
THE GOLDEN WOMBAT
Max was always noisy.  The door slammed behind him.

“Mum, I’m home!” he shouted through the house.

Julie tried to ignore him.  She was watching the Wiggles on television.

“What happened at school today, Max?”  Now Mum was making noise.

“Nothin’ much,” Max answered.  “Jimmy said he watched a movie last night about 
someone from olden days, sent by his king to find a golden sheepskin.  He had this magic 
wooden boat.”

Julie stopped the Wiggles Show.  It was too noisy right now.

“I told him that’s silly,” Max was saying.  “Sheep grow wool, not gold.”

“I’ve seen a wombat with golden fur,” Julie called out.

“Nah,” Max sneered.  “You’re making that up!”

“No I’m not!” Julie answered.  “Yesterday, down by the creek.  Just before 
dinnertime.”

“Sure!”  Max sneered again.  

Julie was annoyed.  Why do big brothers think they are so smart?  

“So let’s go down there this afternoon and watch,” Max dared her.

“He might not go there every day,” Julie said.

“Changing your story already, Julie?” Max teased her.

“We’ll all go down together,” Mum broke up the squabble.  “And Max, you be quiet.  
No noises to scare him away, you understand?”

“I’ll be quiet,” Max promised.  “I don’t want Julie to start making excuses.”

Later that afternoon, just as the sun was about to set, they all went down to Julie’s 
favourite place near the creek.

“I saw him walking along the creek, over there.” she pointed to a small wattle tree.

“Then let’s all sit here and wait,” Mum said.  “Max, you keep quiet.”

“I think that might be his burrow over there.  Under that tree.”  Julie pointed to the far 
bank of the creek.  Yes, that looked like a wombat burrow.  It was almost hidden behind a 
drooping branch.  The branch was covered with sprays of wattle.

They watched carefully.  After a few minutes they saw the branch move.  A wombat 
poked his head out.

“There he is!” Julie whispered.



The wombat looked around and then came all the way out.  As he walked out through 
the branch, bits of wattle stuck to his fur.  It covered him. He came all the way out and turned 
to one side to walk along the creek bank.  

The setting sun was shining on him.  It made the wattle on his fur glow like gold.

“Isn’t that beautiful,” Mum said.

“It’s just a wombat,” Max grumbled.

“It’s a wombat with golden fur! So what do you say now, smarty-pants?”

Another argument was coming, Mum thought to herself. She had to distract them. “Let 
me tell you about some other animals in the bush,” she said.



THE DINGO AT THE PRE-SCHOOL

This was a very exciting day. It was the first day of pre-school! Freddie the little 
echidna was walking behind his mother.  Why do you think he was walking behind?

Because he didn’t know the way yet! It was his first day! Freddie wasn’t very smart, so 
he always walked behind his mother when they went somewhere new, so she could show him 
which way to go.

He was happy when he saw other children there from his playgroup in the playground.  
They all hugged each other, except no-one hugged Freddie. Even though Freddie wasn’t very 
smart, they all liked him because he was very generous. But they didn’t hug him because 
Freddie was an echidna, and his spikes could hurt them.  

George and Harry, the two big lizards, were there, too. They weren’t very friendly to 
the others. They didn’t hug anyone except each other. George had a frill around his neck and 
wanted everyone to call him ‘Gorgeous George’. Harry had a blue tongue.

The Platypus twins, Prudence and Percy were in the wading pool. Karen Kookaburra 
was in the tree, telling jokes to Carla Koala. It didn’t matter to her that Carla kept falling 
asleep. Wendy Wombat was scratching her side against the tree.

 “Stop making the tree shake!” Carla called down to Wendy. “I’m trying to sleep!”

Then there was Wally the wallaby. He had a bruise on his face. He kept tripping over 
his own feet when he tried to hop. Lucy Lyrebird in one corner of the playground was busy 
preening her tailfeathers.

Mrs Kangaroo called all the children together.  She even made sure Carla was awake.

“Children, welcome to Kangaroo Kindergarten! The playground has a fence around it, 
and I’ve made sure nothing inside that fence can hurt you. So make sure you don’t go outside 
it. Now, play in there now while I get everything ready inside the rooms.”

Freddie found a trail of ants. He followed the trail across the playground, slurping them 
with his sticky tongue as he went.  He finished near the end of a big pipe. This pipe had a hill 
built over the middle so the children could roll down the hill and crawl through the pipe 
underneath. The ants were coming from a hole under the end of the pipe. Freddy scratched 
into the soil, following the ant hole down deeper.

“Oh, no!  A dingo!” That was Karen, shouting from her perch in the tree.  

“Not another of your silly jokes, Karen,” Wendy grunted.

“No, a real dingo!” Karen shouted as a brown shape started climbing over the fence.  

Freddie was scared. So he did what echidnas always do. He dug straight down, using 
his front and back feet so he looked like he was sinking straight down into the ground.  Soon 
only the tops of his spikes were showing. They looked just like a clump of dead grass.



“Quick, everyone!  Into the burrow!” That was Wendy. She was a wombat, and 
wombats are the smartest critters in the bush. Carla, who was asleep up the tree, stayed where 
she was. Dingos can’t climb trees, so she’ll be safe. And Karen Kookaburra stayed on her 
branch.  

Wally tried to hop over to the pipe, but tripped over again. Wendy ran over and pushed 
him towards the pipe. While she was doing this Prudence and Percy hid in the pipe. George 
and Harry ran in after them.  

Wendy pushed Wally into the end of the pipe and then followed him in. Her rump, with 
its thick dingo-tough hide, blocked the end of the pipe just in time.

“Grrr!” The dingo was annoyed that he hadn’t been fast enough. Wendy’s rump 
blocked the pipe completely. He started prowling around, and then he saw the other end of 
the pipe was still open.  He crouched at the end of the pipe and looked in. Yes! He could 
crawl in and pull out the two platypuses!  

“Don’t you come in here, you smelly dingo!” Percy shouted at him, trying to be brave.  
“I’ll stab you with my spurs!”

But the dingo wasn’t scared. He knew that only grown-up platypuses have poisonous 
spurs.

Freddie knew he was safe himself. He was buried into the ground and his spikes looked 
just like dead grass. But he could hear everything that was happening. Percy was in danger!

So Freddie made himself feel as brave as he could, and jumped straight up. His spikes 
poked the dingo in the belly.

“Ouch!” the dingo cried, and looked around to see what had stabbed him.  Nothing 
there but dead grass. He sniffed around. Then Freddie jumped up again and stabbed the 
dingo’s nose.

“Ouch!” the dingo cried, and held his nose as he staggered forward a couple of steps.  
This left his belly right over Freddie, so Freddie jumped up and stabbed him in the belly 
again.

“Ouch!” the dingo cried again, and looked around. There was no-one there, just dead 
grass. He didn’t know what was happening, and this scared him. He ran for the fence and 
jumped over it in one big leap, he was so scared of whatever was stabbing him.

Everyone loved Freddie!  Even though he wasn’t very smart, he was very brave and 
had saved his friends from the dingo.



THE EASTER ECHIDNA

Every year, the same thing happened. Two little chocolate Easter eggs were found in 
the sand pit at Mrs. Kangaroo’s Kindergarten. Nobody knew how they got there.

Mrs. Kangaroo said they were left by the Easter Echidna. They were just the right size 
to be echidna eggs, but they were solid chocolate. Not hollow, like other easter eggs. Mrs. 
Kangaroo would cut them into quarters, or sixths, or eighths, or however many children were 
at the preschool the next day.

But George and Harry had an idea. Actually, it was George who had the idea; Harry 
didn’t have any ideas, ever. It happened the night before the Easter echidna was expected.

“Harry, let’s stay awake all night tonight. We’ll sneak down to the sand pit and wait for 
the Easter Echidna. Then we can have a whole egg each.”

“There’ll only be two eggs, George. Will that be enough for one each?” Harry wasn’t 
very smart.

So they hid outside the playground, where they could see the sand pit.  It was a full 
moon,  like it  always is  at  Easter,  so they could see everything that  happened.   Then,  at  
midnight, they saw something dark creep onto the sand pit. It was hard to tell, even with a  
full moon, but it looked like a chocolate-coloured echidna.

George had explained that the idea was to wait until the two eggs were laid and then 
take them afterwards; but Harry was too excited to pay attention.

“There she is!” George whispered.

“Let’s get her!” Harry said, and ran for the tiny gap under the fence.

“You idiot!” George shouted at him, but now the echidna knew they were there. George 
ran at the fence, too.

The chocolate echidna did what echidnas always do when they are frightened. She 
started to dig into the sand.

Harry was stuck under the bottom rail of the fence, but wiggling hard to get through. 
The echidna was getting deeper and deeper, until only the tops of her spikes were showing.

Just as the last of her spikes disappeared below the sand, Harry managed to get free. 
He ran to the sand pit. But he couldn’t see where the echidna had been.  He started digging in 
the middle of the sandpit, where he though she had been.

He kept  digging,  until  he  came to  the  concrete  at  the  bottom of  the  sandpit.  “She 
wouldn’t be able to dig through concrete, you dope!” George snarled at him.  But there was 
no trace of the echidna. 

Harry made the hole wider, digging around the edges and throwing the sand out of the 
pit.  He did this  for  hours.  Still  no hint  of  the  echidna;  not  even the  small  of  chocolate. 
Meanwhile, almost all of the sand had been scratched out of the sand pit.



“Are you sure it was an echidna?” Harry asked. “It’s hard to tell by moonlight. It might  
have been just a shadow.”

George hissed at him. “You’re a dope! Next time I’ll do this myself, and keep both 
eggs.”

But there never was a next time. Mrs. Kangaroo found no chocolate eggs in the sand pit 
next morning, nor the year after that, nor any year ever again.



HOW WALLY LEARNED TO HOP

Wally was a very unhappy wallaby. His mother loved him, and his friends always 
encouraged him, but it just didn’t help.

Wally was a wallaby that couldn’t hop.

He tried hard. He tried very hard.

“Don’t worry, Wally,” his mother would say.  “Some learn when they are very little, 
others take a bit longer. You’ll be all right.”

Others weren’t so kind. George, that lizard with the frills around his neck, was very 
rude. “Wally the Wobbilly Wallaby” he would sneer. And then run away, daring Wally to 
chase him. Because Wally couldn’t. He would fall flat on his face every time.

Today Wally was wallaby-walking along a ridge. When wallabies don’t need to go fast, 
they have a strange way of walking. They put their two front paws on the ground to help 
them balance and take their weight on their tail. Then they swing both their feet forward 
while balancing on the hands and tail, and move their hands and tail forward again.

“Help!  Help!” That voice was coming from the bottom of the valley, near the stream.  
It sounded like a platypus.

“Help!  Save my eggs from these two horrible goannas!”  Yes, it was Mrs. Platypus, 
Percy’s and Prudence’s mother. She needs help!

So Wally immediately started hopping down the slope to the stream as fast as he could 
go. But he only got as far as one hop. As usual, he tripped over his own feet again and crash-
landed on the slope.

But the slope was so steep that he couldn’t stop rolling. He bumped into rocks on the 
way down, and started them rolling down the hill too. And he bumped into tress and bounced 
off, and so did all the rocks that were rolling with him. The whole side of the valley was full 
of shaking trees and bushes, and the noise was very loud.

Meanwhile, George and Harry were sniffing through the platypus burrow.

“Are you sure this is a good idea, George?” Harry was asking all the time.  He was 
worried they would get into trouble.

“No worries, Harry,” George sneered.  

“Mrs. Platypus might hurt us.”

“Platypuses don’t have teeth,” George told him as he sniffed again, trying to find the 
platypus eggs. George thought raw eggs were the best lunch ever!

“Hey, what’s that noise?” Harry sked.

Both lizards stopped and listened. There was a rumbling sound outside.

“I don’t know,” George said.



“I’m taking a look, just in case,” Harry said, and scampered to the burrow entrance as 
fast as he could. He looked up the slope and say all the trees shaking and all the bushes 
waving around.

“George, come out quick! There must be a hundred critters coming down the hill. We 
gotta get away fast!”

George liked to act brave, but he was always careful to only pick on critters smaller 
than himself. Eggs that haven’t even hatched were the safest of all. So when Harry said there 
were hundreds of critters coming, he was out of that burrow as fast as he could go. He didn’t 
even look around until he was too far away to hear anything.

Mrs. Platypus stayed with her burrow, of course. She watched the steep slope on the 
opposite side of the stream, and saw all the loose rocks roll down into the stream. In the 
middle of all those rocks was Wally, still rolling down the slope and banging into tress and 
more rocks on the way.  

By the time Wally was at the bottom of the slope he was covered in cuts and bruises. 
He tried to sit up.  

“What can I do to help, Mrs. Platypus?” he asked, but his voice sounded strange 
because some of his front teeth had been knocked out.

“Oh, you brave, brave boy!” Mrs. Platypus was so relieved. “Let me help you! How 
clever of you, to start such a big landslide instead of just hopping down by yourself!”

“I tried to hop down by myself, but I can’t hop even on flat ground.  Landing on one 
foot and taking off again is just so hard!”

“But that’s not how wallabies hop, Wally! You jump off two feet, and land on two feet. 
That way you can balance better.”

“Oh!  I never thought of that!” Wally stood up on top of a rock beside the stream. “On 
two feet, you say?”

“Yes. Try it.”

So Wally jumped using both feet, and landed with both feet on another rock. “That 
wasn’t so hard!” Then he jumped again, using both feet and landing perfectly on two feet.

“That’s right, Wally! You can hop as good as any wallaby in the world.”

So I’m not Wally the Wobbilly Wallaby any more!”



FREDDIE GETS LOST

“Time to go shopping, Freddie!” Freddie’s mum called. “We’ll have lunch when we get 
back home.”

“Okay,” Freddie answered.  

“We’re going to different shops this time,” Freddie’s mum said.

“Okay.”

So Freddie walked behind his mum.  Do you know why?  That’s right!  Because 
Freddie didn’t know the way to the shops, so he had to follow his mum.

“Hmm, I hope we get back home soon,” Freddie thought to himself. “I’m hungry 
already.”

But he followed his mum until he saw a trail of ants. Yummy!  So he started to slurp 
some ants with his long, sticky tongue. They were delicious! He followed the trail, but he 
didn’t notice his mum was going in a different direction. Soon he got to the hole the end of 
the trail.  No more ants!

Freddie looked around.  He couldn’t see his mother anywhere.  He was very scared.

So he did what every echidna does when he is scared.  He started to dig himself into the 
ground.  Soon only his spikes were showing, like a clump of dead grass.

Freddie’s mum got to the shops.  She looked behind, but there was no Freddie! Oh no! 
She waddled back along the way she had come, looking for Freddie. She couldn’t find him! 
A kookaburra in the tree above started laughing.

“What are you laughing at?” Freddie’s mum said angrily.  “I’ve lost my little boy!”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” the kookaburra said. “I wasn’t laughing at you, I was just laughing.”

“Then help me find my Freddie.”

“Sure.  I’ll get everyone in the tree to help.” So the kookaburra woke up the two koalas 
that shared the tree with her. “Look for Freddie, the little echidna!”

“I haven’t seen any echidnas,” The old koala said.

“Of course not! You’ve been asleep all day! Get down on the ground and start 
looking.”

“I’m too tired.”

Start looking, or I’ll laugh all day and keep you awake.”

“All right then,” the koala answered, and climbed down to the ground. He wandered 
slowly along the ground, looking for an echidna. That was hard work!  He was getting very 
tired.

“I think I’ll have a little snooze, just to refresh myself, and look some more when I 
wake up.” So he looked around for a nice soft patch of ground.  Over there, on the grass!  He 



walked over to it and flopped down to sleep.  And suddenly, he knew exactly where Freddie 
was! I’ll tell you how, but first…

Freddie was getting more and more worried. What would his mother be thinking? What 
would she say when she found him? Would she find him? What if a dingo found him first?

Freddie was so scared that he dug himself in even deeper. He was so deep now that he 
couldn’t hear very much. He could only hear the very loudest of sounds, and feel the 
thumping of footsteps on the ground as other critters walked past. Oh, please don’t any of 
them be dingos!  He dug deeper still.

Now he could feel the footsteps nearby coming closer. And closer! They were almost 
on top of him, they felt so close? Oh, no, not a dingo!

Then suddenly a big weight fell on top of him and squeezed all the air out of him.  
There was a yelp of pain, and then he heard someone shout. It sounded like a koala voice.

“Get Mrs. Echidna! I’ve found Freddie!”

Freddie stuck his head above the dirt level. There was Grandpa Koala, rubbing his 
bottom where Freddie’s spikes had stabbed him.



THE EMU, THE KOOKABURRA AND THE LYREBIRD

Tomorrow would be a special day in the bush. Emma Emu was coming to visit!

Karen Kookaburra thought this would be a great time to play a joke on Lucy Lyrebird.  
She waited until Lucy was waiting for her mother outside school in the afternoon. Everybody 
else was there, so they would all hear what was going to be said.

“Oh, Lucy, you have such a beautiful tail!  My tail is so ordinary. Just short and grey,” 
Karen said sadly. “But yours is so beautiful!”

“Yes, it is,” Lucy said proudly. “But it takes a lot of work, you know. I have to spend 
so much time to keep it looking so beautiful.” Lucy was very vain about her tailfeathers.

“I’m sure you do,” Karen said, trying her hardest not to laugh. “It must be the most 
beautiful tail in the whole bush.”

“Yes, it is,” Lucy agreed, giving it a special little flick that made it shimmer even more 
than usual.

The next morning Emma joined the school. Everyone was in the playground at 
lunchtime. Karen put the second part of her plan into action.

“Emma, how fast can you run?” she asked, with everyone listening.

“I can run very fast,” Emma answered. “Out where I usually live the ground is all flat 
with not many trees, so running fast is easy.  Here in the hilly land there are too many things 
in the way.”

“The playground is flat, with not many things in the way. Why don’t you have a race 
with Wally?  He can hop very fast. Since he learned how to hop properly, he’s the fastest in 
the school.”

“Yes,” Wally agreed. “Just a friendly race, Emma.”

“Oh, all right then,” Emma agreed.

Everyone went to the long playground to watch the race. Prudence started it by saying 
‘Go!’ and Percy at the other end of the playground would decide who won.

Everyone was amazed at how fast Emma could run. She beat Wally by a long way.

“I know that wasn’t really fair, Wally,” Emma said at the end.  “I’ve had lots of 
practice running straight, while you rock wallabies usually jump in zig-zags. If we had to 
dodge around things I know you would have beaten me.”

“But I didn’t beat you, Emma,” Wally said with a smile. “You won fair and square.”

Karen called out over the cheering. “Emma, would you be able to run so fast if you had 
a bigger tail?”

“Oh, no,” Emma answered. “A big tail would be terrible!  It would spoil my balance, it 
would catch on bushes, it would slow me down a lot!”



“Such a big, strong bird!” Karen said loudly.  “You’re right; a tail would just get in the 
way.  And you look so smooth through the air with a smaller tail, too!  If you ever grew a big 
tail, what would you do then?”

“Emus don’t grow big tails,” Emma answered.

“But if it happened, what would you do?”

“I suppose I’d have to trim it, cut it short,” Emma answered.

So Karen got talking to all her friends. “Emma is such a big, strong bird! And so fast! 
She said she would cut her tail off if it grew too long.” And she kept on saying this to 
everyone. All afternoon the word spread through the school. Big, strong birds don’t have big 
tails!

 

The next morning Lucy came to school with a very smug look on her face. Karen was 
waiting at the gate for her.

“Lucy! What happened to your tailfeathers?” She asked.

“Oh, I just gave them a bit of a trim,” Lucy answered.

“A bit of a trim?  You’ve cut them right off!”

“Well, a big, beautiful bird like me doesn’t want a big, floppy tail.  It just gets in the 
way.”

And that was when Karen started laughing. She just couldn’t stop! She fell to the 
ground and rolled around, she was laughing so hard.

“Two days ago you said nothing except to boast about your big, beautiful tail feathers. 
Now you’ve cut them off yourself! How stupid are you? How VAIN are you!” Karen started 
laughing again, and couldn’t stop.  

When everyone else realised how Lucy had been tricked into cutting off her own tail, 
they started laughing too. Soon even the teachers were trying not to laugh, but they couldn’t 
help themselves. Vain Lucy! Her vanity was her downfall.

Eventually the Head Teacher calmed herself enough to talk without laughing.

“Don’t worry, Lucy. They’ll grow back again, as good as new. But let this be a lesson 
to you. Be yourself, and don’t just copy what everyone else says.”

Lucy looked at all the other students, still grinning and wiping away tears of laughter. 
For a moment she hated Karen for tricking her, and then she thought again. Karen hadn’t 
tricked anyone. She hadn’t even mentioned that Lucy should cut off her own tailfeathers. 
Lucy had thought of that all by herself. She had only herself to blame.



GEORGE AND HARRY FIND TWO BIG EGGS

George and Harry were walking through the bush together.

“I’m getting a bit hungry, George,” Harry said.

“Yeah, so am I.”

“I’d like an egg.”

“Yeah, so would I.”

“Do you know where we could find some eggs, George?”

“If I knew that, would I be walking around looking?  I’d be there.”

“Yeah.  I suppose you would.” Harry wasn’t very smart if he needed that explained to 
him. “So why aren’t you there?” Yes, Harry wasn’t very smart at all.

George just flashed his frill neck at Harry, to show he was annoyed. Harry was smart 
enough to know when to stop complaining. The next thing after the frill flash was a bite. 
They kept plodding along.

Bonk! Harry had just walked into a big, round rock. Like I said, he wasn’t very smart.

“That rock wasn’t there yesterday!” Harry said, rubbing his face.

George looked at the rock. Then he saw another rock beside it. They looked exactly the 
same.

“That’s not a rock, Harry. What chance of two rocks, exactly the same, just appearing 
right next to each other overnight?” He sniffed at them. “These are eggs, Harry!”

“Golly, I’ve never seen eggs that big before!”

“No.  Maybe they were left by that big bird from a long way away. The emu. Big birds 
lay big eggs.”

“I think you might be right there, George.  You’re so much smarter than I am!”

“Yes, I am,” George agreed.

Harry started biting at one of the eggs. It was so big and the shell was so strong that he 
couldn’t make a hole in it.

“Golly, George! How are we supposed to get into these eggs?”

George tried a few bites as well, but couldn’t break through.

“I’ve got an idea, George!” Harry said. “We could get a rock and break them!”

“No, that’s a silly idea, Harry. All the stuff inside would leak out. We would only get 
the tiny bit left in the shell.”

“Yeah, you’re right George. I’m so glad that you’re so smart.”



“Yes, I am,” George agreed. “I’ve got a much better idea. I’ve seen snakes do this. You 
swallow the egg whole. Then you squeeze real hard, and the eggshell breaks while it is in  
your belly.  That way you get all of the stuff inside.”

“Wow! That’s a great idea, George!”

“Yes,  it  is,”  George  agreed.  Then  he  opened  his  mouth  as  wide  as  he  could,  and 
swallowed one egg whole. It hurt this throat a bit as it went down, but it filled his belly. “The 
other one is yours,” he said. And then burped.

So Harry opened wide and swallowed his egg in one big gulp.

“That was good,” Harry said. “Now, how do we crack the eggs?”

“Just squeeze your belly hard.”

So they both squeezed their bellies hard.  They squeezed them as hard as they could. 
But the eggs in their bellies just wouldn’t crack open.

“This is hard work, George,” Harry complained. “How else can we crack those eggs?”

“Maybe if I punch you in the belly,” George said, and hit Harry as hard as he could. 
But the egg still didn’t crack.

“I’ll  have  a  bruise  there  tomorrow,”  Harry  complained.   “And still  the  egg  hasn’t 
cracked.  What else can we do?”

“I know!” George said. He scurried onto a big rock, and then jumped to the ground, 
landing belly first.

“Owww!” He cried out. “That hurt!  But still the egg didn’t crack.”

“Maybe if you jump from the top of a tree,” Harry suggested.

That might crack the egg,” George agreed, “but it would also break my back.”

“Yeah,  I  suppose  so,”  Harry  agreed.  “I’m glad you’re  here  to  see  those problems. 
You’re so smart!”

The two lizards stood there for a few minutes, thinking. Harry didn’t think very fast, so  
he needed lots of time.

Maybe we should just go to sleep on the problem,” Harry suggested. “Then, when we 
wake up, we might have some ideas.”

“You’re right, Harry. When we wake up, the first idea I’ll have is ‘I want to go to the  
toilet.’ But if that egg hasn’t cracked by then…”

Harry imagined what George was talking about. That would be very painful! “Golly, 
George! We have to think of something real fast!”

“Yeah, I’m working on it.” George yawned. “But right now I’m so sleepy! I’m always 
sleepy after a big meal.” Then he curled up. It wasn’t a very tight curl, because his belly was 
so full, but it was the best he could do.



Harry was sleepy, too. He curled up next to George. Soon he was snoring. Lizards 
snore very quietly, so it didn’t wake George.

But when they woke up, the first thing they thought about was….  Yes, that’s right!

And it was very painful. That’s why lizards walk with their legs spread out so wide.



GEORGE AND HARRY HUNT PLATYPUS EGGS

George the frill-necked lizard was in one of his more thoughtful moods. Which meant 
that he was actually thinking. This was the second time it had happened in a year. Harry the 
blue-tongue didn’t understand what ‘thinking’ was like; it never happened to him.

“Harry, I hear that Mrs. Platypus has some more eggs.”

“Yeah, I heard that, too.”

“I think we should go to her burrow and steal them.”

“Now why didn’t I think of that?”

“Because you don’t think.”

“Oh.  I’d forgotten about that, George.”

“Anyway, this time we should wait until Mrs. Platypus goes out. Otherwise, she might 
make the hill fall on us, like last time.”

“Yeah, that was scary!”

So they walked down the stream until they were near Mrs. Platypus’ burrow. But Mrs. 
Platypus was smarter than George. She knew those lizards would be around, and she was 
watching for them. She saw them trying to hide behind a rock, but George’s big frill was easy 
to see. She knew haw to keep her eggs safe.

She had laid them at the end of her burrow, and then built up a wall of dirt to seal them 
away.  It looked like the burrow just ended, with nothing in it.

Time to put the plan into action! She said loudly, so the lizards could hear, “I think I 
should go to the shops now, in case it rains later. That should take me more than an hour.”

Of course, the lizards were too stupid to ask themselves ‘Why would Mrs. Platypus say 
this out loud?’ So they waited a few minutes, and then sneaked into the burrow. It was dark in 
there, so they went slowly. But Mrs. Platypus sneaked in after them, and started to build  
another wall across her burrow behind them, to trap them.

“How long is this burrow going to go on for?” Harry asked.

“How would I  know? I’m not  a  platypus,”  George answered.  “You ask some silly 
question, Harry.”

“That’s because I can’t think of any smart ones,” Harry explained. “But can you go a 
bit quicker?”

“OK,” and George started to walk normally instead of creeping slowly in the dark.

BONK!

“What was that bonking noise?” Harry asked.

“Dat wath me hitting my Noth againth de wall at de end of dith thilly burrow,” George 
anthered, and then thneethed the dirt out of hith nothtrilth. “Ah, that’s better!”



“So if this is the end of the burrow, where are the eggs?”

“I don’t know,” George said. “Maybe we took a wrong turn. Let’s go back.”

So they turned around in the tunnel. That meant that Harry was in front, and letting 
Harry lead is always a silly idea.

“This is taking longer than we thought,” Harry said. “We should move faster.” So he 
set off at a faster walk.

BONK! BONK!

Oh, my noth!” Harry thaid. “But what wath that thecond bonk?” Then he sneezed the 
dirt out of his nose.

“That was me bumping into your back!”

“Oh; ok.”

“I think you must have taken another wrong turn, you dope! So much for letting you 
lead!”

“OK, George; let’s turn around again, and you find the right turn. But we’re running 
out of time, so be quick!”

So they turned around again and started off at a trot.

BONK! BONK! BONK!

“O that hurtth my noth! George shouted.

“It hurtth my noth, too,” Harry answered. “You have a hard back!” He sneezed the dirt 
out of his nose. “But what was that third bonk?”

“When you bumped into me tho hard, you puthed me into the thoil again.” George 
cleared his nose again. George was starting to worry. “We gotta get out of here!”

“Yes; but how?”

Let’s back track one more time, slowly, following our own smell back. You’re smelly 
enough.”

“No need to be rude, George!”

“This time, we go slowly, so we don’t miss any turns.”

So the lizards slowly followed their own smells back.

“The tunnel is blocked again, George.”

“Let me check it out.” George squeezed past Harry.  “This dirt is soft, you dope! Why 
didn’t you notice that the first time? Mrs. Platypus is trying to trick us! We can dig through  
this and get out.”

And that’s how George and Harry escaped from the Platypus Tunnel of Death.


