


In the heart of the jungle, where colors abound,
Lived a parrot named Polly, with feathers so round.
With hues of red, blue, and green, she was bright,
But the jungle faced a drought, a terrible plight.

The rivers ran dry, the trees wilted away,

The animals cried out, longing for a brighter day.
But Polly had a plan, a quest to embark,

To find the rainbow berries, hidden in the dark.

For legends spoke of their magical might,
Bringing rain to the jungle, shining so bright.
With determination in her eyes, Polly took flight,

Across the canopy, soaring with all her might.

Through dense foliage and rivers wide,
Polly journeyed, with hope as her guide.
For the rainbow berries held the key,

To save the jungle, and set it free.

With each beat of her wings, Polly drew near,
To the mystical place, devoid of fear.

And there, amidst the emerald green,



The rainbow berries shimmered, a sight unseen.

With joy in her heart, Polly gathered them tight,
Knowing their magic would bring back the light.
She soared back to the jungle, a hero so grand,

As rain fell gently, upon the dry land.

The rivers flowed once more, the trees stood tall,
And the animals rejoiced, with a grateful call.
For Polly, the parrot, had saved the day,

With her colorful wings, leading the way.

The end.
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