On rocky shores where waves do crash,
A steadfast spirit makes a splash.
With flippered grace, it moves with might.

Through icy depths, it claims the night.
In freezing storms, it stands with pride,
Against the chill, it will not hide.

A testament to strength and will,

With every challenge, it climbs the hill.
Each waddle speaks of battles fought,
Of endless journeys, lessons taught.
In a world of white and shadows cast,

The penguin perseveres, steadfast and vast.




