Good Old Puffin
by Deborah Ruddell
Good old puffin holds her ground
while bitter breezes swirl around

her lonely, frozen lookout place

And sting her sober, chalky face.

When midnight comes, it starts to

      sleet

and blocks of ice surround her feet.

Beside her rests her cocoa cup.

Now grab it, puffin!  Drink it up!
