
Monsters
Ten pointy teeth and eight legs just beneath,

You’ll find him by lakes and by rivers,
He’s really quite slimy,
Don’t trust him at all,

You can tell by the way that he slithers!
 

Next up,
A creature, 

Who’s head’s in the sky,
And that’s when he walks with a hunch!

He hides in the clouds with his mouth open wide,
And gobbles up aer’planes for lunch!

 
Last but not least,
A fearsome beast,

Who’s knuckles, they drag on the floor,
Lucky for you that he doesn’t walk far,
Because his fingers get ever so sore!
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