Kings of the Ice

King of the ice, their home fading away,

Ice melts fast, and they cannot stay.

Now they march in a frigid world so vast.

Guided by determination, their courage steadfast.

Penguins face winds that bite and sting,

Every storm is like a brutal king.

Nights are cold, the path is long,

Great winds howl, but the penguins still push on.

Under the sky, they march through the night,
In hope and perseverance, they find their light.
Never defeated, they push through pain,
Success is theirs, with new land to gain.




