


AT THE END OF THE DAY,  
THE SUN GOES DOWN.
HAPPILY SETTING BEHIND  
THE HILLS OF THE TOWN.



“HURRY UP, WE’LL BE LATE!” CRIES THE QUICK LITTLE CALF
AS SHE RUNS HAND IN HAND WITH HER MOMMY GIRAFFE.



“WE’RE ALMOST THERE, WE’RE NOT DOING SO BAD”
LITTLE ELEPHANT SAYS TO HIS DADDY AND DAD.




