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I’m called a possum, but I’m not.

I’m cute and very small,

and while I might look like a mouse,

I’m not a mouse at all.

The food that’s mentioned in my name

is not a thing I eat,

instead I lick the banksias –

their nectar’s very sweet!

I am            

I’ve long, soft ears, a pointed snout,

large feet and springy legs.

I really like delivering

those shiny Easter eggs.

And while I’m not the only one 

who works in egg supply,

I’m native to Australia

unlike that other guy.

I am
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I have a beak, and feathers too, 

and wings with which to fly,

though I prefer to walk or run 

than flap into the sky.

I build a nest of dirt and leaves –

it’s large and on the ground.

Then when my chicks hatch from their eggs,

they dig out of the mound.

I am            

I look quite like a kangaroo,

although I’m not as tall.

I have a stripe across each cheek –

a white diagonal.

The coloured fur upon my paw

looks like a blackened glove.

And if you like cute animals,

I’m one that you will love.

I am


