





High in the gum tree, the koala sleeps.
Fluffy as a little cloud, cuddled in the bran
Sometime, not very soon, it will wake,
Eat leaves and sleep again.
Sleep and sleep and sleep,
While all around the gum leaves sigh

A never-ending lullaby.



i
Teacup small these little monkeys,

 Mama, papa and their twins,

They go dancilng'ﬁhij._'uugh the treetops —

Golden Lion Tamarins!




Snail Shells

A curly suit of armour, A shell is like a caravan
That’s the snail’s spiral shell. And allows a snail to roam.

[t protects the snail from drying out; But if you take one from your garde

From hungry mouths as well. It will find its way back home!




