
        
            
                
            
        

    









There once was a penguin, 
a cute little fellow,
with feathers bright red 
and his tiny feet yellow.
 
Pomodoro’s his name 
and, like all girls and boys,
he loves solving puzzles 
and playing with toys.
 





He also loves pasta-
his favorite meal.
Lasagna, spaghetti,
baked ziti’s ideal!
 
He loves pasta so much
he eats it for lunch,
for breakfast, for dinner, 
for snacks - even brunch!
 





One day in his bedroom 
Pomo sat by himself
and played with a yo-yo 
he found on a shelf.
 
But after a while 
he was bored with his stuff. 
He had solved all his puzzles 
and toys weren’t enough.
 





“Oh, Mom!” cried the penguin. 
“I haven’t a clue.
I’ve played all my games.
Now what should I do?”  
 





Hearing this, Mama penguin
replied to her son,
“Go make a few friends-
that should be fun.”
 
“I saw other kids at the park
down the street.
Why not play with them
until dinner’s complete?” 
 





Out the door of his house,
Pomodoro, he wobbled.
Down the street, to the park,
the red penguin waddled. 
 





As he approached
the park down the street,
he suddenly saw something
bounce past his feet.
 
A ball! Yes, a ball -
shiny, yellow and round.
He picked up the ball and said,
“Look what I found!”
 





“Hey, throw it back!”
said the big penguin boy.
Pomodoro wound up
and tossed back the toy.
 
Pomo asked the big penguin,
“Can I play ball with you?
Will you be my new friend?
May I toss the ball too?”
 





“You’re too small,” said the penguin.
(His voice was so rude!)
“I don’t play with RED penguins!”
(What a bad attitude!) 
 





Pomodoro was sad. 
Tears began to well-up.
He turned to head home.
The red penguin gave up!
 
“You’re too small! You’re red!
Why was he so mean?”
Dejected, rejected,
such a heartbreaking scene.
 





He moped and he mumbled
as he walked down the hill -
when a “Hoot, hootie, hooo”
up his spine, sent a chill.
 





“Owl play with yoooooo!”
said a voice from the tree.
The penguin looked up -
“Are you talking to me?” 
 
On a branch sat an owl.
“I’m Violet,” she said -
 
 





Then she swooped down -
landing right on his head! 
 
“Ignore that mean penguin.
I think that you’re cute.
Whether you’re black or red,
I don’t give a hoooooot!” 
 





“I don’t think you’re short. 
To me, you are tall!
Of course, I’m an owl
and small after all.”
 





“So, you’ll be my friend,
whether I’m red or black?
First, one small question,
what’s YOUR favorite snack?”
 





“If I had to choose,
I would say, ‘Pasta, please.’
Though I love every kind,
my favorites are these:
 
A plate of spaghetti 
or cheese macaroni -
fun bow tie pasta
or baked rigatoni!” 
 





“Me, too!” exclaimed Pomo.
“Oh wow, this is cool!
Are you free to come play
every day after school?”
 
“Of course,” answered Violet,
“We have stuff in common!
We’re a penguin and owl
who like ziti and ramen!”
 





“It’s getting late -
I don’t mean to be rude.
I need to get home,
my mother made food.”
 
“I know she made pasta.
I’m not sure what kind.
Hey -  join us for dinner!
I’m sure she won’t mind!”
 





Mom baked lasagna.
Oh, what a great treat!
“Can my friend Violet
join us to eat?”
 
“Grab one more plate,”
said the red penguin’s mother.
“There’s plenty of food 
and room for another!”
 
 





Pomodoro and Violet
sat down to dinner.
They shared the lasagna.
It sure was a winner!
 





The pair are now friends -
two birds of a feather -
playing games, eating noodles,
and sticking together.
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Sign up for the author's New Release mailing list
and get a free copy of the latest holiday sensation -

Pomodoro Penguin and the Thanksgiving Dinner Dilemma.

Click here to get started:

www.PomodoroPenguin.com





