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CAMEL
COMPLETELY 

FINE
CLEO THE



Cleo the camel was  
completely fine. 



‘More than fine,’ grinned Cleo. 
‘In fact, I’ve never felt better!’



‘Aren’t you too hot?’  
asked Lizard,  

hopping up and down  

on the burning sand. 



‘Oh no,’ puffed Cleo. 

 ‘This heat makes me feel alive!’



‘Sunshine makes me feel dizzy,’  
groaned Jerboa, searching for some shade. 



‘I can’t get enough,’  
beamed Cleo, trying her  

best not to faint.


