysterious Australian animals. She didn't have to 
wait long.

The next morning, Milky woke up to the strangest sound – 
"Kookaburra-ha-ha-ha-ha!" A big bird was laughing in the tree 
above their tent! Billy chuckled. "That's Kenny the kookaburra. He's 
saying good morning!"



As they walked through the bush, Milky's nose twitched with all the 
new scents. Suddenly, she spotted something incredible – a mob of
kangaroos bouncing across the red dirt! Milky had never seen 
anything like it. The kangaroos moved in the most amazing way, 
springing forward on their powerful legs with their babies peeking 
out of their pouches.

"Crikey!" said the biggest kangaroo, whose name was Ruby. "What 
kind of tiny, fluffy creature are you?"

"I'm Milky!" she barked happily. "I love making friends with animals!"

Ruby laughed and showed Milky how kangaroos hop. Milky tried to 
copy them, bouncing on her little legs, which made all the 
kangaroos chuckle. The baby kangaroo joey in Ruby's pouch 
thought Milky was the funniest thing he'd ever seen.



But their fun was interrupted by Billy calling, "Milky! Come quickly! I 
want to show you something special!"

Billy led them to a waterhole where the most extraordinary animals 
were drinking. There were emus – birds taller than Milky's mum but 
couldn't fly – with fluffy feathers and long necks. They made deep 
booming sounds that rumbled in Milky's chest.

"And look up there," Billy pointed to a eucalyptus tree.

Milky gasped. Clinging to the branches was the most adorable gray 
creature with big round ears and a black nose. "That's Benny the 
koala," Billy said. "He's having his afternoon nap."



But the most amazing surprise came when Billy showed them some
ancient rock paintings on a cliff face. "My great grandparents 
painted these stories thousands of years ago," he said proudly. The
paintings showed all kinds of animals – kangaroos, emus, and even
some strange creatures that looked like they had duck bills!

"Those are echidnas," Billy explained. "Very shy creatures with 
spines like a hedgehog."

As if by magic, just as he said it, a real echidna waddled out from 
behind a rock! Its name was Spike, and he was covered in sharp 
quills but had the gentlest eyes. "Don't worry," Spike said to Milky. 
"My spines only go up when I'm scared, and you seem very 
friendly!"



That afternoon, while exploring near a billabong (which Billy 
explained was an Australian word for a water hole), Milky heard the 
most beautiful bird song she'd ever heard. Following the sound, she
discovered a lyrebird named Luna, who could copy any sound she 
heard.

"Woof woof!" Luna sang, perfectly copying Milky's bark.

"Ring ring!" she continued, sounding exactly like Mum's phone.

"Kookaburra-ha-ha-ha!" she laughed, just like Kenny.

Milky was so amazed that she started barking excitedly, and Luna 
copied every single bark!

But the real adventure began when a sudden dust storm started 
brewing on the horizon. Billy looked worried. "That's a big one 
coming," he said. "We need to get back to the home quickly."

As they hurried across the bush, the wind began to blow harder and
harder. Red dust swirled everywhere, making it hard to see. 
Suddenly, Milky realized she couldn't see Billy or her mum 
anymore!

"Help!" she barked, but the wind was so loud she could barely hear 
her own voice.

Just when Milky was getting scared, she heard a familiar laughing 
call. "Kookaburra-ha-ha-ha!" It was Kenny! The clever bird flew low, 
guiding Milky toward a large rock formation.



Behind the rocks, Milky found the most amazing sight. All her new 
animal friends had gathered together – Ruby the kangaroo, Benny 
the koala, Spike the echidna, and Luna the lyrebird. They had 
created a safe shelter from the storm!

"Animals in the bush always help each other during storms," Ruby 
explained, keeping Milky warm under her strong arms.

Luna used her amazing voice to call out in perfect copies of Billy's 
voice and Mum's voice, helping them find where Milky was hiding. 
When the dust settled, Billy and Mum found them all huddled 
together, safe and sound.

"You clever animals!" Billy said, smiling proudly. "Looking after our 
little visitor just like family."

That night, as they sat around the campfire again, Billy told Milky 
more stories about how the Aboriginal people and the animals had 
always been connected. "Every creature has something to teach 
us," he said. "The kangaroo teaches us about caring for our young, 
the kookaburra teaches us about laughter, and the echidna teaches
us about being gentle but strong."

As Milky curled up under the bright Australian stars, listening to the 
sounds of the bush all around her, she felt incredibly happy. She 
had made wonderful new friends, learned about a different way of 



life, and discovered that no matter where you are in the world, 
kindness and friendship are the same everywhere.

"Thanks for the adventure, Australia," she whispered, and 
somewhere in the distance, Kenny the kookaburra laughed his 
approval.











Milky's Island Adventure

Milky loved exploring, but she had never been on a real island 
adventure before. So Milky’s human mother  announced they were 
taking her with them on  the ferry to Texel, a small island off the Dutch 
coast, Milky's spotted tail wagged so fast it looked like a fuzzy blur!

"We're going to spend the whole day exploring, Milky," Linda said, 
clipping on her special red leash. "But you must promise to stay close.
Islands can be tricky places for little dogs who love to wander."

Milky barked her agreement, though her mind was already racing with 
excitement about all the new smells and friends she might discover.

The ferry ride was magical. Milky pressed her black nose against the 
window, watching the waves dance and seagulls swoop alongside the 
boat. Her white patches seemed to shimmer in the sea breeze as she 
sniffed the salty air.

When they arrived on Texel, Milky's paws touched sand for the very 
first time. "Oh my!" she woofed with delight. The tiny grains felt tickly 
and warm between her toes. She immediately started digging, sending
sand flying in all directions until Linda laughed and guided her toward 
the dunes.

As they walked along the beach path, Milky's keen nose picked up an 
unusual scent. Following it with her typical dachshund determination, 



she spotted something extraordinary—a baby seal pup sitting alone 
on the rocks, looking very sad indeed.

"Hello there," Milky called gently, remembering her manners. "I'm 
Milky. Why do you look so worried?"

The little seal pup sniffled. "I'm Luna. I was playing with my friends 
when a big wave carried me away from our usual spot. Now I can't find
my way back to my family!"

Milky's heart melted. She had traveled from South Africa to the 
Netherlands and knew exactly how scary it felt to be lost. "Don't worry,
Luna! I'm excellent at finding things. My long nose is very good at 
following scents."

Linda noticed Milky had stopped and was making her special "I'm 
talking to a new friend" sounds. She smiled and sat on a nearby rock, 
giving Milky space for her latest adventure.

"Can you smell where your family might be?" Milky asked Luna.

Luna sniffed the air carefully. "Yes! I can smell fish and... and my 
mama's special scent. It's coming from over there!" She pointed her 
flipper toward some rocks further down the beach.

"Perfect!" Milky announced. "Follow me!"



The little dachshund led the way, her short legs working extra hard in 
the soft sand. Luna flopped along beside her, and together they made 
quite a pair—the spotted dog and the silvery seal pup.

As they rounded a corner, they heard joyful barking sounds—but not 
from dogs! A whole group of seals was calling out, and Luna's eyes lit 
up like Christmas morning.

"Mama! Papa!" Luna called back, flapping her flippers excitedly.

A large mother seal slid down from the rocks and nuzzled her baby. 
"Luna! We've been so worried. How did you find your way back?"

"This is Milky," Luna said proudly. "She helped me follow my nose 
home, just like she learned to do when she traveled all the way from 
Africa!"

The seal family gathered around Milky, thanking her with gentle 
nudges and happy seal songs. Milky felt her chest puff up with pride—
her piebald markings seemed to glow even brighter in the island 
sunshine.

"You know," said Luna's father, "you're always welcome on our island, 
little spotted friend. Not many land animals are brave enough to help 
sea creatures."



"And you're very smart too," added Luna. "Maybe you could be an 
honorary island seal!"

Milky giggled at the idea. "I'd love that! But I think my short legs might 
not work very well in deep water."

Just then, Linda called from down the beach. "Milky! Time to explore 
more of the island!"

"I have to go," Milky said to her new friends. "But I'll never forget our 
adventure!"

"Neither will we," Luna promised. "And if you ever come back to Texel, 
you know where to find us!"

As Milky trotted back to Linda, her paws left little spotted-dog prints in
the sand alongside the flipper marks of her seal friends. She had 
learned something wonderful that day—adventures were always 
better when you used them to help others.

That evening on the ferry ride home, Milky curled up in Linda's lap, 
tired but happy. The island had given her a brand new kind of 
adventure, and she had made friends with creatures she'd only seen 
in picture books before.



"You've had quite a day, haven't you, my little explorer?" Linda 
whispered, scratching behind Milky's ears.

Milky's tail gave one sleepy wag. Tomorrow would bring new 
adventures back home in Rotterdam, but tonight she would dream of 
island beaches, friendly seals, and the wonderful feeling of helping 
someone find their way home—just like she had found her own way to 
the perfect family who loved her spots and her adventurous spirit.

The island had been magical, but the best part was knowing that 
wherever her travels took her, there were always new friends waiting to
be made and new ways to spread kindness across the world.











Milky's African Adventure

Long before Milky became famous in Rotterdam for her canal adventures, 
she was just a tiny puppy living under the bright African sun in South Africa. 
Even then, her beautiful piebald coat with its white patches scattered 
across tan fur made her stand out from her brothers and sisters.

Milky lived with her dog family on a small farm near the edge of the African 
bush. Her human family, were wildlife researchers who studied the 
amazing animals that lived in the area. Every morning, young Milky would 
wake up to the most incredible sounds—lions roaring in the distance, 
elephants trumpeting, and hundreds of birds singing their dawn songs.

One particularly hot day, when Milky was about four months old, she 
decided to explore further than ever before. Her short legs carried her past 
the vegetable garden, beyond the chicken coop, and toward the big trees 
that was at the beginning of the wild bush.

"I wonder what's out there," Milky thought, her spotted tail wagging with 
curiosity. The smells were unlike anything she'd ever smelled—wild and 
exciting and full of mystery.

As she sniffed around the base of a large tree, Milky heard a tiny squeaking 
sound. Looking up, she saw the most unusual creature she'd ever 
encountered. It looked like a tiny person with huge eyes and a long, fluffy 
tail!

"Oh my!" squeaked the little creature. "You're the most colorful dog I've 
ever seen! Are those white spots real?"

Milky giggled. "Yes, they're real! I'm what's called a piebald dachshund. My 
spots make me special. But what are you? I've never seen anything like you 
before!"

"I'm Kesi, a bushbaby!" the little primate said proudly. "We're also called 
galagos. We're nocturnal, which means we sleep during the day and play at
night. But I couldn't sleep because I'm worried about my little brother, 
Jengo."



"What's wrong with Jengo?" Milky asked, immediately concerned.

Kesi's big eyes filled with tears. "He was practicing his jumping yesterday 
evening—we bushbabies are excellent jumpers, you know—but he landed 
badly and hurt his leg. Now he's stuck in a tree and too scared to come 
down. Our mama went to find help, but she's been gone all day."

Milky's heart went out to her new friend. Even though she was far from 
home, she knew she had to help. "Show me where Jengo is! Maybe we can 
figure out a solution together."

Kesi led Milky deeper into the bush, chattering excitedly about bushbaby 
life. "Did you know we can jump over six feet in a single leap? That's like you
jumping the length of three cars! And our hands are so good at gripping that
we can hang upside down from branches."

They soon reached a tall marula tree where another little bushbaby sat on a
high branch, looking miserable and scared.

"Jengo!" Kesi called. "I brought help! This is Milky—she's a special spotted 
dog who wants to help you get down."

Jengo looked down nervously. "But I can't jump with my hurt leg, and the 
branches are too far apart for me to climb down slowly."

Milky studied the problem carefully. Her long body and clever mind were 
perfect for solving tricky situations. "I have an idea!" she announced. 
"Jengo, can you see that thick branch that's lower down? The one that's 
closer to the trunk?"



"Yes," Jengo replied.

"If you could get to that branch, could you slide down the trunk like a 
fireman's pole?"

Jengo perked up. "I think so! But how do I get to that branch?"

Milky wagged her tail. "I'm going to create a bridge for you!" She began 
gathering long, sturdy sticks in her mouth, piling them at the base of the 
tree.

Just then, they heard a deep rumbling sound. All three friends froze. 
Through the trees came the most magnificent sight—a family of elephants 
walking slowly toward the watering hole!

"Don't worry," whispered Kesi. "Elephants are gentle giants. They won't hurt 
us if we stay calm and quiet."

The largest elephant, a wise-looking grandmother, noticed the little group 
and approached slowly. She examined the situation with her intelligent 
eyes, then did something amazing. Using her trunk, she carefully lifted the 
pile of sticks Milky had gathered and arranged them into a perfect bridge 
between the low branch and the trunk!

"Thank you, great elephant!" Milky barked gratefully.

The elephant grandmother trumpeted softly, as if to say "you're welcome," 
then continued on her way with her family.



Jengo carefully made his way across the stick bridge and slid safely down 
the trunk into his brother's arms. "You saved me, Milky! And you too, 
grandmother elephant!"

Just then, they heard Mama Bushbaby calling from nearby. She had 
returned with Dr. Johnson, Milky's human friend, who had been searching 
everywhere for his adventurous puppy!

"There you are, Milky!" Dr. Johnson laughed. "I should have known you'd be 
making new friends and helping solve problems."

Mama Bushbaby examined Jengo's leg and was relieved to find it was only 
bruised, not broken. "Thank you, little spotted dog," she said to Milky. 
"You've shown great kindness to my family."

As Dr. Johnson carried Milky back home, she felt proud of her African 
adventure. She had learned about bushbabies and their amazing jumping 
abilities, discovered that elephants were not only huge but incredibly smart
and helpful, and most importantly, she had made two wonderful friends.

That evening, as the African sunset painted the sky in brilliant oranges and 
purples, Milky curled up with her dog family. She could hear Kesi and Jengo 
playing safely in the trees nearby, their happy chatter mixing with the 
evening sounds of the African bush.

"Africa is amazing," Milky thought sleepily. "There's so much to learn and so 
many friends to make." Little did she know that this was just the beginning 
of a lifetime of adventures that would take her around the world, but she 



would always remember her first big adventure helping her bushbaby 
friends under the wide African sky.

The spotted little dog fell asleep dreaming of elephant bridges and 
bushbaby jumps, already planning her next exploration of the wonderful 
continent she was lucky enough to call her first home.















Milky's Turkish Adventure

After settling into her new life in the Netherlands with her loving human 
mum Linda, Milky thought her traveling days might be over. But Linda had a 
wonderful surprise planned! One morning, she pulled out a bright blue 
suitcase and started packing colorful clothes.

"Guess what, Milky?" Linda said excitedly. "We're going on the adventure of 
a lifetime! We're flying to Turkey for two whole weeks!"

Milky's spotted tail wagged so hard her whole body wiggled. She had heard 
Linda talking about Turkey on the phone—something about ancient 
castles, hot air balloons, and the most delicious food in the world. But best 
of all, Linda had told her that Turkish people absolutely loved dogs!

The airplane ride was Milky's first time flying, and she was amazed by how 
tiny everything looked from up in the clouds. Linda held her special travel 
carrier by the window so Milky could watch the world shrink below them.

When they landed in Istanbul, Milky's nose was immediately filled with the 
most incredible smells—spices she'd never encountered, grilled meats, 
fresh bread, and something sweet and floral that made her tail wag with 
anticipation.

Their first adventure began right away. As they walked through the bustling 
Grand Bazaar, everyone stopped to admire Milky's beautiful piebald coat. 
"Çok güzel köpek!" called out Mehmet, a friendly carpet seller. Linda 
explained this meant "very beautiful dog" in Turkish, and Milky preened 
with pride.



"She's traveled all the way from Africa to the Netherlands, and now to 
Turkey!" Linda told Mehmet in English.

Mehmet's eyes lit up. "A world traveler! Just like the ancient traders who 
used to come through Istanbul. She brings good luck, I think!" He offered 
Milky a small piece of plain bread, which she accepted graciously.

Their next stop was Cappadocia, a magical region famous for its fairy 
chimneys—tall, cone-shaped rock formations that looked like something 
from a fairy tale. Linda had booked them a special hot air balloon ride at 
sunrise, and Milky would be the first dog passenger their balloon company 
had ever taken!

Early the next morning, as the sun painted the sky in shades of pink and 
gold, Milky found herself in a wicker basket floating high above the most 
amazing landscape she'd ever seen. Below them, hundreds of other 



colorful balloons drifted like gentle clouds, and the fairy chimneys 
stretched as far as she could see.

"Look, Milky!" Linda pointed to some caves carved into the rocks. "People 
lived in those caves thousands of years ago!"

Suddenly, their balloon pilot, Captain Emre, pointed excitedly toward the 
ground. "Look there! Wild horses!"

Far below, a small herd of beautiful horses was galloping freely across the 
valley. Milky barked with delight—even from high in the sky, she wanted to 
make friends with these magnificent creatures.

After landing safely, Captain Emre surprised them both. "Your little dog is 
very brave," he said to Linda. "Most dogs would be scared to fly so high, but 
she loved every minute! She's earned a special Turkish name—we'll call her
'Cesur,' which means 'brave one.'"

Their adventure continued when they visited Pamukkale, famous for its 
white terraced pools filled with warm, mineral-rich water. Linda and Milky 
walked carefully along the white limestone terraces that looked like frozen 
waterfalls.

As they explored, they met Ayşe, a young Turkish girl about eight years old, 
who was visiting with her grandmother. When Ayşe saw Milky's spots, she 
clapped her hands with joy.

"Büyükanne, look! This dog has spots like the ones in my favorite story!" she
called to her grandmother in Turkish, then switched to careful English for 



Linda and Milky. "My grandmother tells me stories about a magical spotted 
dog who brings happiness wherever she goes."

Büyükanne, a kind woman with twinkling eyes, smiled warmly at Milky. She 
spoke softly in Turkish to Ayşe, who translated excitedly: "Büyükanne says 
your dog has a special spirit. She can tell she's traveled far and made many 
friends."

But the most exciting part of their adventure happened at the ancient ruins 
of Ephesus. As Linda and Milky explored the marble streets where Roman 
emperors once walked, they heard a distressed mewing sound coming 
from behind some fallen columns.

Following the sound with her excellent hearing, Milky discovered a small 
kitten who had wandered away from his family and gotten trapped behind 
some rocks.

"Merhaba, little kitten," Milky said gently, using one of the Turkish words 
Linda had taught her. "Don't be scared. I'm here to help."

The kitten mewed pitifully. He was too small to climb over the rocks, and 
the gap was too narrow for Linda to reach through.



But Milky had an idea! Her long, sausage-shaped body was perfect for 
squeezing into small spaces. Carefully, she wiggled through the gap and 
gently nudged the kitten toward a lower opening where Linda could safely 
lift him out.

A crowd had gathered to watch, and when the kitten was safely rescued, 
everyone cheered! "Aferin Cesur!" called out several people, which Captain
Emre had taught them meant "Well done, brave one!"

Just then, a worried-looking woman came running up—it was the kitten's 
owner, Zeynep, who worked at the archaeological site. When she saw her 
kitten safe and sound, tears of relief filled her eyes.

"Teşekkür ederim!" she said to Milky, covering her spotted head with gentle 
kisses. "Thank you, beautiful dog!"

That evening at their hotel, Linda brushed Milky's coat as they watched the 
sunset over the Mediterranean Sea. "You've made so many friends in 
Turkey, Cesur," Linda said, using Milky's new Turkish name. "And you've 
shown everyone that kindness doesn't need words to be understood."

Milky curled up happily in Linda's lap, thinking about all her Turkish 
adventures. She had floated in a hot air balloon above fairy chimneys, 
walked on ancient Roman roads, made friends with people who spoke a 
different language, and even rescued a kitten!

Tomorrow they would fly back to the Netherlands, but Milky would always 
carry Turkey in her heart—a country where a little spotted dachshund could
be a brave balloon traveler and a hero to lost kittens, all in the same 
amazing adventure.











Milky's New Zealand Adventure

Milky was getting quite famous for her world travels, but when Linda 
announced their next destination, even the well-traveled little Milky was 
amazed.

"New Zealand, Milky!" Linda said excitedly, spreading out a colorful map. 
"It's called the Land of the Long White Cloud, and it's home to some of the 
most unusual animals you've ever imagined!"

Milky studied the map with her intelligent brown eyes. New Zealand looked 
like two green islands floating far away in the bright blue Pacific Ocean. She
had been to Africa, lived in the Netherlands, explored Turkey, and now she 
was going to visit a country where, Linda explained, there were birds that 
couldn't fly and animals that only came out at night!

The long airplane journey took them over snow-capped mountains, endless
ocean, and finally to Auckland, where Milky's first surprise was waiting. As 
they walked through the airport, she heard the most unusual sounds—not 
barking or meowing, but strange clicking and whistling noises!

"Those are native bird calls," explained their Kiwi guide, James, a cheerful 
man with a big smile who was waiting to meet them. "In New Zealand, we 
have more unique birds than anywhere else in the world. Wait until you 
meet some of them!"



Their first adventure took them to Rotorua, a place that smelled like rotten 
eggs but was actually full of amazing hot springs and geysers. Milky 
wrinkled her spotted nose at the sulfur smell, but her curiosity quickly took 
over when she saw steam shooting up from the ground like dragon's breath!

"This is geothermal activity," James explained to Linda while Milky sniffed 
cautiously at the warm ground. "The earth is showing off its power here!"

But the real excitement began when they reached the Redwood Forest. As 
they walked along the elevated treetop walkway, high above the forest floor,
Milky suddenly heard a deep, booming sound that made her fur stand on 
end.

"What was that?" she woofed nervously.

James grinned. "That, little traveler, was a kakapo calling! They're the 
world's heaviest parrots, and they can't fly. There are only about 250 left in 
the whole world, so you're very lucky to hear one!"

As if summoned by his words, the most extraordinary bird Milky had ever 
seen waddled out from behind a tree. It was enormous—almost as big as 
Milky herself—with beautiful green feathers that looked like they were 
designed for a fairy tale.



"Kia ora!" the kakapo squawked, which James explained meant "hello" in 
Māori, the language of New Zealand's indigenous people.

"Kia ora!" Milky barked back, her tail wagging with delight. She had never 
met a parrot who was bigger than she was and couldn't fly!

The kakapo, whose name was Manu, was fascinated by Milky's piebald 
markings. "You have very unusual feathers... er, fur," Manu observed 
thoughtfully. "Are you perhaps a rare breed of ground bird like me?"

Milky giggled. “I come from a long line of sausage dogs, but I've traveled 
here all the way from Africa, through the Netherlands and Turkey!"

"A fellow world explorer!" Manu exclaimed. "Though I must admit, I explore 
mostly by walking. These wings are more for balance than flying."

Their friendship was interrupted by a park ranger who came running up the 
path, looking worried. "James! We have a problem. A group of school 
children were hiking the lower trail when they spotted a baby kiwi bird that 
seems to be lost. The mother is nowhere to be found, and we can't get 
close enough to help—kiwis are very shy and easily frightened."

Milky's ears perked up immediately. Throughout all her travels, she had 
discovered she had a special talent for helping scared animals. "I'd like to 
help!" she offered eagerly.

James looked thoughtful. "You know, Milky might be exactly what we need. 
She's small, gentle, and has experience with nervous animals. Plus, kiwis 
are closer to her size than we are."



They carefully made their way down to the forest floor, where they found 
the tiniest, fluffiest bird Milky had ever seen. The baby kiwi was about the 
size of a tennis ball, with soft brown feathers and a long, thin beak perfect 
for poking into the ground looking for worms.

"Hello, little one," Milky said softly, approaching very slowly. "My name is 
Milky. Are you lost?"

The baby kiwi looked up with bright, scared eyes. "I... I was following my 
mama, looking for food. But then I heard a loud noise—I think it was one of 
those big flying machines—and I ran and ran, and now I don't know where I 
am!"

Milky's heart melted. "Don't worry. I'm very good at finding things. My long 
nose is excellent for following scents. Can you smell your mama 
anywhere?"

The little kiwi sniffed the air carefully with his long beak. "Yes! She smells 
like... like fresh earth and the special grubs we were digging for this 
morning. The scent is coming from that direction!" He pointed toward a 
dense patch of ferns.

"Perfect!" Milky announced. "Follow me, but stay close. We'll find your 
mama together."

Using her experienced tracking skills—the same ones that had helped her 
find Luna the seal on Texel and rescue the kitten in Turkey—Milky led the 
baby kiwi through the forest. Her white and tan coat made her easy to spot 
among the green ferns, and the little kiwi stayed right behind her.



Soon they heard a frantic calling sound from ahead. "That's Mama!" the 
baby kiwi chirped excitedly.

Sure enough, a larger kiwi bird came rushing through the underbrush, her 
relief obvious as she gathered her baby close with her wings.

"Thank you, spotted dog," the mother kiwi said gratefully. "Kiwis aren't used 
to getting help from four-legged friends, but you've shown great kindness to
our family."

The park ranger was amazed when Milky led both kiwis safely back to the 
group. "That was incredible, Milky! You've helped reunite one of New 
Zealand's most precious bird families."

That evening, as they stayed in a cozy lodge overlooking Lake Taupo, Linda 
scratched behind Milky's ears while they watched the Southern Cross 
constellation appear in the crystal-clear night sky.

"You've done it again, my brave little explorer," Linda said proudly. "Every 
country we visit, you find a way to help the local wildlife."

Milky wagged her tail contentedly. New Zealand had been full of surprises
—flightless parrots, underground steam, and the tiniest, fluffiest birds 
she'd ever met. But best of all, she had learned that no matter how far from 
home she traveled, there were always new friends to meet and ways to 
help others.



As she fell asleep to the sound of native birds calling across the lake, Milky 
dreamed of kakapo feathers and kiwi beaks, already wondering what 
amazing adventure awaited her next. The world was full of wonderful 
places and creatures, and her spotted coat seemed to be a passport to 
friendship wherever she roamed.











Milky's Christmas Adventure - The Final Story

It was Christmas Eve, and Milky was curled up by the fireplace, looking at 
all her adventure photos scattered across the floor. There were pictures 
from Iceland with her puffin friends, more photos from Australia with Ruby 
the kangaroo, and so many more memories from her travels around the 
world.

"What are you thinking about, little one?" asked Mum, settling down beside 
her fluffy white dog.

Milky wagged her tail gently. She was thinking about all the wonderful 
animals she'd met – from the brave Icelandic horses to the laughing 
kookaburras, from Arctic foxes to desert echidnas. Each friend had taught 
her something special about kindness, courage, and friendship.

As the snow began to fall outside their window, Milky heard familiar 
sounds. A kookaburra's laugh echoed in the distance, followed by the 
gentle whinny of horses. But that was impossible – they were back home, 
far from Iceland and Australia!

Milky padded to the window and gasped. In their snowy garden stood all 
her animal friends from around the world! Frost the Icelandic horse was 
there with his silver mane sparkling in the moonlight. Ruby the kangaroo 
had somehow hopped all the way from Australia, with her joey peeking out 
excitedly. Even Pippa the puffin and Kenny the kookaburra had come to 
visit.



"Merry Christmas, Milky!" they all called together. "We couldn't let 
Christmas pass without seeing our favorite adventurer!"

Milky's heart felt so full of joy that she thought it might burst. She ran 
outside into the snow, where all her friends gathered around her. They 
shared stories of their homes, played games in the snow, and reminded 
each other of all their exciting adventures together.

As the clock struck midnight and Christmas Day began, Frost stepped 
forward. "Milky, you've shown us that friendship has no borders. You've 
brought animals from all over the world together with your kind heart."

"And now," added Ruby, "wherever we are, we'll always be connected by the
adventures we've shared."

Milky looked around at all her friends – some with fur, some with feathers, 
some with scales, all with hearts full of love. She realized that the greatest 
adventure of all wasn't traveling to distant places, but the friendships she'd 
made along the way.

"Thank you all for being my friends," Milky said, her voice warm with 
happiness. "You've made every adventure magical."

As the first light of Christmas morning began to shine, her friends started to
fade like a beautiful dream. But Milky wasn't sad. She knew that 
somewhere in Iceland, Pippa was teaching her chicks about the brave little 
dog who visited them. In Australia, Ruby was telling her joey about their 
fluffy friend. And in countries all around the world, animals were sharing 
stories of Milky's kindness.

Mum found Milky still by the window, tail wagging peacefully. "Ready for 
Christmas breakfast, my little explorer?"

Milky barked happily and trotted to her bowl. Her traveling days might be 
over, but her heart would always be full of wonderful memories and friends 
from every corner of the world.

And on quiet nights, when the wind whispered through the trees, Milky 
could still hear the distant calls of her friends, reminding her that true 
friendship lasts forever.



Thank you for joining Milky on all her adventures! From her very first journey 
to this final Christmas tale, Milky has shown us that the world is full of 
friends waiting to be discovered, and that kindness is a language every 
creature understands.

Merry Christmas to all!








