
Beneath the gilded veil of  the dawn, the sun's radiance illuminates the crown.  

The penguins leap in arcs of  grace, as liquid mirrors replicate their pace.  

As their beak strikes the ocean bed, their golden arrow pierces the sapphire 

thread.  Beneath the waters where their kin are placed, their small figures 

leave a silvery trace.  

Truly a sight to behold, a view where stories are always told.  

Despite the venue where their beauty is held, human activity begins to 

corrode.  

A shadow lingers which leaves a mold.  

Pollution grows where water is stained, their freedom falls in nets restrained.  

Oh so silently they wail in pain, glimmers of  hope impaled in vain. 

Oh what we have done is no excuse, oh hearts so kind remain seduced.  

Receive their cries or meet their demise, the everlasting anger intertwined in 

somber.   

Let not our greed stay misplaced, let not our possession leave a trace.  

To hearts that remain untainted in faith, please arise to keep them safe.

Selected Value: Diligence and respect for others 

The sloppy sloth

Diligence, honour, praise, 
robbing restful routines. 
The bustling and the prosperous sprawl, 
there lies the truth I adore most of  all. 

The sloth, sluggish and slow, 
a stark contrast to diligence’s ceaseless flow. 
Curling like the oval brush tip, 
in leafy lushes, where he will be found. 

The havens held tight, 
fantasise through beaming light. 
Eat, play, sleep—a life’s refrain. 
No worry, no strain. 

Such a life, absurd as it seems 
 
The laziness, the slow, the blur. 
An endless race, stripped away, 
Wisdom you’ll find in another day. 
Diligence, the essential and the grand. 
The life we lost, craving firsthand. 
Caught in yearnings—money, fame, desire. 
Running from illusions, we toil and tire. 

The joy, the glee, the fleeting guest. 
In simplicity, in great moments of  rest. 
The sloth lies flat, leaves as its disguise. 
Do we know? Under the hurried skies. 
 
Lazy, yet worth your respect, 
his choice, his joy, his life—perfection. 


