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Australian Mythic Map
It may be very difficult to visit these 
magical sites because they are either 
continuously moving, camouflaged, 
invisible to the human eye, or a closely 
guarded national secret. 
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Useful Information

Human – A creature of technology
Mythic – A magical creature

In this book MYTHICS are highlighted in italics.  
A brief description and picture can be found in the 

GLOSSARY in the back.

Every double page spread has a hidden Willie Wagtail.

See if you can spot them.

What’s a Willie Wagtail?  
A Willie Wagtail is a small black and white bird that can be 
found throughout Australia.  
Also known as a Black and White Fantail or Shepherd’s 
Companion, this little flycatcher will defend its nest fearlessly, 
even against much larger birds such as eagles.
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Prologue: 
24 August – High Sanctuary

How did I end up here – a thousand miles from home, 
lost deep underground and all alone in the dark?  This 
is not how I imagined my mythic holiday ending up.  
How did I get mixed up in this war, battling monstrous 
ripsnorters?   Those creatures are bigger than gumtrees 
and can tear dragons apart.  I mean, what do they expect 
from me?  I’m just a nutter six centimetres high; even an 
angry mouse is a threat.  

I guess this is what happens from wanting excitement.  
Now my friend is dead and it’s all my fault.  What does 
it matter that I have seen an undersea city, flown up to a 
cloud oasis or surfed the Windy Tunnels – I’d give it all 
back to have my brave friend with me. 

Well, it doesn’t matter now; it will all be over soon.  Oh, 
how I wish I’d never come on this trip.  I wish I could go 
back to last year before any of this happened when I was 
safe and sound in Kings Park, daydreaming in a gumtree.
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Chapter One: 
24 August (1 Year Before) - Kings Park

‘What may be ordinary for you, can be extraordinary for others.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

Bored, bored, bored!
‘Kip Nutter.  Don’t just sit there like a frog on a log,’ 

shouted Granny Butternut, from the branch below.  ‘I need 
you to fetch a nut full of water and scrape the fungus off 
the gumtree.’

More chores – borrrrrr-ing!  I sighed then replied flatly: 
‘Ok, Granny, I’ll do it in a moment.’ 

From a bridge far below, the faint toot of a motor vehicle 
distracted me.  I gazed at the amazing city of Perth and soon 
I was pondering about people again.  I bet humans don’t 
have to scrape fungus off their house or lug nuts of water 
up trees.  I have even heard people can turn a knob in the 
wall and have instant water!  Humans and their technology 
fascinate me.  Imagine having rooms that light up with a 
press of a button, vehicles that travel without being pushed 
and moving pictures on screens that tell wonderful stories.  
However, all that’s not for us, it seems.  Being creatures of 
magic, the human world is forbidden to us mythics.  I have 
always wondered why.  Do they want nothing to do with 
us?  Do they even know we exist?  

My pondering ended as a lively doodackie buzzed in 
front of me wanting to play.  I smiled and broke a small 
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twig from the branch I was sitting on and tossed it far 
below.  The cute puppy-like mythic (often mistaken for 
a bee) wagged its tail and dived after it.  As I watched 
the doodackie disappear into the thick bushes below, I 
yawned; I had a bad case of the doldrums.  I knew I had 
much to be thankful for but it still didn’t change the fact I 
was bored.  You may think living in a realm with magical 
things would be non-stop excitement.  Sadly, you would 
be wrong.

‘Kip, are you still daydreaming?’ asked Granny, 
standing next to me and making me jump.  ‘You have jobs 
to do.  Don’t forget to wash the dishes and empty the toilet 
pans.  Oh, and the moss rugs have to be beaten as well.’

I gazed out over the city.  ‘Do you know humans have 
things called dishwashers, flushing toilets, and vacuum 
cleaners?’  I looked up at Granny and asked: ‘Why can’t 
our world be as exciting as theirs?’

 ‘What a load of rot,’ scoffed Granny, sitting alongside 
me on the branch.  ‘We mythics have it so much 

better than humans – we have magic!’
‘But they have technology,’ I 

said, pointing to 
the sky.  ‘Look 
up there; humans 

have vehicles that fly them to the clouds.’
‘Oh Kip, people are always in a hurry – 

they’re like ants, rushing here and rushing 
there.  You really don’t want what they have.’

‘How would I know?  We’re not allowed to 
be seen by a human, let alone talk to one.’

Granny sighed.  ‘For very good reason, Kip, but 
you are far too young to understand.’  She then looked 
at me seriously.  ‘For over a hundred years I have seen 
humans become more and more dangerous with their 
technology.  If we mythics hold any hope of surviving 
them, we must stay in hiding.’  Granny sighed again:  ‘Kip, 
you are only young; from a distance the human world may 
look exciting, but no good will ever come from sticking 
your nose into their affairs.’

‘I guess you’re right,’ I agreed – reluctantly.  ‘Anyway, 
I don’t spy on humans that often.’

Granny looked over her spectacles and gave me a 
frown.  ‘A few nutters have told me you are seen human-
gazing every day.’

‘Well, those nutters shouldn’t be sticking their nose 
into my affairs,’ I snapped, crossing my arms.

‘Kip, the only mythics allowed to interact with humans 
are majestics and I don’t see any wings on your back.  I 
know Uncle Tattle fills your head with exciting human 
tales, but he’s a majestic and an ambassador to humans – 
you are not.  If you don’t stop this silly interest in people 



you are going to get yourself in big trouble.’  Granny stood 
up and brushed her apron.  ‘Before you begin your jobs, 
why not take a walk around Kings Park – I always find 
that brightens me up.’ 

As usual, Granny was right.  It is hard to stay gloomy 
while strolling through Kings Park, where gumtrees are 
filled with colourful birds and amazing wildlife, and the 
sweet fragrance of honey nectar lingers in the air.  There 
are surely few places on earth as beautiful.  Uncle Tattle 
once told me Kings Park was one of the largest inner-city 
parks in the world.  I have no doubt about that, either.  
Truth is, were it not for its enchanted gumtrees, I would 
not have seen even a quarter of it.   Kings Park has very 

special trees with hidden magical doors that transport us 
instantly anywhere in the park.  It’s great for small mythics 
like me to zip around.  It also makes it easy to quickly 
disappear if spotted by humans.  Two thirds of Kings Park 
is untouched bushland so we mythics have lots of havens 
where we can escape and hide.

I jumped to the ground and wandered among the 
flowers in the park’s stunning botanic gardens. There are 
more than 3,000 different species of plants here unique to 
Western Australia – I know because I have counted them.  
I loved the brush-like grevilleas and wattles.  As I passed 
the colourful kangaroo paws, I couldn’t resist rubbing my 
face against their soft, velvety stems.  After my refreshing 
walk, I ignored Granny’s warning and threw caution to the 
wind by visiting picnic spots and playgrounds filled with 
people – it always makes me smile to see human children 
having so much fun.

For a while I sat in one of my favourite trees that gave 
me a sweeping view of 
the city of Perth and the 
Swan River (named for 
the elegant black swans 
that were its permanent 
residents).  Sighing, I 
looked at the Darling Range 
that stretched beyond Perth 
longing to explore it.
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‘You gazing at 
humans again?’ asked 

Gerta, poking her head out from a 
branch above.  Gerta was a nosey nutter 

around my age, the daughter of Mayor 
Plunkett.  She dropped onto the branch next to me and 
wagged her finger.  ‘You’ll get into trouble.’

‘Fair go, Gerta.  I wasn’t looking at them,’ I replied, 
saying a half-truth.  ‘I was looking at those distant ranges, 
wondering what sort of mythics live there.’

Gerta squinted her eyes to the east and shrugged her 
shoulders.  ‘Who cares – probably the same sort that lives 
here.  Why would you wonder about that anyhow?’

‘I wonder about things like that all the time.’
‘You’re weird,’ said Gerta, losing interest and walking 

away without a goodbye.  Gerta showed as much curiosity 
in the outside world as most nutters – absolutely zero.  

For most mythics, one day was pretty much the same 
as the next – no school, no weekends and no change.  This 
was a great life for those without ambition, but not a life I 
seemed to fit.  Sitting safe in a gumtree was 
not my idea of living.  Like a human boy 
with a stick in hand, adventure was what 
I was seeking.   I had a deep longing 
to explore the unknown, to face danger 
and test my limits.  In human terms, I 
wanted to ride the untamed stallion, 

battle evil and rescue a fair 
maiden.  The wild yearning for 
adventure was exploding within 
and it made me very restless 
indeed.  I needed to search further 
than my nutter world allowed.  I 
had to get out.

Other nutters seemed content to sit 
on their branch eating and sleeping, but that was not for 
me.  Don’t get me wrong; I loved Kings Park, but I knew 
every inch of it.  Next year, when I come of age, I plan to 
travel and branch out on my own – that was the only sort 
of ‘branch’ that really interested me.

As I began my walk back home to start my chores, I was 
nearly knocked out of the tree by a mob of mischievous 
squirts being chased by some very wet squeaks.  As they 
disappeared from sight, I thought of the other mythics 
I shared the gumtrees with.  You could always find: 
wobblies, bailups and drop bears, but the mythics we 
nutters commonly shared the branches with were squeaks, 

squirts and doodackies. 
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Bush-squirts were chubby 
little waterbags and very prankish 
by nature.  Rather childish and simple-
minded, these little hoodlums delighted in 
wetting passers-by with their squirt magic.  

Bush-squeaks on the other hand, were adorable 
green mythics with gumleaf-like heads.  

Generally they weren’t that bright.  Squeak-
magic made them rubbery and indesquashable. 

Doodackies, of course, were lots of fun.  
These puppy-like mythics were always ready 

to play.  But as for their magical ability, it’s a bit 
of a mystery what doodackies actually do.

There were other mythics in Kings 
Park but they pretty much kept to 
themselves – as most mythics do.  

For the rest of the day I plugged away at my job list - 
scraping dirt and fungus, hauling nuts of water and cleaning 
our gumnut house.  Later that night, when it was dark 
and most mythics were tucked in their gumtree homes, 
I crept out of my bedroom window and sat on a branch 
gazing down at the human city.  It looked amazing with its 
twinkling lights reflecting in the Swan River.  Uncle Tattle 
once told me about a human spaceman, I think his name 
was Astronaut, who called Perth, ‘The City of Lights’ 

when floating high above it in outer space.   Yes, Perth 
sure was beautiful.  The most isolated capital city in the 
human world surrounded by ocean and untamed country.  
Well, that’s what I heard.  As I had never left Kings Park 
I wouldn’t know.  I had not even seen the ocean and that 
was just ten kilometres away to the west.  Once I climbed 
the highest gumtree hoping to catch a glimpse of the sea 
but it must have been just out of sight over the horizon.  

Sitting on the branch with knees tucked under my chin, 
it started to rain and became chilly – after all it was August, 
the last month of winter in Australia.  Perth does get cold, 
but never enough to snow.  That was something I always 
wanted to see.  I had heard there was plenty of snow on 
mountains on the east side of the country.  One day I 
hoped to be the first nutter from Kings Park to witness 
this wonder.  As the rain started to pour I jumped back 
inside my cosy gumtree bedroom, called out ‘Goodnight’ 
to Granny, snuffed out the glow-orb and tucked myself 
into bed.   
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Next day was a 
repetition of the day before 
– the same old chores in 
the same old house.  A low 
flying plane soon had me 
thinking about the human 
world again.  Oh, how 
I envied them and their 

technology – life would be so 
much easier.  

The rain drizzled all morning until after lunch.  
Then the sun came out.  With some free time 
to spare, I hurried to one of the people-picnic-
spots, hoping to study humans not daunted by the 
weather.  Sure enough, I soon found an interesting 
group out barbecuing and having fun.  I hid in 
bushes next to them – to eavesdrop and observe.  
Just as I was getting comfortable… 

‘Stiffen the wombats!  Kip Nutter, how many 
times have you been told!’  I spun around panic-
stricken and came face to face with Gerta’s enraged 
father, who also happened to be the head-nutter in 
Kings Park.  Mayor Plunkett stood over me, hands 

on hips with a sour expression on his face as if 
he had just sucked a lemon.  ‘Gerta said you 

were still up to your old tricks spying 
on humans.  You have been warned 

countless times that their world is forbidden.  You’re not 
a majestic – there are no wings on your back.  It’s time I 
had some harsh words about you to your granny.  I don’t 
know how she puts up with your behaviour.  Come with 
me – let’s find Butternut.’
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Chapter Two: 
25 August - The Cheese and Cake Festival

‘No day ever leaves us the same.  Each day, in tiny ways, we either 
change for the better or for the worse.’  

Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

After Mayor Plunkett finally left, Granny crossed to 
the kitchen bench and quietly went about cooking dinner.  
She looked so disappointed.  I would rather she had ranted 
and yelled.  The silent treatment was quite unnerving.  
Thinking the smartest thing I could do was help clean, I 
climbed down to the pantry and started stacking the flour 
sacks and nut barrels into neat rows.  

Just as I was finishing, Granny climbed down the ladder.  
She looked at me with a sad expression and said: ‘I did say 
only trouble would come from your human gazing.  Now 
we have both been given an official warning.’

My shoulders drooped and I apologised, confessing: ‘I 
can’t help myself.’

‘I know, Bumblebee,’ she said, using her pet name for 
me.  She gave me a hug.  ‘Growing up is difficult.  Just 
try to do your best.’  Then she held me at arm’s length and 



smiled cheerfully.  ‘Hey, in exactly a week it is the first 
day of spring and you know what that means?’

I certainly did.  ‘The Cheese and Cake Festival,’ I said 
aloud, smiling for the first time in hours.  The Cheese and 
Cake Festival was surely the most exciting day of the year, 
our own mythic Christmas-time with gifts and heaps of 
food treats.  It was also the one day of the year when Uncle 
Tattle would visit and stay the night, entertaining us with 
wonderful tales about the outside world.  

‘I’d better start preparing my cheeses tomorrow if I 
hope to enter,’ said Granny.  She walked to the shelves 
and opened the storage-nuts that contained the glow-orbs 
– tiny, shiny balls which are a magic source of energy 
used by many mythics (glow-orbs are actually refined 
bugalug poo – but more on that later).  ‘Good golly gosh!’ 
exclaimed Granny.  ‘We are running low of both heat and 

light orbs – soon we’ll be shivering in the dark.  Kip, be a 
dear and run to the Bark & Sap store.’

I chose the main branches across several trees, passing 
a few nutters and greeting them with a wave and a nod.  
As I had a reputation for being odd, few mythics wanted 
to stop for a chat.  

By and by I reached the Bark & Sap store.  Outwardly 
it appeared like your average gumtree, but hidden away 
from human sight high in the tree top was a sturdy door.  
A tiny bell rang as I entered.  The owners, Burp and Ethel 
Jellygut, were busy about their shop.  Mr Jellygut, who 
matched his name perfectly, was filling glow-orb barrels, 
while Mrs Jellygut, a prim and proper nutter, was behind 
the counter writing in her ledger.  I walked over to her and 
awaited service. 
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‘Ah, Kip,’ said Mrs Jellygut, with hardly a glance.  
‘How is Granny Butternut?’

‘She’s good,’ I replied, looking around the store.  
‘Granny asked if I could pick up some glow-orbs, if that’s 
ok.’

This time she did not reply, but simply pointed the 
writing feather toward her husband.  I walked over to him 
and repeated my request.

‘What sort would you like?’ asked Mr Jellygut, taking 
an empty bag from the shelf.

Peering into the barrels at the eight different types of 
glow-orbs, I pointed to a container and said: ‘Some silver 
glow-orbs for lighting and some gold ones for heating, 
please.’ 

He picked up a hand shovel and filled a bag with tiny 
silver balls.  Next he shuffled over to the gold barrel and 
did likewise into a second bag.  ‘I guess Granny Butternut 
will need these for cooking her famous blue-fungi-vein-
cheese.  No doubt she will take first prize again at the 

Festival.’
I nodded proudly.  

‘She has been the 
“Queen of Cheese” 
five years in a row.’ 
‘Fine woman is 

Butternut,’ said Mr 
Jellygut, as he tied the 

bags.  ‘But I wouldn’t want to get on her bad side.  When 
I was just a young nut I remember copping such a tongue-
lashing from her – she has a temper that could scare a drop 
bear.’

‘Tell me about it,’ I laughed. 
‘You know I was there that day when she saved you 

from that feral cat.  You were just a little pod.  Do you 
remember?’  

I shook my head.  ‘No, I was too young.’
‘Sad about your parents,’ said Mr Jellygut, putting a 

hand on my shoulder.  ‘Good of Granny Butternut to take 
you in at her age.  As I said, she’s a fine woman.’  He 
handed me the bags of glow-orbs and said.  ‘I’ll put those 
on Butternut’s bill.  Oh, and talking about drop bears, 
there’s one lurking about so take care on your way home.’

Walking out of the store back into the treetops, I noticed 
everything had gone quiet; even the breeze seemed still.  
There was not a mythic or bird in sight.  I cautiously 
jogged from branch to branch thinking there 
was only one reason for this sudden 
stillness – a drop bear was 
close.  Luckily I avoided 
the main branch for up 
ahead a horrid koala-
like mythic was trudging 
towards me.  



Before I was spotted, I swiftly dived amongst some 
leaves and squeezed up into my nut-hat with only my feet 
sticking out – a defence that all bush-nutters use to hide 
from predators.  I stayed very still – not even breathing.  

Drop bears are nasty creatures to avoid at all costs.  
They may look similar to koalas but that’s where the 
resemblance ends.  If a nutter happened to cross branches 
with a drop bear he or she would probably be plucked 
from their nut and flicked from the tree.  

I could hear the horrible mythic sniffing and snorting 
close by.  Had it found me?  For the longest time there was 
nothing, but I dared not lift my nut to check what the drop 

bear was doing.  Just when I thought it was safe, I heard a 
loud, hacking laugh right beside me and the branch shook.  
The drop bear must have been sitting next to me all this 
time.  Cripes! I was a goner.  I tried to squeeze into my nut 
a little more and waited for what was certain to happen 
next. 

But nothing happened; the drop bear mustn’t have 
noticed me after all.  It sat there gurgling and growling and 
occasionally chuckling at some nasty thought.  Eventually, 
it became bored and left, looking elsewhere to cause 
trouble.  I was so relieved.  As soon as I felt the drop bear’s 
weight leave my branch, I popped out of my nut, picked 
up the glow-orb pouches and ran as fast as I could back to 
the safety of my gumtree house.  

I certainly had a story to tell Granny that night.



For the next week, the nutters in Kings Park were 
busy preparing for the Cheese and Cake Festival.  
Excitement was in the air.  It was the only time of the 
year I wasn’t tempted to study humans.  In a secret 
part of Kings Park, leafy banners and streamers were 
being hung between branches.  Pavilions and striped 
tent stalls were set up for the event.  Spring was just a 
day away.  Already there was an explosion of colour 

from the wildflowers that bloomed around the 
Festival grounds.  A delightful fragrance hung 
in the air.  I wish every month had a Cheese and Cake 
Festival. 

‘Kip, my cheese tent will be next to Bertie Groober’s 
cake stall,’ Granny said, waving coyly to an old nutter 
who was setting up his shop to our right.  Granny and Old 
Bertie had a thing for each other, but they 
were the only ones who couldn’t see it.  
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Granny’s little tent was at the beginning of a row of 
cheese stalls and at the end of the cake shops.  We checked 
out her booth and made a to-do-list of all the things we 
needed for tomorrow: hard and soft cheeses – crackers – 
fancy table cloths to add colour to the display – plates, 
platters and knives – and most importantly the bread-tin 
(as we intended to sell plenty of cheese and make heaps of 
dough).  Mythics in Kings Park traded crumbs and spices 
as money.

With our list complete, I grabbed a ladder and hung 
up our old rustic sign 

announcing, ‘GRANNY’S 
T R A D I T I O N A L 

CHEESE’.  Old Bertie 
strolled over for a 
chat and told a few 
bad jokes which 

made Granny giggle 
like a teenage girl.  When 

all was finally 
organised we 
wandered back 
home for dinner, 
both of us excited 
about the next 
day’s festivities.

‘I should think 
Uncle Tattle will 
be flying now.  I 
bet you are looking 
forward to seeing 
him tomorrow,’ 
said Granny, sitting exhausted in her rocking chair.

‘Sure am,’ I said, as I stretched out on the moss rug in 
front of her.  Dinner was over, the dishes had been washed 
and it was time for relaxing.  ‘Granny, can you tell me 
again the story of how you and Uncle Tattle met – the part 
where you saved his life?’

‘Goodness gracious, you’ve heard it a million times,’ 
laughed Granny, sipping her wattle tea.  ‘Let me think.  It 
must have been twenty years tomorrow when I first met 
Tattle.  It was at the Cheese and Cake Festival of course.  
Uncle Tattle, being the King of Willie Wagtails, just loved 
cheese.’

‘But Uncle Tattle is not a real king, is he?’ I interrupted.  
‘It’s like you’re not a real queen just because nutters call 
you the Queen of Cheese.’

Granny scratched her head.  ‘I guess.  Tattle is a 
majestic which means…   Actually, I don’t really know; I 
never quite got my head around it, but I think he’s really 
important.’

I was just as confused about Uncle Tattle’s titles as 
Granny.  In truth, I didn’t really understand the importance 
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of kings and ambassadors – most mythics in Kings Park 
were the same.  But to a nutter of my age none of that 
mattered.  To me Uncle Tattle was simply the most exciting 
mythic I knew.  

‘Anyway, as I was saying,’ said Granny, resuming her 
story.  ‘Uncle Tattle loved his cheese and was quite an 
expert on the subject.  Twenty years ago he had flown from 
who-knows-where just to try my new pink-nut cheese 
recipe.  He became so excited about the nutty bark flavour 
that a piece of cheese went down the wrong way, instantly 
choking him.  Tattle probably would have died if I had not 
jumped on his back like a trampoline until the block of 
cheese shot out.  He was so grateful that every year since, 
he has flown to Kings Park on Festival day bringing exotic 
gifts as a thank-you gesture.’

‘I love that story,’ I sighed, rolling over and looking up 
at the ceiling.

‘When you came to live with me,’ Granny continued, 
‘Uncle Tattle took a shine to you straight away.  
He loved to tell 
a tale and you 
loved to hear one.  

You would sit before him for hours and listen to him spin 
yarns.  I believe it’s the reason Tattle now stays the night – 
he didn’t used to, you know.  I think he’s found a kindred 
spirit in you.’

‘That’s not true, Uncle Tattle adores you,’ I protested.
Granny smiled.  ‘Maybe you’re right, but you’re his 

favourite.  Or maybe it’s his love of cheese that brings him 
here.’ Granny gave me a teasing wink then stretched and 
yawned.  ‘I think I will have an early night, we have so 
much to do tomorrow.  Be a dear and snuff out the glow-
orb when you go to bed.’

Because I always found it hard to sleep the night 
before the Cheese and Cake Festival, I stayed up for a few 
more hours, my mind crammed with exciting thoughts, 
pondering how the next day would play out.  Eventually, 
exhaustion overtook me.  I doused the orb-light and drifted 
off to sleep.



‘Uncle Tattle is here!  Uncle Tattle is here!’ I yelled 
jumping up and down, pointing up at the sky.

It was late afternoon on the first day of September, 
which in Australia meant the first day of spring.  With 

only a few hours left, the Cheese and Cake Festival 
had already proved to be a great success. Visitors were 
cheering and chattering.  Young pods were running here 
and there, laughing and dancing.  Exotic aromas filled 
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the air. Musical bands competed against each other for 
the crowd’s attention.  The Festival was an unforgettable 
event.

Mythics from around Kings Park were still pouring in 
through the enchanted gumtree doors to enjoy the last of 
the celebration.  Granny’s cheese stall had been crowded 
for most of the day by mythics sampling her cheese and 
wanting to know her recipes.  Granny was very generous 
with her knowledge but would never give up the secret 
ingredients that made her cheeses so special.  It was no 
surprise to anyone when she won first prize.  Soon, the 
closing parade would begin and once again Granny would 
be crowned ‘Queen of Cheese.’  Old Bertie managed to 
take third ribbon for his eucalyptus sponge creation and 
would accordingly be dubbed, ‘Baron of Cake’.

Uncle Tattle glided down, dodging some playful 
doodackies, to make a safe landing.  ‘G’day Kip,’ he said, 
as he hopped over to us.  Apart from his golden crown and 
the presents he carried on his back, Tattle looked every 
bit the splendid black-and-
white bird, known fondly 
as a willy wagtail.  

‘Congratulations, Butternut.  I see you have taken out first 
prize again.’

‘Would you like to try some?’ asked Granny, holding 
out her sample tray – strangely a little nervous.

‘Does a koala have eucalyptus breath – I sure would.’  
Tattle pecked at the cheese and savoured it in his mouth, 
then swallowed.  ‘Strewth, Butternut, if that isn’t your 
best cheese yet.’  

Granny smiled, relieved; Uncle Tattle was such a 
renowned cheese connoisseur.  I think his approval meant 
more than winning the ribbon. 

Tattle nibbled another slice.  ‘Yes, it’s definitely one 
of your finest,’ he concluded. ‘Now Butternut, don’t go 
taking that tray away too soon.’

At that moment, Mayor Plunkett pushed his way 
through the crowd until he stood in front of Tattle.  ‘So 
good to see you, my friend,’ puffed the Mayor, as if Tattle 
had come just for him.  ‘I hoped you would have arrived 
earlier to help judge the cheese and cakes.  But instead 
you’re just in time to assist us crown the winners.  I’ll 
escort you personally to the centre stage so we can start the 

announcements.’  Mayor Plunkett 
loved to be seen with important 
mythics.  He was all smiles 
and brimming with self-

importance – then he looked 
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down at me and frowned.  ‘Kip, take these presents off 
Tattle’s back.  Soon as that’s done, be a good pod and help 
your granny to the stage.’  Despite the Mayor’s rudeness, 
I was happy to do both.

Without a doubt, it had been a cracker of a day.  After 
the presentation and parade, mythics started to leave.  All 
that was left to do was clean-up and cart the left-over 
cheese and our bone-weary bodies back home to our cosy 
gumtree before dark.

Following a light dinner, we moved up to the living 
room to relax.  Granny’s face had a satisfied smile that 
could not be wiped off – she was still wearing her ‘Queen 
of Cheese’ crown.  ‘Would you boys like something more 
to nibble on?’ she asked.  

‘I’m as full as a butcher’s dog,’ replied Tattle, patting 
his stomach with his wings.

Granny laughed, ‘Well, maybe some wattle tea?’
‘Now that you mention it, I have just the thing to go 

with that,’ said Tattle, as he passed her a gift box.  Granny 
carefully opened the present which was wrapped in 

delicate, woven seaweed and pulled out 
a beautiful, coral teapot.  ‘It’s a magic 

pot,’ Tattle explained.  ‘It’s from 
the Great Barrier Reef and will 
always keep your tea warm.  
When I saw it I immediately 
thought of you.’

‘Oh, Tattle, it’s gorgeous,’ exclaimed Granny, lifting it 
up and examining it from all angles.  ‘I’ll put it to use 
straight away.’

‘Kip, this is for you,’ Tattle said, handing me a large 
parcel wrapped in polka-leaf paper.  I eagerly ripped the 
paper apart and pulled out an exquisite feathered pen and 
some beautiful blank scrolls.  ‘I know how much you like 
to write,’ added Tattle.  ‘That pen will never run out of ink 
and those blank scrolls are straight from the library at the 
High Sanctuary – mistakes will erase from them without 
a stain.’  

Immediately, I tested the pen then erased it from the 
scroll by brushing it with the feather – it was so cool.  I 
thanked Uncle Tattle for his gifts and then I begged him to 
tell me stories of the world beyond Kings Park.

Granny walked in bringing a tray of tea.  ‘Keep the 
human tales to a minimum, please,’ she said.  ‘Kip has 
been getting into trouble with his interest in people.  Try 
to inspire him with mythic tales.’

And that is what Uncle Tattle did.  He told amazing 
tales about nutters that lived in different 
Australian environments like the 
deserts, caves and mountains.  My 
favourite was about Old Salty Nut, 
a sea-nutter, who swam under the 
ocean battling sea creatures and 
strong tides to rescue his sweetheart 
from a nasty devilray.  
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Soon it was night time and Granny, dead-tired from 
being on her feet all day, said goodnight and slipped off 
to bed.  As soon as she was gone I began pestering Tattle 
to talk about humans.  He relented, saying he knew a 
few safe yarns.  Then he went on to tell me stories that 
had me bent over in stitches.  I had to be careful not to 
laugh too hard or I would wake Granny.  People are so 
funny.  The story about the opera singer, the shearer and 
the illywhacker was one of my favourites, but the tale that 
made me roll on the rug laughing was about a boy who 
rode the rainbow-dragon to stop the great depression – I 

chuckled for days after.
We stayed talking until dawn, when 

Granny came in.  She was not 
surprised to see us still up – 

as it happened most years.  She made breakfast and our 
conversation turned to more mundane matters around 
Kings Park.  By mid-morning Uncle Tattle said he must 
take wing.    I always dreaded his leaving; it was the final 
sign that the Cheese and Cake Festival was over. 

As I watched him fly east over the Darling Range, I 
sighed feeling sad and empty.  Tattle made the outside 
world sound so exciting and full of adventure – a world 
I longed to be part of.  But my life was nothing like his 
stories – just full of dull tasks and boring routine.

Granny came over and gave me a hug.  ‘I am so happy 
you have Uncle Tattle in your life, but I do wish you would 
find a good friend right here in Kings Park.’

Unknown to us both, four days later her wish was to 
come true.
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Chapter Three: 
06 September – Pip Squeak

 ‘A life without imagination, exploration and child-like wonder is a 
life gone stale.’ 

 Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

 It was a fine spring morning and Kings Park’s 
wildflowers were ablaze with vivid colours, enough to 
make a rainbow envious.  Granny had given me a fun 
task on the far side of the park, harvesting donkey orchid 
pollen – a special ingredient for one of her cheeses.

Stepping up to one of the enchanted gumtrees, I 
knocked three times, saying: ‘Enchanted gum tree, I 
implore – please reveal your secret door.’  Thus said, a 
magical door appeared at the bottom of the tree.  Opening 
it, I stepped through, out into another area of Kings Park.

I soon found some donkey orchids to harvest and, 
once my bag was brimming with pollen, I returned to the 
enchanted gumtree.  Approaching the magic door, I saw 
a gang of squirts picking on a poor little squeak.  The 
terrified squeak was pressed against the tree trunk and was 
being hosed down by numerous squirts.  

Normally, I wouldn’t interfere in quarrels between bush-
squirts and squeaks.  The fact is these cute little mythics 
simply do not get along.  For some reason, forgotten 
even by them, they have been at war with each other for 
centuries.  Their squabbles are usually quite harmless and 
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no one gets hurt in their ridiculous battles.  But seeing six 
squirts picking on one tiny squeak was just not playing 
fair. 

‘Leave the little guy alone,’ I yelled, marching over.
I received a spray of water in reply.  Well, if they were 

going to use their squirt-magic, I had a little magic of my 
own.  Bush-nutters have the talent to put small creatures 
to sleep, or make large creatures drowsy – and I was pretty 
good at sleep magic.  They didn’t call me ‘Kip’ for nothing.

Dropping my bag of pollen I charged towards them. 
‘SLEEP,’ I shouted, pointing at the shocked squirts.  
Instantly, two fell down stiff as a board and fast asleep.  
The other four squirts quickly decided to flee and bounced 
into the bushes like the woolly waterbags they were.  

I rushed to the soaked little 
bush-squeak, small even by 
squeak standards, and asked, 
‘Are you OK, mate?’

Still trembling from his 
experience, he smiled weakly 
and gave a little, ‘Squeak’, which in 
squeak language meant, ‘Thank you for saving me, brave 
nutter.  My name is Pip and I will be your lifelong friend!’  
(Squeaks certainly pack a lot of meaning into one sound.)

True to his word Pip Squeak became my shadow.  Later, 
I found out Pip had also lost his parents and because he 
was a runt, was shunned by the squeak tribe.  So here we 
were: Kip and Pip – two orphans with no friends.  Other 
mythics may have seen us as oddballs, but together it just 
didn’t matter.

Pip was great company.  He would sit happily on a 
branch next to me while I gazed at the 
city lights.  He listened to all my 
crazy ideas.  He didn’t judge me; he 
just smiled and gave me squeak-
hugs.  Granny took a real shine 
to him also and it wasn’t long 
before Pip had moved into our 
gumtree house.  Granny 
was delighted – at last I 
had a best friend.



Months went by.  Spring turned to a sweltering summer, 
and the hot summer to a mild autumn.  Even with Pip’s great 
company I was still very restless.  I continued studying 
humans, finding myself leaning over branches like a dog 
straining on his leash chasing new scents.  I would listen 
to human conversations and wonder at the strange gadgets 
they carried. 

‘CAUGHT YOU AGAIN,’ yelled Gerta, suddenly 
dropping from a branch.  She was quickly followed by her 
mob of annoying nutters.  ‘We’re going to tell and get you 
banished,’ she and her gang chanted. 

‘Gerta, haven’t you and your friends got anything better 
to do?’ I said, rolling my eyes.  ‘I’m sure there are plenty 
of drop bears that need frightening away.’

‘At least I have friends,’ replied Gerta, puffing up.  ‘I 
don’t need to hang out with a stunted little squeak like that 

thing.  You’re such a loser, Kip.  Only you could have a 
squeak for a best friend.  How about we kick it out of the 
tree and watch it bounce to the ground.’

Pip shrunk under the pointed finger of Gerta.  His eyes 
blinked rapidly becoming watery.

‘Gerta Plunkett, that’s enough,’ I growled, standing 
between her and Pip, ‘I would really like to kick you out 
of the tree but happily I don’t need to – life is going to give 
you a whopper kick. Nasty nutters eventually get what 
they give out – you just wait and see.’  I turned to Pip and 
said, ‘Let’s go, mate.  I would take you as a friend over 
one hundred Giggling-Gertas.’

Pip and I walked off with heads held high leaving 
behind the taunts and jeers of Gerta’s gang as they rushed 
off to report me. 

That night we received another visit from 
Mayor Plunkett.
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I would like to say, I learnt my lesson, but time after 
time, I would still get caught human-gazing by nosy Gerta 
and her mindless mob.  Shortly after, I would receive 
another lecture from a head-nutter on how the human 
world was forbidden to all mythics except majestics.  

Three times I had to front the Board of Nutters.   
Eventually, it was ruled that if I didn’t promptly change 
my ways I would be banished from Kings Park when I 
came of age – only a month away.  This was a big concern 
for Granny and Pip but not me.  I had planned to travel to 
the outside world as soon as I turned of age – whether I 
was banished or not.

It was at this time we had an unexpected visit from 
Uncle Tattle.  It wasn’t hard for Granny to persuade him 
to stay for dinner and sample her new grevillea cheese.  
Tattle met Pip and our chit-chat around the kitchen table 

was jovial.  I wasn’t 
really interested in 
small talk; I wanted 
to know what was 
happening in the 
outside world and 
learn more about 
people.  I waited 
patiently until after 
dark when we had 

all moved into the living room to put our feet up.  Then, I 
bombarded Tattle with questions on the human world.  

‘No, absolutely not,’ said Granny, stamping her foot and 
making Pip and me jump back.  ‘Tattle, I don’t want you 
to fill his head with human stuff anymore.  Kip’s already 
in enough trouble without you adding to it.  Remember, 
you majestics may be allowed to interact with humans but 
we nutters are not.  If you are going to tell stories, inspire 
Kip with mythic tales.  He should stop thinking things are 
better on the other side of the branch in the human world.’

Tattle raised a white eyebrow and then smiled – he could 
see how worried Granny was.  ‘Of course Butternut, you 
are quite right.’  He then proceeded to tell Pip and me the 
most amazing story about his home, the High Sanctuary 
of Birds.  Granny, who felt bad for snapping at Tattle, 
brought out her most exotic triple-nut cheese to encourage 
him to speak on.  

After Uncle Tattle finished telling his incredible tale, I 
asked: ‘Are your stories true? You make the mythic world 
sound so exciting.  Things are so dull here.’

Tattle noticed Pip fast asleep and laughed.  ‘My tales 
are only exciting for some, Kip.  But yes, 
every story is true.  Some of them are even 
written up in the Great Library at the High 
Sanctuary.’

‘I wish I could go there and 
travel to great places like you.  
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As soon as I come of age, I’m leaving here to have my 
own adventures.’

Granny stopped sipping her eucalyptus tea.  ‘No, no, 
no, little Bumblebee, get that idea out of your nut.  It’s far 
too dangerous for a mythic your size roaming outside of 
Kings Park.’

Tattle agreed.  ‘Kip, hearing a tale is very different from 
living one.  Truth is, adventures are always more exciting 
when listening to them cosy in your gumtree.’  He stopped 
to peck at some more cheese before continuing.  ‘You 
have no idea how good you have it here.  Kings Park 
is a paradise; a safe haven for small mythics ironically 
protected by the human city that surrounds it.  Out beyond, 
Mythic Australia is a wild place filled with wild mythics.’

‘But I want to see it!  If I stay here I just know I’m gonna 
burst.’  I looked to the ground and sighed, my happy mood 
vanishing.  ‘I hate it here.  Next month on my birthday I 

will be leaving!’
Granny came over and gave me 
a hug. ‘Tut-tut, you don’t hate it 
here; you’re just upset.  Give it 
more time.  If you just keep busy 

it’ll all be okay – you just 
wait and see.’

‘I’ve thought 
about it a lot, 
Granny.  I am 

leaving to explore Australia and the first place I am going 
to visit is the human city.’

Speechless, Granny flopped back in her chair.  She 
looked at Tattle, exasperated.  ‘It’s those human tales 
you’ve filled his head with.  What am I going to do with 
him?’

After some awkward silence, broken only by Pip’s 
snoring, Tattle said: ‘I must admit, I do love seeing a 
young mythic with a heart for adventure and exploration.  
I wish more had such ambition.  Sadly, we mythics tend to 
stifle such passion instead of encouraging it.’  He glanced 
at Granny who frowned.  ‘But venturing into a human city 
is sheer foolishness.’ 

Granny quickly nodded agreement.  ‘Bumblebee, you 
can’t go into the city – you must stay here with me where 
it is safe.’  

I stamped my foot.  ‘I’ve made up my mind – I’m 
going!’  

Granny stood and crossed her arms.  
‘Tattle,’ she demanded, ‘tell him he 
must stay.’

Tattle put his wings together 
under his beak and thought.  
He looked up and said: ‘I 
may have a solution.  
When you come 
of age, how 
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about I take you on a trip around Australia and show you 
the mythic world outside.  I can fly you to some of the 
enchanted places I’ve mentioned in my stories.  I will even 
take you to the High Sanctuary and you can read your fill 
of adventures in the Great Library.’

‘You would do that?’ I asked, jumping up with 
excitement.  ‘That would be incredible.’ 

Tattle nibbled more cheese, mumbling between 
mouthfuls.  ‘Along the way I will introduce you to other 
nutters that live in the caves, the deserts and even the 
clouds.  Once you see how truly amazing the mythic world 
is I’m sure you will think differently about living here – 
that is, providing Granny is happy to let you go?’

I looked at Granny wide-eyed.  I could see she wasn’t 
thrilled at all by Tattle’s idea.  I put my hands together and 

begged with puppy dog eyes.  ‘Please, 
Granny, you’ve got to agree.  

Please, please, please.’
Granny smiled and relented. 

‘I guess you will be safe with 
Tattle and it’s far better 

than running off into the 
human city by yourself 

and getting 

squished.  Though I can’t understand all this talk of wild 
adventures and exploration – when you are both as old as 
me, you will realise nothing beats a warm, cosy gumtree.’

‘Thank you – thank you, Granny,’ I said with a hug.  I 
turned to Tattle and asked, ‘Can Pip come too?’  We all 
looked at Pip, deep in sleep, peacefully snoring with a drip 
of drool reaching to the rug.

‘Fair crack of the whip,’ Tattle replied. ‘I can’t fly you 
both around Australia; it’s far too much weight.’

‘Pip won’t like that – how will we tell him?’ I asked.
‘Not we, Kip.  You have 

to tell him.   If you’re old 
enough to come on this trip, 
you should be old enough 
to break the news to Pip.  
You want the adult freedoms 
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so you must take the adult responsibilities that come with 
them.’  Tattle arose and headed for the door.  ‘Granny, I 
can’t stay the night.  Thank you both for your hospitality.  
Kip, I will see you on your birthday in a month’s time.  
Make sure you are ready.’  Tattle then opened the door and 
took wing, disappearing into the night. 

After farewelling Tattle, I danced around the room with 
excitement, but then my eyes fell on Pip peacefully asleep.  
As thrilled as I was to go on this trip I knew Pip would be 

devastated to be left behind.  This was going to be hard.  
How was I going to tell him about the amazing trip and 
that he would not be going? 
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Chapter Four: 
28 June – The Pip Problem

 

‘Wise are those who quickly deal with dilemmas as time has a habit 
of changing little problems into big ones.’ 

Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

The next day I was in the kitchen chatting with Granny 
about how excited I was to go flying around Australia with 
Tattle.  We were not aware Pip was outside eavesdropping.

‘Squeak?’ Pip asked from the doorway.
Oh-o!  Granny and I exchanged glances.  I turned to Pip 

and answered. ‘Yes, I am going on a trip.’
‘Squeak?’ 
‘Yes – flying with Tattle.’
‘Squeak?’
‘That’s right – all around Australia.’
‘Squeak?’
‘Yes – it may get cold.’
‘Squeak?’
‘Umm – I don’t think you will need a scarf.’
Smiling, Pip did a little dance then ran out the door with 

one last, ‘Squeak.’
‘Wait, Pip,’ I called after him. ‘You won’t need a 

knapsack either.’
Granny put her arm around me. ‘Does Pip have any 

squeak friends to hang out with while you are gone?’ I 
shook my head and sighed.  ‘Well, break the news to him 
gently,’ she said.
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When I next saw Pip, he was so excited, endlessly 
squeaking away.  I had never seen him so happy.  I thought 
it best to wait a few days before I told him the bad news.

Days came and went, but Pip’s excitement didn’t waver.  
I thought if I stopped mentioning the trip, his mind would 
wander to other things.  That didn’t work either.  Days 
turned to weeks and I still had not found the courage to tell 
him he wouldn’t be coming.  I knew I should’ve, but I also 
knew the news would break his little heart.

 ‘You must tell him,’ warned Granny, reminding me of 
my responsibility.  She walked to the nut-lamp and rubbed 
a silver glow-orb which immediately expanded into a ball 
of light to brighten the room. ‘The longer you wait, the 
worse it will be.’  She closed the curtains on the dimming 
sky outside.  ‘Be a dear and light the cooking-cove.’

A cooking-cove is much like a human fireplace – but 
without the fire.  Mythics rarely use fire because it 

absorbs our magical energy.  As dangerous as fire 
is to humans it’s doubly dangerous to us.  Most 

mythics use a magical energy known as 
glow-orbs; however, that’s just 

a nice name for what 
it really is.  Fact is; 
glow-orbs are refined 
bugalug poo.  No 
joke – we use magic 

poo from a tiny mythic 

known as a bugalug to do all sorts of things.
The two most common glow-orbs are silver ones, 

pooped from cave-bugalugs, used for lighting; and gold 
ones, pooped from desert-bugalugs, used for heating.  My 
favourite are the green ones, pooped from bush-bugalugs.  
They emit a soft green light and eucalyptus fragrance. 

‘Pip will be shattered,’ I sighed, while opening the 
cupboard next to the cooking-cove.  I reached into a jar of 
gold glow-orbs and grabbed one.  Giving it a good rub, I 
quickly tossed it into the cove where it promptly expanded 
to radiate heat and a golden glow to warm the room.  
‘I don’t know how to break it to him; he is so set 
on going.’

‘Well you’d better get Pip used to the 
idea of you not being around,’ Granny 
said.  ‘You go in a week and ...’  She 
stopped talking as Pip came up the 
ladder dripping from his bath 
and rushed to warm himself by 
the cove.  I caught a whiff of 
apple soap as I threw him a 
fluffy towel and in return 
was thanked with a big 
squeak smile.
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Next morning I took Pip and a basket of Granny’s 
special leaf cakes to a part of Kings Park where squeaks 
gathered.  My idea was to make a few new friends for 
Pip.  On arrival, Pip suddenly became shy and stayed very 
close.  I gave him the basket and called out to the squeaks 
in the branches above, ‘Dinner time!  Pip has bought you 
a fresh batch of leaf cakes – come and get them!’

It was a bad plan – squeaks poured out of the branches 
not wanting to miss out.  It was like feeding time at a zoo.  
An avalanche of green hit Pip and bounced him out of the 
tree.  Fortunately, squeak magic made him indesquashable, 
Pip was rubbery much like a human squash ball.  He 
rebounded off a nearby tree, bouncing onto the ground, 
then landing – plop – upside down in a hole in a log.  Pip’s 
little bottom stuck out with his tiny legs waving wildly in 
the air.  While he tried to wriggle free, the squeak-mob 
erupted with high-pitched laughter. 

 I swung around and gave the squeaks a withering look. 

‘You mythics are lower than a snake’s belly – don’t choke 
on the cake.’  I climbed down to Pip and pulled him out 
of the log with a POP.  ‘Come on, let’s get out of here.’  
Pip looked at the squeaks hooting with laughter and hid 
behind me.  ‘Ignore them – they’re not worth a cracker.  
How about we find some doodackies and play hide-and-
chase-me?  That always makes you happy.’

We left via the nearest enchanted door, emerging near 
a strange human structure known as the DNA Tower.  
The stretch of bushland around the tower usually had 
plenty of doodackies buzzing back and forth.  We weren’t 
disappointed.  Soon we were chasing and being chased by 
these adorable yellow mythics.   

Doodackies are one of the big mysteries in the mythic 
world.  As mentioned before, no one knows what a 
doodackie does.  However, one thing that Pip and I 
discovered was doodackies are great at fetching twigs and 
playing hide-and-chase-me.  Pip soon forgot about the 
earlier unpleasantness with the squeaks.
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For an hour we blissfully played games.  Momentarily, 
I lost sight of Pip as he chased a doodackie around a tree.  
Suddenly there was a terrified: ‘SQUEAK’.  Sprinting 
around the tree, I came face to face with that same nasty 
gang of squirts.  Once more Pip was being hosed down by 
those water spurting bullies.

‘Stone the crows – you squirts again.  Get out of here!’ I 
yelled, shooing them away.  The leader puffed up to spray 
me.  ‘Listen, squirt, if you want another dirt nap, you just 
try it,’ I snarled, pointing my finger straight at him.  

The leader quickly deflated and led his gang into the 
bushes, giving Pip the hairy eyeball.  Pip jumped up and 
ran behind me for protection.   

Looking down I said to him gently: ‘Pip, you need 
to start standing up for yourself.  If you act like a fallen 
gumleaf, don’t be surprised if bullies walk all over you.’

‘Squeak,’ he replied, looking very frightened.  
‘No, I won’t always be around to protect you.’
Hugging my leg and shaking, Pip gave me the saddest 

look.  I returned his hug and took him home.  Another day 
had passed and Pip still hadn’t been told the bad news. 

It was the day before my birthday, the day before Tattle 
was to arrive and I still hadn’t found the courage to tell 
Pip.  Gazing out at the city from my favourite tree, I didn’t 
know if I should be excited or miserable.   Pip was coming 
to meet me and I was determined to break the news to him 
once and for all.  Hearing footsteps from behind, I turned 
around to see Pip modelling his knapsack all packed for 
tomorrow’s trip.  I felt sick.

Taking a deep breath, I blurted out: ‘Pip, I hate to tell 
you, but you’re not coming with Tattle and me tomorrow.’

‘Squeak?’ 
‘I’m not joking, Pip.  I’m sorry.  I should have told 

you sooner.  Tattle can’t take us both on the trip.  You’re 
staying here.’

For the longest time Pip silently stared at me – his 
bottom lip quivering.  I couldn’t bear the hurt in his eyes.

 ‘SQUEAK,’ he shouted, with a tear.  He dropped his 
knapsack and fled into the leaves, heartbroken.

‘Wait up, Pip. Let’s 
talk about this – I’m 
sorry,’ I called after him, 
feeling like a right heel.  
‘And I don’t think that 
sort of language is called 
for.’  

As much as I wanted 
to, I didn’t go after him.  
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Chapter Five: 
24 July (My Birthday) - Kings Park to Hyden

‘Life is too short to always take the short cut – take time to enjoy 
the long way.’  

Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

‘Climb up my wing and make yourself comfortable,’ 
Tattle said.  ‘This will be a birthday you will always 
remember.’

Tattle’s wings were in tip-top condition.  He must have 
preened for the journey; all his feathers were oiled and 
shiny.  I gave Granny one long, last hug and climbed up 
on Uncle Tattle’s back.  Sadly, there had been no sign of 
Pip since breaking the news to him yesterday.  I had hoped 
he would come bouncing through the foliage to say a last-
minute farewell, or maybe even wish me happy birthday.

Granny tapped my leg.  ‘Pip will be fine.  He just needs 
time.  I’m sure he’ll be here to welcome you home.’

Tattle nodded.  ‘We should be back in just over a month.  
If all goes well we’ll arrive home on the first day of spring 
for the Cheese and Cake Festival – I couldn’t miss that.’

‘Oh, that reminds me,’ said Granny, as she ran inside 
and came back out with a nut basket.  ‘I have packed a 
pic-nut basket for the journey.  Inside is a birthday cake for 
you, Kip, and all sorts of special cheese just for you, Tattle 
– as a thank you.’  She passed me the nut basket.

Tattle beamed.  ‘You didn’t need to do that, Butternut.  
But I am certainly happy you did.’ 
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Granny gave Tattle 
a hug, then grabbed his 
chin feathers and pulled 
his face down so she was 
looking him directly in 
the eyes. ‘Now if my 
grandson doesn’t come 
back to me safe and 

sound, you mark my words – there will be no more cheese 
for you.’

Tattle looked at Granny fondly.  ‘Dear Butternut, you 
know I will do everything in my power to keep Kip safe,’ 
he said.  ‘As much as I would hate to lose your beautiful 
cheese, I would hate more to lose your friendship.’ 

‘Aww, Tattle Wagtail, you do say the nicest things,’ 
giggled Granny, releasing him.  She then poked Tattle 
harshly in his feathered chest with her wooden spoon, ‘But 
seriously, you remember – KEEP MY BOY SAFE.’

‘I’ll remember.’  Tattle smiled then turned to me.  ‘Are 
you holding on tight?’

‘No,’ I said in alarm.  ‘I’m holding onto the nut basket.  
I’m gonna fall when you take off.’

‘Relax,’ said Tattle.  ‘If you grip with your legs, you 
shouldn’t need to use your arms at all.  That’s it, Kip, grip 
tight.  Now, you may get a bit saddle-sore tonight but 
you’ll be right as rain in a couple of days – if you know 
what I mean.’ (I didn’t.)  ‘Now hold on, especially to that 

cheese; we’re taking off.’
‘Goodbye, Granny,’ I yelled.  ‘Please find Pip for me 

and say I’m sorry.  Let him know I’ll be back soon.’
Teary-eyed, Granny nodded and waved.  Then with 

a flap of the wing, up – up – up we flew.  My stomach 
tightened and my breath caught in my throat.  It was 
exhilarating!  I could feel my heart beat like a pod-pod 
drum.  We flew higher than the highest tree in Kings Park.  
From this vantage I could see how vast the park really was 
– lucky we had those enchanted gumtrees.   

As we flew higher, I realised my entire world of 
Kings Park was so small compared to the human city 
surrounding it.  Never, from my tree-top lookout, could I 
have imagined how big the human city actually was.  The 
city of Perth stretched north and south as far as the eye 
could see.  As Uncle Tattle circled west, I saw the ocean 
for the first time in my life.  It was a wonder – a beautiful 
sheet of shimmering blue that disappeared over an endless 
horizon.

‘The sea is spectacular, isn’t it,’ said Uncle Tattle, 
smiling back at me.  ‘But we are heading inland so say 



goodbye to Kings Park.’  With that, Tattle turned east and 
flew towards the distant hills.

For a time we followed the Swan River as it snaked 
through the city, but while it swept north we continued 
east.   It wasn’t long before we were soaring above the 
ranges leaving the human city behind.  

‘Below us is the Darling Range,’ yelled Tattle, over the 
rushing noise of wind.  ‘But it is actually an escarpment 
– which is a great sloping cliff.  It’s filled with all sorts of 
mythics and is a lot wilder than Kings Park.’

I turned around to see if I could still see home.  I could 
just make out Kings Park, a small dot compared to the 
city surrounding it.   My whole life had been in that green 
patch, but from up here it looked so insignificant. The epic 
journey we were embarking on suddenly hit me, and my 
excitement was mixed with a little sadness.  I wished my 
Granny could see me.  But more than anything, I wished 
Pip was here to share this incredible experience. 

Soon we were flying eastwards over the wide, steep 
slope of the Darling Range.  The land began to flatten and 

the thick bush rolled into beautiful open 
fields of green.

‘Humans call this the 
Wheatbelt.  It’s a mosaic of 
different habitats ranging 
from open woodlands to 

farm land,’ explained Tattle.  ‘Come 
summer those green fields will be 
golden, stretching from horizon 
to horizon – an amazing sight.  
The Wheatbelt is one of nine 
regions in Western Australia.  
It is spread over 150,000 
square kilometres – twice the area of Tasmania and…’

As Tattle talked, a cold shadow fell over us.  I looked 
up and my heart stopped – a peregrine falcon was diving 
at us with claws open.  ‘UNCLE TATTLE – WATCH OUT 
– ABOVE US,’ I shouted.

Tattle simply glanced up and, speaking in falcon, gave 
a shrill: ‘kak-kak-kak’.  Responding sharply, the bird of 
prey swerved and narrowly missed us.  She replied to 
Tattle with a: ‘kak-kak’, before casually gliding away.

‘Crikey!  What just happened?’ I gasped, unclenching 
my hands from the pic-nut basket as my heart came 
pounding back into my chest.

‘The falcon was very embarrassed,’ Tattled replied 
calmly. ‘She didn’t realise who I was and apologised.  I 

guess she gave you a bit of a fright.’
‘I nearly wet your feathers and dropped the 

pic-nut basket.’
Tattle chuckled.  ‘Strewth, I’d rather you 

wet my feathers than drop the cheese!’
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For a couple 
of hours we flew 

deeper into the 
Wheatbelt, regularly 

crossing granite rock 
outcrops and large saltpans.  

At times other birds would fly 
past, tweeting greetings to which 

Uncle Tattle always replied. 
‘How many bird languages do you speak?’ I asked.
‘All of them.  I am a majestic – it’s what we do.’
It then dawned on me there was much more to Uncle 

Tattle than I realised – he was not just the cheese-loving 
uncle who filled my head with marvellous tales.  He was 
a majestic, that much I knew, but what that meant I still 
had no idea.

The sun was now reaching its winter high for the day 
– lunch time – and thankfully Tattle said it was time for a 
break.  I desperately needed a rest from riding.  Being a 
passenger wasn’t just sitting – it required constant balance 
and co-ordination – quite exhausting, really.

We descended into York gums and scrub next to a huge 
rock formation.  Tattle glided down, lifting the front of his 
wings to cut speed.  Pushing his legs forward, he reached 
for a tree branch to perch on – directly beneath the curled 
cliff of an amazing granite outcrop. 

 ‘Wow, this rock looks like a gigantic wave,’ I remarked.

‘I thought you’d like it,’ Tattle replied.  ‘Hyden Rock is 
also known as Wave Rock.  It is a popular human tourist 
spot but it seems we have it all to ourselves.  It looks like 
a breaking ocean wave frozen in time.’  

While we took in the sight of Wave Rock, Tattle’s 
stomach rumbled loudly echoing off the curved rock.  
‘Strewth, I’m so hungry I could eat a horse and chase the 
jockey.  How about we dig into that cheese and birthday 
cake?’

Sliding off Tattle and onto the branch, I suddenly 
realised how tender and numb my legs were.  I jumped 

about with pins-and-needles in my feet.
‘You’re saddle sore,’ said Tattle.  ‘Give 

your legs a good rub – that should 
help.’  He then turned 
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to the pic-nut 
basket and eagerly 
threw back the 
cover.  
POP – up jumped 

Pip from the basket 
squeaking, HAPPY 

BIRTHDAY.  
Tattle and I jumped back 

in surprise.  ‘Pip,’ I shouted, ‘I can’t believe it.  What are 
you doing here?’

‘No, no, no – this is not good,’ said Tattle, looking at 
Pip doing a little dance while squeaking the birthday song.  
‘Where is the cheese and cake?’

‘BURP,’ Pip smiled, while patting his stomach.
‘Oh, Pip, you’re such a naughty squeak,’ I laughed, 

lifting him out of the pic-nut basket.  ‘How on earth did 
you squeeze into that small space?’  Despite being happy 
to see him, the thought suddenly occurred to me – would 
this mean the end of the trip?  I quickly turned to Tattle.  
‘What are we going to do now?’

For the longest while, Tattle did not say a word; he just 
stared out into the bush.  Then, very loudly, he squawked 
causing Pip and I to jump.  Moments later a pink and 
grey galah landed on the branch next to Tattle and they 
twittered (the bird way of communicating quickly).  Tattle 
then turned to us.  ‘My friend, Galah, is flying back to 

Kings Park for me.  Is there anyone here who wants a 
ride?’  Pip grabbed my leg and hid behind me.  Tattle 
paused, sighed, then continued, ‘Kip, can you scratch a 
leaf-note to Granny and let her know Pip has been found 
and will now be coming with us.’

‘Woo-hoo!’ I yelled, as Pip and I danced with delight.  
‘This is going to be the best trip ever!’

‘One thing,’ interrupted Tattle, ‘there will be no 
souvenirs or extra luggage on this trip and we will all have 
to forage for food as we go – is that agreed?’  We both 
nodded.  ‘Good.  Kip you best 
start writing.  And you, my 
cheese-stealing little friend, 
can start gathering wild 
seeds and insects for our 
lunch – I’m starving.’
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Chapter six: 
24 July – Hyden to the Nullarbor

‘Things are never what they seem – there is deception in 
appearance.’  

Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

After giving my leaf-note to the friendly galah and 
filling up on what food Pip had scavenged in the bush, we 
prepared to leave Wave Rock and head east.   ‘We have a 
long flight ahead,’ said Tattle, ‘but if all goes well you two 
will be sleeping in an amazing castle tonight.  It’s not far 
from the human settlement known as Norseman.’

Now that Pip was out of the nut-basket and could see 
where he was flying, he suddenly became nervous.  I told 
him to hold tightly onto me and all would be fine.  As 
Tattle took to the air, Pip let out a terrified: ‘SQUEAK’.  
He had a few moments of sheer panic, but happily calmed 
down and started to enjoy the flight.  Not long after this, 
poor Pip received his first harsh flying lesson: when Tattle 
yells: ‘BUGS’ – it’s time to start dodging.  Unfortunately, 
Pip wasn’t quick enough and was splattered with a face-
full of fly.  What a mess.

As we travelled over rolling and seemingly endless 
scrubland, we flew above a wire fence that stretched north 
and south as far as the eye could see.  Pointing down to it, 
I asked, ‘What’s that fence? – it goes on forever.’ 

Tattle laughed.  ‘You’re only seeing a fraction of it.  



That’s the Vermin or Rabbit Proof Fence.  It stretches 
from the top of Australia all the way to the bottom.  
Over one hundred years ago, humans erected it 
desperate to stop a plague of rabbits spreading to the 
west side of the country; however, by the time it was 
finished the rabbits were already there.’

‘Crikey!  It must have taken years to put up,’ I said, 
once again in awe of humans.     

‘Yes it did – much like the Dingo Proof Fence 
which stretches from the bottom of South Australia 
all the way up to Queensland.  These two fences 
are the longest in the world. They’re not in full use 
today, but when you combine the length of them, they 
stretch nearly 9,000 kilometres – enough to surround 
a country like New Zealand.  Ha!  Maybe we Aussies 
should erect a Kiwi Proof Fence so we have a better 
chance at winning the rugby.’  Tattle laughed at his 
own joke.  Pip and I looked at each other blankly and 
shrugged.

Time marched on into the afternoon.  Dotted 
below was unique breakaway country with stunning 
cliffs of red, white, yellow and orange.  We paused 
at more massive granite rock formations along the 

way that were just as impressive as Wave Rock.  

Gradually the dry country 
opened up and was spotted with 
brilliant salt lakes that sparkled in the sun. We progressed 
into a remarkable landscape of twisted gums and gimlets 
with their coppery bark jutting out of the dusty-red earth 
against the backdrop of an endless blue sky.  No sign of 
the lush green colours of Kings Park.  As we journeyed, 
Tattle told us wonderful things about the extraordinary 
country below and the strange creatures that lived there. 

‘How do small mythics survive in this wild place?’ I 
asked. 

‘Good question,’ said Tattle.  ‘A mythic must be fierce, 
fast or resourceful.  Shortly you will meet the plebbles; 
they are the resourceful type.’

I asked the obvious question: ‘What’s a plebble?’
‘They are mobile mountain mythics made of stone. They 

have beautiful jewelled eyes and they’re about your size.  
But even dragons don’t like tangling with them.  Plebbles 
seasonally travel Australia in search of unique rocks to 

build with. We will be staying with them tonight at a 
remote place known as the Gemfields.’  



As we flew on, the bushland became denser, filled 
with all sorts of twisted eucalyptus trees. I was amazed 
at the variety and size of the plants growing in this arid 
country.  Tattle said we were in one of the world’s greatest 
untouched temperate woodlands.  I wasn’t sure what a 
‘temperate woodlands’ was, but it certainly was amazing. 

Abruptly, Tattle changed course and we glided into 
an area filled with abandoned human mines and shafts.  
‘Welcome to the Gemfields,’ said Tattle.  ‘Beyond these 
diggings, the plebbles should soon be setting up camp.’  

We flittered around salmon-coloured gumtrees and 
eventually landed on a rocky ledge overlooking an 
abandoned bush road, probably used in days past for 
logging or mining.  ‘Looks like it has been a dry season 
here,’ said Tattle, as we stepped onto the dusty ledge and 
rubbed our sore legs.  ‘Oh good – we are just in time.  Here 
come the plebbles.’

‘Where?’ I asked.  I looked left and right and couldn’t 
see a thing.

Tattle smiled.  ‘My apologies, gents.  I forgot you’ve 
had little experience with protective illusions.  Much of the 
mythic world is hidden behind them.  These enchantments 
keep mythics secret from predators.  Most illusions aren’t 
hard to crack; you just need the right words to unlock 
them.’

Pip and I looked about.  We saw nothing unusual.  ‘How 
do you know if an illusion is around?’  



‘You must learn to observe with all your senses.  
Concentrate and tell me what you notice.’

I stopped and listened.  ‘I hear birds and a human 
vehicle far in the distance.  There’s an unusual eucalyptus 
smell in the air.  I see nothing odd, just gumtrees and the 
dusty track.’

‘Good.  Now, what do you feel?’
‘A faint tickly sensation on my skin, like goose bumps,’ 

I replied.  I looked down at my arm and noticed the little 
hairs standing on end.  ‘It’s the same feeling I get back 
home when I’m close to one of the Enchanted Gumtrees.’

‘Spot on, Kip.  That’s the illusion you are feeling.  It 
means there is a protective enchantment in the area 
concealing a mythic home, village, or mythics on the 
move.’

‘How do we see through the illusion?  Do I say: 
Enchanted gum tree I implore – please reveal your secret 
door?’

‘No, that only works in Kings Park,’ laughed Tattle, 
amused by my ignorance.  ‘The words that unlock most 
protective illusions in Mythic Australia are: Illusion Erase 
– Show the Place.’  Just as Tattle spoke the words, the air 
shimmered and rippled.

And then right before us on the track below appeared 
the most extraordinary scene – a rolling convoy of strange 
caravans made entirely of polished rock was passing by.  
Each caravan was a different shape and colour, some 
rounded with twisted columns, some cylindrical, some 
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triangular.  All had tiny rock wheels and each appeared to 
be driven by a little rock-person no bigger than us.

I pointed at the colourful rock caravans moving below.  
‘They’re like human vehicles; no one is pushing or pulling 
them.  Do plebbles use technology?’ 

‘No, they use their magic to push the wagons,’ Tattle 

said, waving to one of the 
plebbles who was waving at us. 

The Plebbles varied: some 
had helmets and spears, 
while others wore strange 
rocky hats.  From their shape, 
you could tell the boys from the girls.   
But what was most startling about 
them was their eyes.

‘Squeak,’ said Pip, as if reading my 
mind.

Tattle patted Pip with his wing.  ‘As I said, 
their eyes are jewels.  If you look closely you will 
notice the ruby-eyed plebbles are the soldiers, emerald-
eyed plebbles are the labourers, and the ones with sapphire 
eyes are the academics.  If you see a plebble with diamond 
eyes, you are in the presence of royalty.’

‘They’re amazing,’ I said.  ‘It’s such a colourful parade.’
‘You’ll love what happens next.  Watch them set up 

camp.’
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As Tattle spoke, the parade of caravans turned abruptly 
into an embankment by the side of the track.  For a moment 
I thought they were going to crash into each other but I 
soon realised they were clicking together.  Like parts of a 
jig-saw puzzle, a castle was being formed before our eyes.  
Each oddly shaped caravan was a piece in the puzzle.  
As the castle grew some of the caravans seemed to defy 
gravity, driving up vertical walls to click into place.  Soon 
a grand castle stood before us – complete with fortified 
walls.

‘Crikey!’ I exclaimed, ‘I think that’s the coolest thing I 
have ever seen.’

‘Your trip has just started, Kip.  Trust me; you will see 
even more amazing things than this.’  Tattle then lowered 
his wing, a signal for Pip and I to mount up.  ‘Climb on – 
let’s go meet the Duke and Duchess.’

‘You mean we are going to meet royalty?’ I said, 
hopping onto Tattle’s back and reaching down to help 
Pip up.  ‘Who would have thought – Granny will be so 
jealous.’



We glided gently down to land before the castle gates 
and immediately were surrounded by plebbles with ruby 
eyes holding spears.  They didn’t attack, but stood statue-
still with their right hand touching their helmet. 

‘What are they doing?’ I whispered.
‘They are saluting us,’ Tattle replied.
A soldier with a fancy looking helmet shouted, ‘Open 

the gate.’ She then turned to Tattle and saluted him.  
‘Welcome.  You do us a great honour with your visit.  
The Duke and Duchess Dibbly are expecting you. Please 
proceed.’

Trumpets sounded from all around as we walked into 
a lively courtyard filled with market stalls.  Plebbles of 
all classes stopped what they were doing and bowed or 
saluted as we passed.

‘Why are they bowing to you?’ I asked, feeling very 
conscious of the many jewelled eyes looking in our 
direction.  ‘Are you someone important?’

 ‘Don’t take this seriously; plebbles love their pomp and 
ceremony,’ replied Tattle, brushing my question aside.   As 
we headed up stairs to the castle entrance, Tattle changed 
the subject.  ‘Look around you.  This is one of the five 
plebble cities that roam Australia in search of rare rocks 

and precious gems.  Each night they build their fortress 
to protect against predators seeking to steal their treasure 
and jewels.’

‘You mean their eyes?’ I asked, horrified.
Trumpets blasted again, interrupting our conversation.   

We entered the great hall.  Inside was the most impressive 
gathering of plebbles we had yet seen.  At the far end two 
regal looking plebbles with sparkling diamond eyes were 
sitting on imposing stone thrones, each of them wearing a 
dazzling crown.  As we approached they eagerly stood up 
and raced to greet us.

‘Welcome, Tattle, King of Wagtails,’ said the Duke, 
bowing low.  ‘You honour us with your visit.’

‘The honour is all mine,’ replied Tattle, with a slight bow.  
‘Duke Dibbley – Third in Line to the Diamond Throne; 
and, Duchess Dibbley, it’s so good to see you.  May I 
introduce my good friends and travelling companions, Kip 
and Pip of Kings Park.’  

Uncle Tattle then turned to Pip and me and whispered, 
‘Bow to the Duke and Duchess and say, “Your Plebbleness, 
it’s an honour to meet you.”’

I bowed and repeated the words.  Pip also bowed saying, 
‘Squeak.’
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The Duchess broke 
protocol and gave 
Pip a welcoming hug. 
‘You’re sooo cute,’ she 
exclaimed, but then 

her face turned to horror.  ‘Oh! Are those bug-bits on you?’
The Duke laughed.  ‘Majestic friends, the honour is 

ours.  Come now to the royal table where we have prepared 
a feast for you.’  The Duke gestured to dining tables laid 
with fine marble cutlery and goblets.  ‘Kip, you must tell 
us more about this royal Kings Park where you dwell.  
Please sit, honoured friends.’  

‘Strike me lucky,’ whispered Tattle, giving me a nudge 
as we took our seats.  ‘They have cheese.  This will make 
up for the delicious lunch that someone robbed me of.’  He 
shot Pip a playful glare.

In short order, plate after plate of food was brought out 
to cater for our different diets: seeds, insects, leafy greens, 
cakes and cheese were placed before Tattle, Pip and me.  
For the plebbles, actual rock cakes and stone fruits were 
placed before them.

The Duke rang a bell and all became silent.  Bowing 
dramatically before Tattle, he waved his arms with a 
flourish – more to impress the plebble court than us.  
‘Tattle, King of the Wagtails, Majestic Herald, Knight of 
the Star, Mythic Ambassador to Humans, and my dear 

friend – will you do the honour of starting the feast?’ 
Pip and I looked at Uncle Tattle and once again 

wondered who we were travelling with.
‘It would be a pleasure, good-friend Duke,’ said Tattle, 

to the obvious delight of the Duke and Duchess.  Tattle 
then pecked the cheese which was the signal for the 
feast to begin.  All at once, the hall rumbled like a gravel 
avalanche as the plebbles chomped into their rock cakes 
and stone fruits.

‘Uncle Tattle,’ I whispered, a little louder due to the 
noise, ‘are you really a king?’

Tattle gave me a wink and peered up to his crown.  
‘Why do you think I wear this?’

‘I don’t know.  I guess I thought, “King of the Wagtails” 
was just a name, like Granny being called, “Queen of 
Cheese”.  I didn’t think you were actual royalty.’  Pip 
nodded his head agreeing with me.  I continued, ‘If you are 
a king, where is your castle and where are your subjects?’

Tattle gave a cheeky grin and whispered so only Pip 
and I could hear, ‘I’m not the sort of king that wants to 
be trapped in a castle.  Like my bird subjects, I like to be 
free.’
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‘Well, what sort of king would spend so much effort 
flying two insignificant mythics like Pip and me around 
Australia?’

‘I like to think a good king would,’ said Tattle. ‘Now 
both of you eat up because we don’t know where our next 
meal is coming from and tomorr...’

CLANG – CLANG – CLANG.  Warning bells echoed 
throughout the hall.  A soldier burst in shouting, ‘DRAGON! 
A dragon approaches, Your Majesties.  All knights and 
soldiers are taking their positions.’

Tattle addressed the soldier.  ‘What sort of dragon?’
‘A mist-dragon, Sire.  Just a young buck by the looks.’
Tattle turned to us.  ‘It must have popped up from one 

of the nearby Nullarbor caves hunting for easy treasure on 
the surface.  This should be interesting; plebbles are not 
easy targets.  This young mist-dragon obviously hasn’t 
acquired the smarts to keep away from them.  I guess it’s 
about to learn the hard way.  Let’s go to the battlements.  

You will find it fascinating to watch how plebbles defend 
themselves against a dragon.’

Fascinating wasn’t the word I would have chosen.  I 
mean this was a ‘dragon’.  I had heard tales about them 
since I was a young pod but never imagined I would 
actually see one.  How could the plebbles possibly defend 
themselves against a beast of this sort?  From what I’d 
heard they didn’t stand a chance; a dragon could toast this 
entire castle and eat all these plebbles like popcorn.   Yet 
Tattle didn’t seem to share my concern, in fact he almost 
seemed to be excited.  Pip and I trotted nervously behind 
him up to the battlements.  Once in the open, I peered over 
the top of the rocky wall and the sight made my breath 
catch in my throat.

The mist-dragon was massive; as long and thick as the 
biggest gumtree in the district.  Probing feelers sprouted 
from its huge, jagged head.  Hints of red flashed in its 



purple scales as it lumbered towards us along the dusty 
road on eight goanna-like legs with razor sharp claws.  
This mythic was by far the biggest creature I had ever 
seen, both in sheer height and length.  Snorting smoke 
from its nostrils and with tail slashing wildly, the mist-
dragon looked more than capable of knocking down the 
plebble castle and all of us in it.

‘That soldier wasn’t wrong,’ said Tattle, calmly 
inspecting the dragon.  ‘It’s only a small buck.  They can 
grow three times that size – similar to their cousins the 
Chinese-dragon.’

I gulped at the thought of facing a dragon three times 
as big.  ‘It doesn’t have wings,’ I whispered.  ‘Don’t all 
dragons have wings?’

‘No, it’s a cave-dragon so it has no use for wings 
underground.  Only sky-dragons fly,’ explained Tattle.  He 

pointed to the battlement.  ‘Now you two stay close to 
the castle wall and make sure you immediately get down 
when I say so.  Mist-dragons have scolding breath and I’m 
sure he will blow before the battle is over.’

‘Can the dragon see through the protective illusion?’ 
‘Dragons are very magical.  The illusion will be 

dispelled when he gets close enough.’  Just as Tattle was 
talking, the dragon turned abruptly and faced the castle.  
‘Ah, there we go, he has detected us – the battle is on.’

Pawing the ground, the mist-dragon snorted a challenge.  
It sniffed the air and smiled maliciously.

‘He has smelled the jewels,’ said Tattle.  ‘There will be 
no stopping him now.’

Clouds of red dust and sand spewed up behind the mist-
dragon as he charged the fortress.  In reply, hundreds of 
plebble soldiers threw their rock spears then magically 
accelerated them.  



98 99

The volley of spears hit the dragon 
at such speed they pierced his tough 

dragon hide.  He skidded to a halt, and looking somewhat 
like a pin cushion, the mist-dragon roared in anger.

‘He’s about to blow – duck!’ yelled Tattle, pushing our 
heads down with his wings.

As we dropped below the battlements, scolding hot 
steam blasted over our heads.  When it finished, Tattle 
peered over the wall and nodded to us that it was now safe 
to stand.  The battlements that shielded us were hot and 
damp, but scanning the castle for damage, I saw none – if 
anything the dragon’s scolding breath made the plebble 
castle sparkle and glisten even more.

Once again the plebbles flung their rock spears and once 
more the mist-dragon roared in fury, blasting the fortress 
with steam to no effect.  As Pip and I stood up wiping the 
moisture from our faces, we were suddenly very grateful 
for our ‘bug dodging practice’ – it made us very quick at 
ducking behind the wall.

The third time the plebbles threw a barrage of spears 
was enough for the mist-dragon.  Defeated, it turned tail 
and scurried off in the direction from where it had come, 
leaving a dusty cloud in its wake.

‘Well, that was exciting,’ chuckled Tattle, as he started 
to walk back to the main hall.  He turned to us and said: 

‘Don’t stay here too long, gents.  We need to finish dinner 
and find ourselves a bed.  Tomorrow will be another big 
day.’

I looked at Pip and we breathed a sigh of relief.  After 
watching the mist-dragon disappear from sight, we 
wandered back to the main hall.  The things we had seen 
so far on our mythic-holiday had blown our minds – and 
it was only day one.  After all the excitement, I suddenly 
felt exhausted.  Pip yawned and I followed suit.  Sleep was 
ready to overtake us.
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The next morning the entire plebble court turned out to 
see us off.  Pip and I waved to them as we walked stiffly to 
the centre court.  We felt like our bottoms and inner thighs 
were one big bruise – every step was agony.

Tattle took one look at us and burst out laughing.  
‘What’s the matter with you two?’ he said, as if he didn’t 
know.

‘Legs,’ we groaned, ‘can’t move them – we’re saddle 
sore.’ 

‘I thought you would be,’ chuckled Tattle, pointing to 
a small jar of ointment.  ‘I ordered some elbow-grease to 
fix you up.  Spread this magic ointment on your sore spots 
and you should be good as gold.’

Testing the elbow-grease on my inner leg, I felt 
immediate relief.  With that, Pip and I began slathering 
the magic ointment over our sore spots.  While doing this, 
a willie wagtail glided into the courtyard, landed next to 
Tattle and began twittering in a ric-tic-tic sound common 
to their species.  Clearly, the news was not good.  Tattle 
looked grim.  He twittered a few orders and the wagtail 

took off again and flew north.
 ‘Everything OK?’ I asked, 
still rubbing the ointment 

onto my tender bottom.
‘Can’t be sure; 

my agent has just 
informed me there 
may be a bad situation 
developing at the top 
of Australia.  The emulice are gathering in large groups.  
There are rumours of an uprising.’

‘Who are the emulice?  Should we be worried?’ I asked 
with a stupid grin on my face as the ointment magically 
eased the pain. 

I must have looked quite comical as Tattle started to 
laugh.  ‘No, nothing to worry about – certainly not at the 
moment.  How are your legs and rump?  Are you ready to 
fly?’

Pip and I stepped carefully, then jumped, then ran on 
the spot.  ‘That stuff’s amazing!’

Tattle lowered his wing.  ‘Ok, gents, mount up.  I want 
to make it to the Windy Tunnels by evening.’

We farewelled our plebble hosts over much trumpeting 
and fanfare then took to the morning sky and flew east.  
Not far from the Gemfields we soared over a great salt 
lake and passed by the human gold-mining town known as 
Norseman.  Soon after, we entered a great expanse of wild 
woodlands and saltbush.  Eventually the bush thinned and 
opened out into the flattest and most barren country I had 
yet seen.  We had just entered the Nullarbor Plain. 
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Chapter Seven: 
25 July – Nullarbor Plain to the Great 

Australian Bight

‘Never judge someone’s weakness against your strength.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

The crisp morning turned into a hot, dry day as we flew 
over the flat expanse of the Nullarbor Plain.  From our high 
vantage it was easy to spot the occasional kangaroo and 
emu.  ‘The Nullarbor doesn’t have many trees,’ I stated, 
peering over the vast horizon filled mostly with low scrub 
and salt bush.

‘Nullarbor comes from the Latin term meaning “no 
trees”,’ Tattle explained (he often referred to what Latin 
said – but I had never met her).  ‘It’s such a fascinating 
part of Australia.  Look over there – that train is travelling 
along the straightest stretch of rail in the world.  Also, 
under the Nullarbor’s dry surface is the world’s longest 
underwater cave and the largest piece of limestone.’

Australia is just full of surprises, I thought to myself.

Itching for a break, we stopped for lunch.  While 
foraging for food in tussock grass country, Pip bumped 
into a desert-squeak which had a great mop of grassy hair 
and brown stripes down her back.  Pip was so excited to 
meet one of his desert cousins.

‘Squeak?’ inquired Pip.  ‘Squeak,’ replied his cousin.  
They were real chatterboxes, you couldn’t shut them up. 



Unfortunately for Pip, he also bumped 
into a nasty desert-squirt who gave 
him a quick hosing down.

For the rest of the afternoon we cruised over the 
seemingly endless Nullarbor.  For a time we soared above 
a long road that disappeared east over the horizon.  On 
it were various human vehicles.  Tattle taught us the 
difference between cars, trucks, buses and caravans.  He 
said there were plenty of grey-nomads on the road but 
most of the vehicles I saw were red and blue.  To pass the 
time Pip and I made up a game of spotting certain types 
of cars.  

‘Where are they all heading?’ I asked Tattle.
‘The road below is Australia’s Highway Number 1,’ he 

said.  ‘It circles the entire continent.  It’s the second longest 

highway in the world – 14,500 km from start to finish.  If 
you were to travel on that road you could visit most of 
Australia’s states and capital cities.  On our journey, we 
will come across Highway 1 many times.’ 

I was fascinated thinking about this road that circled 
this huge country.  I promised myself that one day I would 
travel the entire circuit of Highway Number 1.  

‘Hey, what are those humans doing down there?’ I 
asked, pointing to a group of people hitting a white rock 
with a stick on a little patch of green. 

Tattle laughed. ‘They’re playing golf – a game humans 
love to play.  The Nullarbor has the world’s longest golf 
course spanning more than 1,300 kilometres.  Those 
golfers below still have a long way before they reach the 
19th Hole.’

Time kept flying by as we enjoyed the vast, open plain.  
Tattle veered right and said: ‘Gents, we have just crossed 
the human border into South Australia.  If you look ahead 
you will see the ocean.’



For the second time in my life I gazed at the sea.  For 
Pip, it was his first.  His eyes were like saucers and his 
mouth dropped open in wonder, (lucky for him, there 
weren’t any bugs around).  A salty, southerly sea breeze 
greeted us as we approached the magnificent blue expanse 
which filled the horizon.  

The smell of the ocean seemed to energise Tattle and 
he shouted: ‘Before us is the Great Australian Bight.  In a 
moment we will fly over some spectacular cliffs that will 
take your breath away.  Hold on tight; you’re going to love 
this.’ 

Picking up speed, Tattle rocketed down and flew barely 
a metre off the ground.   Bushes whizzed by on either side 
of us.  Usually, Pip and I would reach out trying to touch 
the shrubs, but glancing ahead we saw we were rapidly 
running out of land.  Gritting our teeth, we held tight to 
Tattle.  

All of a sudden the ground disappeared as we shot 
over a colossal cliff with the ocean crashing sixty metres 
below.  Pip and I almost wet ourselves as we scrambled 

to grip more feathers with our hands and our feet.  Tattle 
roared with delight as he tucked his wings in and barrel-
rolled, plummeting towards the huge white waves below.  
‘Spectacular, isn’t it,’ he yelled.

‘Not funny,’ I tried to shout, but the sounds stuck in my 
throat and came out as a gargle. But Tattle was right – it 
certainly was spectacular.  Seeing these great immovable 
cliffs being lashed by a wild sea of aqua-blues and turquois-
greens was truly a wonder to behold.  Tattle cruised so 
close to the water we could taste the salty spray whisking 
up from the waves below.  Pip screwed up his face in 
displeasure; the salt on his tongue strongly disagreed with 
his sweet tooth.  

Running east to west as far as the eye could see, the 
towering cliff wall separated the land from the Southern 
Ocean.  I suddenly recalled one of Tattle’s tales.  ‘Hey, 
isn’t this the place where a zillion little-nippers nearly ate 
Australia?’

‘You remember that story.  Yes, this is the place, ´ said 
Tattle, still chuckling to himself as he started to pull up 



from the water before we got too damp.  ‘Oh, look over 
there – what luck.  It’s a migrating pod of southern right 
whales – a familiar sight at the Bight this time of year.’ 

Sure enough, swimming lazily just beneath the aqua 
waters, a number of large, dark shapes cruised along.  
These animals were bigger than human trucks; however, 
there was one much smaller than the rest.  A jet of spray 
shot up out of the water, and the biggest whale broke the 
surface.  It was quickly joined by the others.  The small 
one stayed in the centre protected by the pod. 

‘Squeak,’ said Pip. 
‘Yes,’ I agreed.  ‘That calf sure is a cutie.’ 
Seeing the pod of whales guard the calf made me realise 

how lucky I was to have Granny. I felt a pang of guilt 
over wanting to leave home, but I knew Granny would 
understand if she could’ve seen all this.  I quickly snapped 
back to the moment and noticed the smallest whale had 
vanished. As I scoured below for the calf, it suddenly burst 

up from the blue, rolling onto its back with a mighty 
splash.  Pip clapped his hands in delight.

For ages we flew in circles watching the 
playful antics of the southern right 

whales.  Then the biggest 
one lifted its great tail as if 
waving goodbye and sank 
below the waves.  The rest of 

the pod soon followed and disappeared under the deep-
blue sea to continue their migration.  We sighed and 
remembered we also had a journey to be getting on with 
– so, heading east we continued to fly parallel to the great 
grey limestone cliffs just metres above the ocean. 

 
‘There’s our destination,’ said Tattle, as he turned 

toward the towering wall above us.  ‘See the hundreds of 
little caves hidden in the cliff face, that’s the entrance to 
the Windy Tunnels.  Now hold on tight.  It gets very gusty 
closer to the cliffs.’

Tattle was right; as we approached the wind buffeted us 
up and down, backwards and forwards, left and right.

‘Gents, I have to time this perfectly so don’t wriggle 
around,’ Tattle yelled over the wind.

The cliff zoomed towards us.  Pip and I clung on tight, 
closed our eyes and braced ourselves.  We had great 
confidence in Uncle Tattle’s flying skills but it still didn’t 
stop us thinking we would crash splat into the wall.  Quite 
suddenly, everything went smooth and quiet.  Opening our 
eyes, Pip and I discovered we were flying through a cool 
tunnel lit up with vibrant rainbow colours from glowing 
jewels embedded in the roof. 



‘The Windy Tunnels will take us to the home of the 
cave-nutters,’ said Tattle, gliding with ease through the 
network of caves.  The strong wind gusting behind made 
it unnecessary to flap his wings.  Tattle continued speaking 
in his teacher-voice: ‘Cave-nutters are the shortest of your 
cousins, Kip.  They are stout and built for life underground.  
Primarily they are miners, but also have a surprising talent 
for music.’

The tunnel gently opened into a bright cavern lit up like 
daylight.  Dropping out of the windy breezeway, Tattle 
flew into the enormous cave.  It took a moment for our 
eyes to adjust, but when they did we gasped in delight.  

Beneath us sprawled a city of cute rock cottages and 
stalagmite houses inhabited by short, stocky nutters all 
going about their business.  But the one thing that drew 
our attention was hanging from a stalactite at the far end 
of the cavern – a huge sapphire, the size of a watermelon, 
which emitted a dazzling blue light.  In turn, the light 
reflected from thousands of crystals, bathing the city in a 
glittering array of colour.  Directly beneath the sapphire 
was a twisted golden gumtree, the likes of which I had 
never seen.  Behind the golden tree, water poured from the 
ceiling to form a beautiful waterfall cascading down the 
rocks into a clear, sparkling pool. 
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‘Welcome to Windbreak City,’ announced Tattle, 
heading towards the unusual gumtree.

‘Squeak,’ Pip laughed, slapping his knee.
‘No, Pip, it’s not Break-wind City,’ Tattle chuckled, 

‘it’s Windbreak City, you cheeky little squeak.’
I shielded my eyes from the brilliant light.  ‘That jewel 

is amazing – it’s like daylight.  How does it glow?’
 ‘You’re very lucky; few get to see the Sun Sapphire.  

It’s very magical.  When the sun is directly above Australia 
it shines brightly.  When it is night the Sun Sapphire dims 
to a moonlight glow.’

‘Squeak?’ asked Pip, pointing to the tree.
‘Yes, the gumtree is also magic and the only one of 

its kind.  It produces golden sap used in many magic 
ointments, like the elbow grease you used this morning.  
But whatever you do, you mustn’t touch the tree – it’s 
sacred.’  Tattle swerved in the air and landed on a ledge 
overlooking the city.  ‘Maybe, before we meet the cave-
nutters, I should give you some tips.  Cave-nutter culture 
is quite different to what you are used to.’  Pip and I were 
all ears.  Tattle continued: ‘Cave-nutters may initially 
seem gruff and rude.  In some circles they are even known 

as “roughnuts”.  Don’t get upset with them; it’s just their 
way.  Remember; don’t ever judge a nutter by its shell.  
Cave-nutters are some of the kindest mythics you could 
meet – that is, once you get to know them.’

‘Can you give us an example?’ I asked, suddenly feeling 
nervous about meeting my cave-cousins.

‘When you first meet a cave-nutter, you may be 
shocked when they glare at you and say, “What do you 
want?”  Don’t be offended; they can be a bit blunt, but it’s 
their standard greeting.  You should reply firmly, “Nothing 
– what do you want?”  Generally, they will say, “Nothing 
– have a good day!”’ 

Scratching my head, I asked, ‘What if we do want 
something?’

‘Then you state what you want simply and clearly – if 
you don’t ask, you don’t get.’  Tattle then rattled off a 
few more tips, such as always looking them straight in 
the eye, before we ventured down to the busy main 
street of Windbreak City.
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As soon as we dismounted, Pip and I were surrounded 
by curious cave-nutters.  Immediately I realised I was half 
a head higher than the tallest cave-nutter.  I felt like a giant 
– it was great!  That feeling lasted all of a second as an 
angry looking nutter, with a face like a bulldog sucking a 
lemon, marched straight up to me and snarled right in my 
face: ‘What do you want?’

‘Ahhh…’ My mind went blank.  Then, remembering 
Tattle’s advice, I stammered, ‘Nnnnothing – wwwhat do 
you want?’

‘Nothing – have a good day,’ he replied, with a wrinkled 
grimace that resembled a smile.  He shook my hand and 
went on his way.

After greeting many sour-looking nutters in this way, 
we strolled down the main street towards the Sacred 
Gumtree, passing other cave-nutters.  Some carried picks, 
some baskets and some pushed prams.  At first, Pip and 
I felt rather threatened when approached by these fierce 

looking nutters, but that soon faded with each 
passing greeting.  However, one cave-

nutter caught me off guard when I gave 
the standard reply: 

‘Nothing – what 
do you want?’  
He surprised 
me by saying: 
‘I want to buy 

your squeak.’  I hardly knew what to say! ‘Um, sorry, he’s 
not for sale,’ I said, aghast.  To which he replied: ‘OK – 
have a good day.’  He then walked off leaving us scratching 
our heads.  I looked at Pip and joked: ‘Maybe I should 
have asked how much.’  Pip gave me a dirty look.

‘Come on you two,’ called Tattle ahead of us.  ‘Let’s not 
keep Chief Boffur waiting.’

Standing directly under the Sacred Gumtree, in front of 
the most impressive stalagmite house, was an old looking 
cave-nutter with a stubbly grey beard.  He was wearing 
an impressive nut-hat with feathers in it and holding a 
colourful staff of authority.  As we approached, he puffed 
up his chest and marched straight to Tattle, glaring at him.  
‘You big scallywag, what on earth do you want here?’

Tattle glared back. ‘You short peacock, what silly nutter 
made you Chief?  I need food and lodging for the night.  
Not just for myself but my two travelling companions as 
well.’ 

The Chief’s face cracked into 
a big grin, spreading from ear to 
ear.  ‘Welcome, Tattle, it’s been far 
too long – I’ve missed you.’  He 
then broke cave-nutter custom 
and dropped his staff to give 
Tattle a big hug.  This took the 
gathered crowd by surprise and 
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they gasped in amazement.
Uncle Tattle smiled down at Chief Boffur and returned 

the hug.  ‘Same here, old mate; it’s so good to see you.’  
Tattle then pointed to us.  ‘These are my two good friends, 
Kip and Pip from Kings Park.’

Chief Boffur pulled away and hugged us both.  Wiping 
a teary eye, he said: ‘Well, let’s not make a scene posing 
for the crowd.  Get inside quickly now so I can shovel 
some food into you.’  He turned to the gawking crowd.  
‘What are you all staring at – haven’t you got work to do?  
Off with you now – shoo – shoo.’ 

 The crowd all burst into a collective semi-smile as if 
their Chief had just given them the greatest compliment.  
Even though cave-culture was different to what I was used 
to, it was very clear these nutters adored their Chief.
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Chapter Eight: 
26 July – Windbreak City

‘In a fast-paced society, expect things to move slowly.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

‘Wake up, sleepy heads,’ ordered Tattle, drawing back 
the curtain.

‘Squeak!’ cried Pip, as brilliant blue light flooded into 
our dark room.

‘Now, now, Pip.  Both you and Kip have a big day 
ahead.  Downstairs, Chief Boffur has made you a beautiful 
breakfast of moss cakes and mushroom tarts.’  We glanced 
at each other, not knowing if that was good or bad.  Tattle 
continued: ‘Today I will be leaving you with the Chief.  I 
have a few majestic duties to attend, plus I need to seek 
news about the trouble brewing in the north of Australia.  
I’ll be back for the concert tonight.’

I sat up and rubbed the sleep from my eyes.  ‘What 
concert?’

‘You will have to wait and see.  
Now, get up and have breakfast.  
See if you can help the Chief 
today; he’s got a lot to do and 
he’s a bit stressed.’  That said, 
Tattle flew out the window 
and out of sight.
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After washing our hands and faces in a copper bowl 
full of water, Pip and I trotted down to the kitchen.  Chief 
Boffur was pulling out a tray from a big iron oven.  It 
seemed metal was the main material cave-nutters used to 
make everything – from cutlery to furniture.

 ‘Morning, lads.  Take a seat and dig in,’ said the Chief, 
as he filled our plates with hot cakes and tarts.

The food tasted as good as it smelt and the buttery dough 
melted in your mouth.  Reaching for a second moss cake, 
I asked: ‘Is it okay that Tattle has left us with you today?’

‘Sure is,’ said Chief Boffur, also reaching for another 
moss cake.  ‘That Tattle is certainly one of a kind, always 
coming and going.  You are very lucky to be on this trip 
with him.’

‘It’s been amazing,’ I said between mouthfuls.  Pip 
nodded in agreement.

Chief Boffur poured himself a hot mug of nutmeg.  ‘You 
know, when I was just a pod, Tattle took me on a similar 
trip around Australia.’

I looked at the ancient nutter and laughed, ‘I don’t think 
that’s possible.’

‘Tattle is much older than you think.’

‘How old?’
Chief Boffur shrugged his shoulders.  ‘Hard to say.  I 

know my great grandnut knew him when he was a just a 
little pod.  Truth is, Tattle has been winging around for 
quite some time.  There is certainly more to him than meets 
the eye.’  A whistle sounded in the distance.  ‘Galloping 
goannas – look at the time.  You two need to get ready 
– there’s so much to do today.  We have the big concert 
tonight with a record number of VIMs in attendance.  But 
first off, I’m taking you lads on a VIM tour.’

I gulped down my last mouthful. ‘What’s a VIM?’ I 
asked.

‘Squeak,’ answered Pip.
I laughed.  ‘Of course: a “Very Important Mythic”.’  I 

paused.  ‘But Chief, we’re not important mythics.’
‘You are if you’re flying with Tattle,’ he replied, with a 

wink.

The Chief led us through the crowded streets of 
Windbreak City passing a variety of cute stalagmite houses, 
cottages and shops.  These smooth, spiky dwellings were 
decorated with beautiful mushroom 
gardens and some even had water 
features.
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‘Today we will be surfing the Windy Tunnels,’ said the 
Chief, pointing to a cave entrance high above the main 
settlement.  ‘There’s no better way to travel.’

We climbed a series of rocky stairs, pausing now and 
again for nutters wishing to greet us or chat with their 
Chief.  Eventually, we reached the top and stood before a 
small cave exit where a queue of nutters waited.

‘Where are they going?’ I asked, pointing to the line of 
nutters holding picks and shovels.

‘They’re off to work in the mines,’ replied the Chief, 
‘which is the first stop on our VIM tour.  To get there, we 
must catch the breeze and surf the Windy Tunnels.  Here, 
watch how the miners do it.’

One by one, cave-nutters approached the breezeway.  
They each clutched a round, golden wooden board which 
they stepped on before pushing themselves into the windy 
tunnel.  THOOMP – instantly the miners were blown out 
of sight.

‘Where do they go?’ I asked.
‘It depends on what they are mining,’ replied the Chief, 

as he sorted through wooden boards piled next to the 

breezeway.  ‘This is the Opal Tunnel which leads straight 
to Coober Pedy.  Over there is the Diamond Tunnel 
that goes to Argyle.  Then there is the Gold Tunnel to 
Kalgoorlie.  On the other side of the cavern we have the 
Silver, Emerald and Ruby Tunnels.’

‘But some of those places are on the other side of 
Australia.  It would take weeks to get there!’

‘Not by Windy Tunnel.  It’s a large network of pipe-
caves looping throughout Australia – the fastest way to 
travel outside teleporting or dimension doors.  Trust me; 
we’ll be under Coober Pedy within the hour.  You’ll see – 
after the last miner catches the breeze it will be our turn.’  

‘Do they go to the mines like this every day?’ I asked.
‘Our miners are sometimes called, FIFOs, that’s because 

each day they Fly In and Fly Out.’  Chief Boffur started 
laughing at his own pun, but when he saw our blank faces 
he repeated: ‘because they Fly...In…and…never mind – 
inside joke.’

The Chief then handed Pip and me a 
wooden board.  ‘This is a golden 
windboard cut from fallen branches 
of the Sacred Tree.  These boards will 
always stay upright.  Its magic sap 
will keep you glued 
tight, until you 
decide to step 
off.’
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‘This is so cool,’ I said, but I could see Pip didn’t share 
my excitement. 

‘You also need a helmet – you can’t ride the tunnels or 
go to the mines without one.  Kip, your nut will do fine.  
Pip, you will need to strap on this nut.’

‘But Pip is a squeak, he’s indesquashable,’ I informed 
the Chief.  ‘I don’t think he needs a helmet.’

‘Sorry, everyone needs a helmet.  Health and safety 
codes – no exceptions.’

Once Pip’s helmet was strapped on, we stepped onto our 
boards and Chief Boffur nudged us into the windy tunnel 
– THOOMP – we were suddenly blown down the tunnel 
at tremendous speed.  Up and down we went, each drop 
sending my stomach in a whirl.  Luminous opals flashed 
by overhead.  They kept the tunnel well-lit with a rainbow 
of vivid colours.  It was amazing and exhilarating – well it 
was for me.  Pip didn’t take kindly to the Windy Tunnels 

and squeaked a few things we won’t repeat in this book.
Eventually, the tunnel ended and we slid to a halt, 

gliding into a very large and very dark mine.  Gathered 
around the light of a dimming glow-orb were hundreds of 
miners. 

‘Why is it so dark in here?’ demanded the Chief, pushing 
himself forward. 

‘We have run out of glow-orbs,’ replied one of the 
miners.

Chief Boffur threw his feathered nut to the ground.  ‘Are 
you knuckleheads telling me you have run out of glow-
orbs when Windbreak City is the largest producer of glow-
orbs in this country?  Didn’t one of you bright sparks think 
to zip back to the bugalug farm and get another barrel?’

‘Sorry Chief – it’s not our job,’ replied the miner, 
sheepishly.

‘Well, what were you planning to do when this glow-
orb went out – just stand in the dark?’

‘Only till knock-off time, Chief.’



‘Arghh – hopeless!’ fumed Chief Boffur.  He picked 
up his nut-hat and turned to Pip and me.  ‘How about 
we start the VIM tour at the free-range bugalug farm?  
I’d sure appreciate a hand bringing a barrel of glow-

orbs back to these knuckleheads.  We are running 
desperately low on opals to energise our music 
chamber.  If we don’t get more today, I may have 
to cancel tonight’s big concert.’

Again, we surfed the Windy Tunnels.  
Pip squeaked all the way to the bugalug 

farm which was located in a cave 

directly beneath Windbreak City.  
Leaning our windboards against the wall we looked 

around this new, enchanting cavern.  It was an exotic 
garden of ferns, mushrooms and colourful flora.  Water 
fell from holes in the ceiling, running into beautiful 
waterfalls which fed into a shimmering river that 
twisted throughout the mysterious gardens.  Beneath 
the ferns, the cave floor was carpeted with soft, 
sparkling moss.  Playing throughout the lush 
cavern were thousands of adorable mythics.  
They looked rather like yellow, stumpy 
caterpillars.  
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Chief Boffur picked one up.  ‘These little cuties are 
cave-bugalugs,’ he explained.  ‘It’s their special poo that 
lights our mythic world.’

Throughout the cave we saw nutters with baskets 
carefully picking up little silver bugalug droppings, while 
other nutters had bags of silver dust and were sprinkling it 
around in the moss.

Pip grabbed a nearby bugalug and hugged it.  ‘Squeak?’ 
he asked. 

‘Sorry Pip, you can’t keep her,’ replied the Chief.  He 
then cautioned: ‘Careful now, you’re squeezing her a bit 
hard.  Oh look, you made her poop.’ 

Two silver balls plopped onto the moss.  Chief Boffur 
eased the bugalug from Pip and let her go scurrying back 
into the undergrowth.  Pip suddenly felt very bad; he 
certainly didn’t mean to hurt the little bugalug.  The Chief 

smiled at Pip and asked: ‘Do you know what these little 
silver balls are for?’ 

Pip looked at the fresh droppings by his feet and nodded 
excitedly.  He quickly picked up a poop and started rubbing 
it on his leg.

‘STOP!’ warned the Chief.  ‘It hasn’t been processed 
yet.’

Pip glanced down at his side.  He was smeared with a 
gooey glowing glob – yuck!

‘Galloping Goannas!’ said the Chief, passing Pip a 
handful of moss.  ‘It looks like you’ve pooed yourself.  
Don’t you know that bugalug poo must be baked in the 
kiln before it is a glow-orb?’ 

Helping Pip wipe the muck off, I asked: ‘Why are those 
nutters sprinkling silver dust?’ 
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‘It’s what cave-bugalugs eat.  Without the silver – no 
magic poo,’ said the Chief, striding up to a barrel and 
opening it.  ‘Ah, here’s a load of glow-orbs ready to go – 
we will take these to the miners.’  He paused thoughtfully 
then added: ‘Do you know we cave-nutters have an old 
saying which goes: Glow-orb, glow-orb, shine your 
light.  Keep us safe from shadows tonight.’

‘My Granny used to say those words when rubbing a 
night-light for me when I was just a young pod,’ I replied, 
remembering being tucked into my cosy bed on cold 
winter nights. 

Once the Chief had sealed the barrel, he moved to an 
alcove in the wall and opened an ornate chest.  Inside were 
glow-orbs twice the size of normal ones.  ‘These are rare 
glow-orbs,’ he said, picking up a little pouch and filling it 
with a handful of the silver orbs.  ‘Kip and Pip, here is a 
present for you.  These glow-orbs are special.  They are 
five times as bright as usual but unfortunately only last a 
fifth of the time.’ 

‘Thanks, Chief,’ I said.  ‘But Uncle Tattle 
said we can’t take presents on our trip.  He 
doesn’t want to carry any more weight.’

Chief Boffur tossed the pouch in the 
air and caught it.  ‘There’s no 
weight here.  You tuck this 
pouch up into your nut-hat and 

I will have a word with Tattle; he’s a lot stronger than 
he looks.’  Chief Boffur gave me a wink and handed me 
the bag.  I thanked him and tucked the pouch into a little 
compartment high inside my nut-hat.  

After helping the Chief roll the glow-orb barrel to the 
Windy Tunnel, we jumped on our golden windboards and 
– THOOMP – THOOMP – THOOMP – we were rocketing 
our way back to Coober Pedy.  Within the hour, we surfed 
into the opal mine which was now in complete and utter 
darkness. 

‘Are any of you knuckleheads still here?’ yelled Boffur 
into the pitch black.

‘We’re all here, Chief – it’s not knock-off time yet,’ 
replied a voice from the darkness.  

‘Well, come here and get a glow-orb,’ commanded 
Boffur, giving one a rub to light up the cavern, revealing 
all the miners sitting down.

‘We can’t, Chief,’ said a voice in the crowd.
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‘AND WHY IS THAT?’ 
yelled Boffur, stamping his 
foot.

‘It’s lunch break.’

When lunch was 
over, the miners lined up, took a glow-orb from the barrel 
and gave it a rub.  Once lit, they attached the orb to their 
helmets and marched off into the mine to start digging.  
Soon, the sound of picks chipping rocks filled the tunnels.  
Chief Boffur handed us each a glow-orb and took us for a 
quick tour of the mine, where Pip and I both had a turn at 
swinging the pick.  Purely by chance, I discovered a new 
opal vein.  Chief Boffur was delighted; tonight’s concert 
would go ahead as planned.

‘Well, all’s good here.  We’d better surf back to 
Windbreak City,’ said the Chief, grabbing his board.  ‘The 

concert starts in a few hours and there is still so much to 
do.  And you, little Pip, desperately need a bath.’

We all looked down at the glowing poo stain still on 
Pip’s side.
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Chapter Nine: 
26 July – Harmonic Chamber

‘The music of life is composed of high notes and low notes.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

After a meal and bath (which didn’t quite remove all of 
Pip’s stain), Chief Boffur led us to an adjoining cavern – a 
spectacular auditorium called the Harmonic Chamber.   It 
was truly magnificent.   Carved from rock into an oval 
auditorium, the chamber was encircled by thousands of 
cushioned seats.  Smooth, polished walls curved upwards 
to a domed ceiling lit up with opals.  In the centre of the 
chamber was a massive hole where gigantic flute-pipes 
bridged together to form a podium.  Surrounding the hole 
was an assortment of drums and harps.  From the many 
different entrances to the auditorium, mythics from all 
environments were already filing in to take their seats. 

‘You two will be sitting in the royal boxes,’ said the 
Chief, leading us up to some very important and comfy 
looking seats.  

‘Greetings,’ said Tattle, coming from behind.  ‘I trust 
you two have had a good day and weren’t too much trouble 
for the Chief?’

The Chief smiled at us.  ‘They were a couple of naughty 
scallywags, but I managed to survive them.’

‘Excellent,’ laughed Tattle, taking a seat on the far right 
of the box.  ‘Kip and Pip, have you noticed how unusual 
the royal enclosure next to us is?’ 
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Directly to our right was a huge, vacant box with eight 
strange columns – each about two metres high.  Four were 
clearly made from different elements: wood, stone, metal 
and sand.  The other columns weren’t so easy to identify 
– one appeared to consist of a misty vapour, two seemed 
to be made of liquid and, the last one, made from pure 
darkness.

‘That’s the Vanguard Box,’ said the Chief, eager to 
explain.  ‘The Vanguards are the other VIMs in attendance.  
I believe four of the eight will be present tonight.  Those 
columns are their element doors.  They will arrive through 
them shortly.’

As the lights dimmed slightly in the chamber, Tattle 
caught sight of Pip’s poo stain.  ‘Why Pip, you look 
absolutely glowing.’  

‘Yes, isn’t he luminous,’ chuckled the Chief, elbowing 
me.

I added: ‘Today’s visit to the bugalug farm has left Pip 
beaming.’

The three of us burst out laughing.
Pip looked down at his glowing stain.  ‘Squeak!’ 
‘Language, Pip – we are at a concert,’ reminded Tattle. 

With the seats in the Harmonic Chamber filling quickly, 
Chief Boffur stood and said he must get ready to host the 
concert.

‘Are cave-nutters really the musicians?’ I asked, 
observing a group of grumpy nutters carrying instruments.

‘Of course we are,’ replied the Chief.  Then he 
whispered:  ‘We may be known as “roughnuts” but few 
can make music as beautiful as us.’  He patted me on the 
shoulder and walked off into the crowd.

Just as I took my seat, the metallic column in the 
royal box to our right began to move.  The metal twisted 
as if suddenly coming alive.  It then transformed into a 
humanoid shape of a very athletic and strong looking 
woman – like a polished bronze 
statue that moved.  As she sat 
down, a metal throne morphed 
out from her legs.  Huge 
applause filled the chamber 
and the metallic lady 
smiled and waved to 
the audience.

Tattle leaned 
over to Pip and 
me and whispered: 
‘The Cayvin – 
Vanguard and ruler 
of all cave mythics.’
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Next, the liquid column transformed into a commanding 
looking man with long, frothy hair and a beard that moved 
like ocean waves.  He sat on a throne of foaming water and 
acknowledged the Cayvin with a polite nod.

‘The Seafarer,’ Tattle whispered, ‘Vanguard and ruler 
of the sea mythics.’

Directly next to us, both the stone and wooden columns 
began their transformation.  The stone turned into a 
powerful man of rock and the wooden one into a graceful 
lady adorned with gum leaves and flora.

‘The Mountaineer – ruler of the mountain mythics,’ 
explained Tattle.  Then he smiled as he gestured to the 
elegant lady of wood.  ‘And I’m sure you both know who 
she is?’

‘The Evergreen,’ I whispered, hardly believing my 
eyes.  ‘Vanguard and ruler of the bush mythics – Pip’s and 
my queen – she’s so beautiful.’
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Tattle nodded.  ‘I trust 
you know all about the 
Vanguards?’

I certainly did.  As with 
most mythics I learnt the 
Vanguard Ode when I was 
young.  This was a good 

time to recite it to Tattle, hoping to impress him:

Tattle smiled when I finished.  ‘Very good, Kip.  Not 
necessary to recite the whole poem; a simple “yes” would 
have sufficed.  Well, we are very fortunate to have four of 
the eight Vanguards attending tonight’s concert.  You and 
Pip are doubly fortunate to meet your queen.’

As we looked in awe at the Evergreen, she turned to 
us and smiled.  ‘What a delightful surprise to see a bush-
nutter and little squeak down here in the caves.  I trust you 
are looking after them, Tattle?’

Tattle bowed. ‘I am, Your Majesty.  They are fine travel 
companions indeed.’

The other Vanguards looked over, greeting Tattle 
warmly.  I couldn’t believe it!  They knew Uncle Tattle 
personally.  The Vanguards were the kings and queens of 
all mythics – you don’t get any higher than them.  Chief 
Boffur was right; there was so much more to Tattle than I 
realised.  

For a few minutes they swapped pleasantries.  However, 
as Uncle Tattle continued to talk with the Evergreen about 
matters of importance, their voices dropped to just above 
a whisper.  I leant over to eavesdrop. 



‘…my bird scouts have recently informed me there is 
unrest amongst the emulice.  Rumours are rife they are 
forming an army to challenge the majestics.’

The Evergreen replied: ‘Dear Tattle, you know that 
we Vanguards cannot interfere in this dispute.  The feud 
between you majestics and the emulice is long-standing.’

Tattle nodded his head sadly.  ‘At the very least, do you 
think the Wicked will rein in the emulice – being under his 
dominion surely the Shadow-Vanguard will bring them 
into line?’

The Mountaineer, who was also eavesdropping, snorted 
as if Tattle had just told a joke.

‘Oh, Tattle,’ laughed the Evergreen, ‘you know the 
Wicked as well as I – being the Vanguard of the Shadow, 
he delights when his subjects are up to no good.  It’s 
unlikely you will find help there.  However, the Wicked 
may confirm for you if the rumours are true.  Maybe you 
should go to the Shadow Ruins and seek his counsel.’

Tattle sighed.  ‘Thank you, Your Majesty.  Hopefully 
the rumours will prove to be false.’

‘We hope so,’ whispered the Evergreen, with an uneasy 
smile. ‘If anything befell the majestics all mythics would 
suffer.’  The Mountaineer nodded in agreement.  

BOOM – BOOM – BOOM.  Drums echoed throughout 
the chamber, stopping all talk.  The lights dimmed over the 
audience.  Suddenly, the pipes started to glow and a light 
illuminated Chief Boffur who stood on the centre podium.  
He gave the audience a cave-nutter greeting: ‘Lord and 
Lady Vanguards – Tattle, King of Wagtails – honoured 
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guests – and you other free-loaders – WHAT ARE YOU 
LOOKING AT?  Welcome to our End-of-Winter concert.  
We hope you stuff it in your ears and enjoy.’  Chief Boffur 
then turned to the orchestra.  ‘Open the wind tunnel you 
knuckleheads and let the concert begin.’

All of a sudden, a strong wind gusted up the central 
hole in the pit of the chamber blowing through the 
glowing pipes.  A soft hum filled the hall.  The orchestra 
stood on their windboards and gently floated out to take 
the positions next to their instruments.  The conductor 
followed suit, surfing to the centre podium to slide in 
gently next to the Chief.  The audience applauded wildly.  
The conductor lifted her stick for silence.  When a hush fell 
on the chamber, the conductor pointed to a pipe-musician 

who opened a large valve causing a great crack of thunder 
to boom through the chamber, making us all jump!  The 
conductor then began a peculiar podium dance and waved 
her sticks at various musicians.  Thunder turned to music 
and the concert began.  

Melody followed melody, some haunting, some blissful 
and some epic.  Musicians surfed from pipe to pipe busily 
opening and closing various valves, while others beat 
drums in rhythm, clanged symbols or strummed harps.  
Chief Boffur even had a part to play – the musical triangle.  
But what gave me chills was when the cave-nutter choir 
joined the orchestra and their melodious tones echoed 
around the great hall, enchanting the audience.

Yet I must admit, throughout the concert, 
I was distracted by having the 
Evergreen sitting so close.  I 
mean, WOW, this was the 
Evergreen – ruler of all bush 
mythics – my queen, and I 
was just an arm’s reach away.  I 
couldn’t help but stare.  Funny thing 
is, every time I did, she seemed to 
sense it and glance knowingly my 
way with a 
wink.
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The concert continued for two more hours.  Pip had 
long since fallen asleep and was drooling on my arm.  
Finally, a very famous soloist called, ‘Big-Boned Lady’, 
surfed elegantly to the centre podium and sang the closing 
ballad.  Only then was the concert over.  Standing as one, 
the audience thundered its applause.  This woke Pip with 
a start.  He quickly jumped up clapping – still not sure 
where he was.

Chief Boffur basked in the ovation.  He waited patiently 
for the applause to fade before he announced very gruffly: 
‘Well that’s it.  Concert’s over.  Go home now.  Off you 
trot.  Shoo – shoo.’

The Vanguards waved to the audience from their lavish 
VIM box.  Three of them merged away, leaving their 
original column standing cold and still as before.

Last to go was the Evergreen.  ‘Farewell Tattle, King of 

Wagtails.  Farewell my sweet little Kip and Pip,’ she sang, 
blowing us a kiss before merging away.   

Tattle look concerned, almost anxious.  ‘What’s wrong?’ 
I asked.

He sighed as he led us to the exit.  ‘Hopefully nothing.  
But we need to make a trip detour into the desert.  Best get 
a good night’s sleep.  Tomorrow is going to be another big 
day.’

Back in our quarters, I wasn’t convinced by Tattle’s 
parting words. I had never seen him fazed before – even 
when facing a dragon.  Yet, that conversation with the 
Evergreen had shaken him.  I tried to recall what was said 
that disturbed him so, but the day had been long and sleep 
came quickly.
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Chapter Ten: 
27 July – Nullarbor Plain

‘Not all help is helpful.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

With a traditional cave-nutter send-off and a promise 
to Chief Boffur we would return, we bid farewell to the 
Windy Tunnels and exited out of a cave into the Nullarbor 
– giving a blue-tongue lizard a fright.  This time we flew 
north, heading deep into the parched, barren landscape.

‘I heard you talking to the Vanguards last night,’ I said 
to Tattle.  ‘Who are the emulice causing this trouble?’

‘The emulice are shadow mythics that rove the 
Australian deserts in large clans,’ he explained.   ‘They 
look a bit like an emu crossed with a sinister elf.  As to 
the trouble they are causing, I’m still not sure there is any.  
This is why I need to speak to the Wicked – vanguard of 
the shadow mythics.  Hopefully he can tell us if there is 
something to worry about.  Hence we are detouring to his 
kingdom, the Shadow Ruins.’

‘The Shadow Ruins,’ I repeated.  ‘Uncle Tattle, I have 
listened to enough of your stories to know nothing good 
happens there.’

‘You’ll be safe with me,’ he said.  ‘Don’t pay too much 
attention to those stories.  I may have exaggerated a little 
for dramatic effect’.

‘But aren’t the ruins in the centre of Australia?  Couldn’t 
we have surfed one of the Windy Tunnels?’ 
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‘The Windy Tunnels only go to certain places and none 
pass by the Shadow Ruins.  However, the tunnels are not 
the only fast way to travel.  Three hours north there’s a 
dimension door that will portal us straight there.  Along 
the way, I also hope to find a friendly emulice to chat with; 
there should be some clans within this area.’

For an hour, we soared north over flat, dry scrublands.  As 
the sun rose so did the heat and little beads of perspiration 
started to appear on Pip and me.  If this was winter here – I 
would hate to imagine how hot this place was in summer.  
We saw a variety of animals, but I was surprised to see 
great mobs of camels.  ‘I didn’t know we had camels in 
Australia,’ I said quietly to myself.

Tattle overheard and explained: ‘Over a hundred years 
ago, humans shipped camels to this region to help out.  
However, when the humans began to use motor cars, 
they released the working camels into the wild.  Now 
the outback is overrun with them.  Strangely, Australia is 
the only country in the world that still has wild camels – 

despite them not being native.’ 

As we flew over a rocky outcrop I felt tingling on my 
skin.  ‘Tattle, there is a protective illusion in the area.’

‘You’re right, Kip, a small one to our right.  Illusion 
Erase – Show the Place.’

As Tattle circled to the ground the air shimmered, then 
pulled apart like a curtain.  

‘Oh-no,’ groaned Tattle, ‘Desert-nutters.  This should 
be interesting.’

Before us was an unusual tribe of lime-skinned nutters.  
They wore strange nut-hats decorated with bones and 
most were armed with spiked clubs of various sizes.  Their 
homes were dome-shaped tents made from stretched reptile 
skin.  In the centre of the tribe a wild looking nutter with 
a big club was cooking a snake on a spit.  We dismounted 
Tattle and walked towards him. 

The surrounding desert-nutters stared at us with wide, 
unblinking eyes.  I whispered to Tattle: ‘What’s with their 
odd look?’

‘ D e s e r t - n u t t e r s 
have gone a bit troppo 
living under the harsh 
sun,’ whispered 
Tattle.  ‘That far-
off look they have is 
called the sunburnt-
stare.  Every time 
they blink they tune 



in and out.  They literally change channels with a blink 
of the eye, which makes it very hard to have a sensible 
conversation.  As humans would say, “They’re a sausage 
short of a barbeque.”’ 

As we approached the snake on the spit, the wild-
looking nutter broke into a grin.  ‘Welcome to our tribe.  
You have come at a good time.  We have just battled this 
death adder and are roasting it for lunch.  Why don’t you 

stay and join us?’ 

‘Thank you for your hospitality,’ said Tattle, with a 
small bow.  ‘I can see you are a great warrior, but we are 
pressed for time.  We are seeking information.  Have you 
seen any emulice about lately?’

‘Emulice, no they all…’  The desert-nutter blinked and 
said: ‘Oh look, someone has put a snake on the barbie!  
Why don’t you folks stay for lunch?’

Tattle paused.  ‘Ah, thank you but, no.  We are in a 
terrible hurry and must find the 
emulice.  You don’t 
happen to know their 
whereabouts?’
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The desert-nutter was about to reply, but he blinked 
again: ‘Well, strike me lucky, a death adder on a spit!  You 
know I recently battled one of these critters.  They put up 
a tough fight but taste great.  Smells good – hey, why don’t 
you join us for lunch?’

Tattle groaned silently.  ‘No thank you, we won’t stay 
for lunch.  We are seeking the emulice.’ 

‘Your loss; there’s no tucker better than cooked adder,’ 
said the wild nutter, as he prodded the snake with his fork.  
Blink. ‘But you won’t find any emulice here.  They all 
packed up and headed north about a week ago...’ Blink.  
‘Oh, roast snake – yummy…’

Tattle rolled his eyes and sighed.  For ten minutes more 
he tried to extract further information but had zero luck.  By 
now a crowd of spaced-out nutters had gathered around – 
staring with their glassy eyes and reaching out to touch us.  
Pip was getting a little nervous.  Tattle lowered his wing 
for us to mount.  Politely, we managed to break away and 
make a hasty exit back to the bright blue wilderness above.  
It may have been a brief visit with my desert cousins, but 

it was certainly one I shall never forget.  

For half-an-hour, we continued to fly north under the 
hot sun.  Pip tapped me on the shoulder and pointed east.  
In the far distance a mob of emus could be seen.  I pointed 
them out to Tattle.  

‘Where there are emus there’s usually an emulice clan 
nearby,’ said Tattle, as we flew east and circled the area.  
‘Strange – I see signs of a deserted camp, but no signs of 
any emulice.  I don’t feel any protective illusions in the 
area, either.  Wait up – over there in the shade of the rocky 
outcrop.  Can you see that lone emulouse?’ 

Sure enough, sheltering from the sun under a large 
limestone overhang, an unusual, blue-tinged creature, as 
tall as a human, stood silently watching his mob of emus.  
He himself seemed to be half emu with thin emu legs and 
feathered body; however, his upper torso was definitely 
humanoid.  We flew down to the shaded crag and landed 
in a tree next to the lone emulouse.  This proud mythic 
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remained statue-still and didn’t appear to acknowledge us.  
Up close I could now see that this emulouse was ancient.  
His wrinkly blue skin was criss-crossed with many scars; 
however, there was nothing frail about him.  I imagined he 
was once a great warrior but age had now withered him.  

‘Excuse me, sir,’ Tattle said respectfully. ‘I am looking 
for your clan?’  

Unblinking, the old emulouse-shepherd continued to 
stare out at his mob as if we weren’t there.  

‘He may be hard of hearing,’ I whispered.  
Tattle spoke louder.  ‘Excuse me, sir, where is your 

clan?’ 
The old emulouse slowly turned his head and sneered: 

‘I heard you, majestic.  Be gone – I have no words to share 
with you.’ 

I was a little shocked.  Every mythic we had met so far 
had been thrilled to see Tattle.  I didn’t understand why, 
but this emulouse seemed to be full of hatred.  

Tattle sighed and said politely: ‘As you wish.’  Without 
another word, we took wing and continued to fly north.

‘Squeak,’ said Pip, crossing his arms with a frown.
I nodded my head.  ‘Too right, Pip.  That crusty old 

emulouse certainly was rude.’
Tattle smiled up at us.  ‘It’s okay.  Many emulice resent 

majestics over a battle that happened thousands of years 
ago.  It’s sad, but you have to give the emulice credit – 
they certainly can hold a grudge.’  Looking ahead, Tattle 
suddenly brightened.  ‘Gents, you’re in for a treat.  We 
are about to enter Australia’s biggest desert and the third 
largest on this planet – the Great Victoria Desert.’
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Chapter Eleven: 
27 July – Great Victoria Desert

‘Exploring the outside world broadens your inside world.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

For a time we flew across dry, red country that varied 
between low hills, the occasional breakaway and open 
plains covered with saltbush.  It was so vast. Soaring 
above was an eagle and in the distance a mob of kangaroos 
lounging in the shade of a marble gum. 

‘This place is amazing!  How big is it?’ I asked.  
‘Squeak,’ answered Pip.
‘You’re right,’ laughed Tattle.  ‘You’re a bright little 

squeak.  Yes, the Great Victoria Desert is the largest of 
Australia’s ten deserts and covers around 350,000 square 
kilometres – an area as big as Germany.’

I turned around and looked at Pip wondering how the 
cheeky little squeak possibly knew that information.  He 
gave me a smug smile and tapped his noggin. 

Looking over the varied landscape below, I called down 
to Tattle: ‘Is this really a desert?  I thought deserts were 
just sand dunes, scorching sun and no water.’

‘Squeak,’ answered Pip again.
‘That’s right,’ agreed Tattle, impressed.  ‘It’s the lack 

of rainfall that makes a desert, not the landscape or 
temperature.  Generally, an area which gets less than 250 
millimetres of rain is defined as a desert.  Pip, when did 
you swallow an encyclopaedia?’  



I looked at Pip in disbelief and whispered, ‘Well you’re 
a little, green know-it-all.’  Pip shrugged his shoulder and 
shot me another smug smile.  

‘Something you may not know,’ Tattle continued, ‘is 
around 70 per cent of Australia’s mainland is considered 
arid, semi-arid or desert, making it the driest inhabited 
continent on the planet.   Deserts can be either sizzling hot 
or freezing cold.  In fact, the world’s most extreme desert 
is found below Australia in Antarctica.’

 I looked again at the remarkable country we were 
crossing.  Crikey, Australia is cool.  Until this trip, I 
couldn’t have imagined how amazing it actually is.  ‘What 
about mythics?’ I asked. ‘What sort live in the desert?’

‘Streakers, spinitrix, hoop snakes and silly billies.  If 
you’re very unlucky you’ll bump into a hooroo or a 
ripsnorter.’ 

‘Is there any chance of seeing some on our way to the 
Shadow Ruins?’ I asked, hopefully.

Tattle didn’t answer; instead he swooped down to 
perch in a dead tree overlooking a breakaway.  ‘Gents, 
my apologies; I’ve been so preoccupied with the emulice 
problem that I forgot what this trip is all about.  You came 
to discover the wonders of mythic Australia.  I think we 
have time for a quick safari in the desert.  That’s if you are 
up to it?’   

‘We sure are,’ Pip and I said (and squeaked) together.
‘Well, I know a few hidden gorges and clay pans close 

by where desert mythics could be,’ said Tattle, taking 
wing.  ‘Let’s check them out and see what’s around.’

Facing into the wind, we flew deeper into the desert, far 
from any signs of humanity.  As we cruised above rugged 
rocky terrain covered with spinifex, Tattle pointed down 
to a circle of the prickly grass.  ‘See that spinifex ring 
– it’s actually a spinitrix camp.  You always have to be 
careful in the desert if spinitrix are around.  They’re cute 
and harmless enough but notorious little thieves.  Let’s 
give them a flyby and stir them up.’

Tattle dived down and chirped loudly as we swooped 
a spinifex ring.  Dozens of faces snapped up and peered 
at us in surprise.   The spinitrix looked like a mixture 
between a tailless cat and a pixie.  Their backs and heads 
were covered with spikey, grass-like hair, making them 
appear to be spinifex balls when curled up.  The spinitrix 
shook their fists at us and hopped away like rabbits.  Tattle 

chuckled in delight, and Pip and I roared with 
laughter.
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Having had his fun, Tattle 
resumed the flight and we 
travelled into low breakaway 
country.  He asked if we noticed 
anything unusual about the 
territory we had just entered.

At first glance it appeared 
we were flying above low scrub 
country with no vegetation more 
than a metre high.  Then we 
noticed the stumps – there was 
not a single tree as far as the eye 
could see.  

Tattle landed on a small 
breakaway cliff.  Directly below 

was a large cave. ‘We are in the 
territory of an axe-wing dragon,’ he 

whispered.  ‘Stay very still and I will try to 
entice it from its lair.’ 

Pip and I shared a look of uncertain excitement.  The 
last dragon was scary enough when we were safely behind 
a stone castle, protected by a small army, but now we were 
out in the open and perched above its den.

Tattle began to whistle.  From the cave below we heard 
grunting followed by a pungent rotting-carcass smell 
which wafted up towards us.  A fierce roar bellowed from 
the cave and out charged a spikey, red dragon the size of 

a large bull.  On its back were thick, flat beetle-like wings.  
It snorted and clawed the earth looking for a challenger 
but could see none.  Its two axe-shaped wings suddenly 
flicked out.  The dragon ambled over to a large rock and 
started sharpening the edge of its wings.

‘I can see where it gets its name,’ I whispered.  ‘But 
what are those wings for?  I thought you said only sky-
dragons could fly.’

‘Axe-wings can’t fly. Their hard wings have adapted 
to cut down trees and termite mounds,’ whispered Tattle.  
‘This is how they find white ants to eat.  A herd of axe-
wing dragons can chop down a forest in short order.  They 
are also known as desert-makers on account of their tree-
clearing abilities.  Let’s fly off before this one sees us – we 
don’t want our trip “cut” short.’  Tattle laughed at his own 
pun.
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We travelled on until we reached a rocky gully.  Tattle 
pointed out curious hoops, about the size of a bicycle tyre, 
rolling into the dry ravine.  As we glided closer, I swear the 
hoops looked like snakes that had swallowed their tails.

‘What are those creatures, Uncle Tattle?’ I asked.
‘They’re hoop snakes,’ he replied.  ‘As you know, 

Australia has the deadliest land snakes in the world.  
Fortunately, the hoop snake isn’t one of them.  However, 
their venom does cause loopiness and is the reason many 
poor souls become lost in the bush, endlessly walking in 
circles.’

We journeyed deeper into the desert and came across 
what looked like giant prehistoric emus grazing on the 
saltbush.  ‘Strike me lucky – a drove of streakers.  They 
are very rare,’ said Tattle, darting down among them for a 
closer look.  We must have spooked the streakers as quite 
suddenly they took off and sped over the horizon at an 
unbelievable speed – leaving us to eat their dust. 

Our mythic safari continued as we explored many 
interesting desert zones.  When we approached a large clay 
pan, Tattle spotted something that startled him, making 
him fly cautiously to a nearby mallee tree.

‘Ok gents,’ whispered Tattle, ‘just ahead is one of the 
nastiest mythics in Australia, if not the world – a ripsnorter.  
We will hang back here at a safe distance because we 
don’t want to enrage this beast.  Ripsnorters can tear off a 
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dragon’s wings as easily as you could a blowfly’s.’
‘What’s that eggy smell?’ I sniffed, turning to Pip.  He 

looked at me shocked and squeaked his innocence.
‘That’s the ripsnorter,’ laughed Tattle.  He then flew to 

a higher branch for a better view.  ‘Look over there; he is 
asleep in the middle of the clay pan.’

The ripsnorter was a few hundred metres away but 
you could tell he was enormous, the biggest mythic I had 
seen – even larger than the whales.  He had the body of a 
wild boar, the torso of a man and his head was a freakish 
mixture of both.  The ripsnorter was sleeping peacefully 
and snoring loudly.  His body was crisscrossed with battle-
scars from head to hoof – I shivered to think of the creature 
that could match this brute in a fight.  

‘We don’t want to wake him,’ Tattle whispered.  
‘Ripsnorters are not the brightest of mythics and have 
anger management issues.  Indeed, the madder they get 
the bigger they become.  They’re worse than bulls in a 
china shop, if you know what I mean.’ (I didn’t).

Just at that moment, a pack of what looked like little 
orange men came out of the scrub behind us.  They were 
jumping around making a dreadful racket.  Tattle groaned, 

‘That’s all we need – silly billies.’ 
As they came closer to our tree I noticed they had hairy 

goat legs and horns on their heads.
Tattle called down to them: ‘I wouldn’t go any further if 

I was you; there’s a ripsnorter asleep out yonder.’
The silly billies stopped in their tracks and looked up 

at us.  ‘Shut up – you can’t tell us what to do,’ yelled one 
silly billy in a nasal tone.  ‘We do what we want,’ shouted 
another.  ‘Yeah,’ grunted a third, who picked up a stone 
and threw it at us.  What a terrible shot!  The rock hit his 
mate in the head knocking him to the ground.  The other 
silly billies hooted with laughter.

Tattle sighed.  ‘For your own safety, please keep quiet 
and don’t go further.  You have been warned.’ 

‘Ah, go stuff yourself,’ one snorted, as the others poked 
out their tongues and danced around the tree pulling rude 
faces.  A few of them tried throwing sticks and stones but 
we were in no danger of being hit.  Soon the silly billies 
grew tired of us.  They hurled their last insults and headed 
in the direction of the ripsnorter.

‘What are they?’ I asked, still not believing what I 
had just witnessed.
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‘Silly billies were once lovable 
satyrs that migrated from Greece.  
They moved into the desert and 

tried adjusting to the magic, but 
sadly the harsh Aussie sun drove them 

out of their mind.  Today, they bear little 
resemblance to their Greek cousins.  Billies are 

right little pests and could very well be the stupidest 
creatures on the planet.’

When the silly billies reached the ripsnorter, they began 
throwing sticks and stones at it.  The huge red beast woke 
with a terrible roar and pounded the ground so hard rocks 
bounced in the air and our tree shook.  This did not worry 
the billies.  They just went on teasing the monster.  

One of the billies picked up a large stick and ran at the 
ripsnorter to attack.  The monster grabbed the silly billy, 
tossed him high in the air and swallowed him whole.  The 
other silly billies laughed wildly 
and continued to dance 
around the ripsnorter 
provoking him.  Then, 
another billy rushed to 
attack and copped the 
same fate as the first.

I was shocked.  ‘Why are they doing that?’ I asked.
‘Because they are silly billies,’ groaned Tattle.  ‘They 

don’t have an ounce of smarts.  Sadly, it’s impossible to 
save a silly billy from himself.’

Pip and I watched on aghast, as each silly billy took 
his turn to attack the ripsnorter.  One by one they were 
swallowed whole – until there were none.  The ripsnorter, 
who now seemed quite pleased that his lunch had been 
home-delivered, burped and lay down to resume his nap.

‘I have never seen anything like that before!’ I said, still 
in disbelief.  ‘You’d think silly billies would be extinct.’

‘No chance of that; they breed like rabbits,’ replied 
Tattle.   ‘Well, I hope you haven’t lost your appetite – it’s 
lunch time.
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Not long after, we found a thicket of mulga trees and 
set about foraging for bush tucker. As we searched through 
the branches, there was a blood-curdling cry from within 
the thicket.  Pip and I pressed ourselves against the tree 
trunk and froze in horror.  Tattle was beside us in a flash 
and whispered: ‘Stay perfectly still – don’t make a sound.’

Suddenly the neighbouring tree was torn from the 
ground with an explosive crack.  Dirt rained down around 
us.  From out of the dust cloud where the tree once stood, 
a nightmarish creature appeared.  It was like a snarling 
kangaroo, six metres tall – but comparing it to a kangaroo 
was like comparing a crocodile to a small lizard.  The 
creature had scars all over, frightening red eyes, slobber 
dripping from its mouth and monstrous claws and fangs.  
Once again the creature gave a blood-curdling roar and 
then pounced on the fallen tree.  Howling and snarling, it 
tore branches off as if they were twigs.  After it finished 
stripping the trunk, it lifted the log above its head and 
threw it crashing into the nearby scrub.  Then it staggered 

into a clearing, sat down and howled at the sky, all the 
while clawing the earth around it.

Tattle signalled we should mount up quietly.  Without 
delay, we scrambled on his back and flew silently away 
from the mulga thicket and the howling creature.

‘That was scary,’ I said, turning around to see how Pip 
was.  He nodded nervously and gave me the thumbs-up.  
‘What was that thing, Tattle?’

‘A very savage mythic known as a hooroo.  Once, the 
Australian outback was filled with them.  But they were 
foolish and started attacking human settlements.  For a 
time, they terrorised many communities.  People soon 
learnt when someone ran into town shouting, “Hooroo,” 
it was time to leave.   To this very day, Aussie men and 
women still say, “Hooroo” when they are departing.  
Anyway, the humans soon fought back and nearly wiped 
out all the savage creatures.   Hooroos are now on our 
“Mythic Endangered Species List”.  They also remind all 
magical creatures why we don’t mess with humans.’  Tattle 
glided down to a bluff and landed 
on a large rock.  ‘Kip, I see 
you managed to hold onto 
lunch – well done.  How 

about we eat it here?’



Making ourselves comfortable, we ate our bush tucker, 
all the while taking in the sweeping panoramic views 
around us.  As far as deserts went, I thought this one was 
pretty spectacular – not that I had ever been to another to 
compare it.

‘Squeak,’ said Pip, pointing to our left.
‘Yes,’ said Tattle, ‘I can hear that scratching too.  Hop 

on my back, gents.  Let’s investigate.’
Not far from where we were sitting was an abandoned 

mineshaft.  From above we could just make out the shape of 
a baby hooroo in the shadows far below.  It was exhausted 
and scratching feebly on the side of the walls.  It looked as 
if it had been stuck down the shaft for many days. 

‘Ah-ha!  This explains why the mum hooroo was having 
a fit,’ said Tattle.

‘Is there any way we can save the joey-hooroo?’ I asked.  
‘You did say they are endangered.’

Tattle thought for a moment, then replied: 
‘The best way is to bring the mum to 

her joey.  That will take some 
fancy flying on our part.  

Are you both up to it?’ 
We nodded – 

hesitantly.

Tattle laughed and took wing.  ‘This will certainly be a 
safari you will never forget.’

We found the hooroo where we had left her.  She was 
still clawing the ground and wailing to the sky.  Tattle flew 
directly at her and started swooping.  ‘Hold on tight, you 
two – this is going to get rough.’

The hooroo started snapping and snarling at us.  Tattle 
swerved and kept up his bombardment.  Enraged, the 
hooroo jumped up and began swatting at us with its huge 
claws as if we were flies.  It roared in frustration as Tattle 
ducked and weaved.

‘And I thought silly billies were stupid,’ I yelled, as 
I locked my legs into Tattle’s side and grabbed a tighter 
hold of his feathers.  

This amused Tattle.  He was actually having fun.  
Fearlessly he dodged the hooroo’s wild blows swooping 
down and snipping at the creature’s ear.  The hysterical 
monster howled with rage.  Tattle scolded the monster 
with his RIKA-TIK-TIK call, then turned tail 
and sped in the direction of the joey.  The 
chase was on.
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The hooroo was unbelievably fast.  I think Tattle had 
underestimated her speed.  She leapt after us, snarling and 
frothing at the mouth – each bound would have cleared 
a human house.  Pip and I clung on for dear life.  Tattle 
swerved around trees and rocks; his flying skills were 
incredible.  If I wasn’t so terrified I am sure I would have 
appreciated his talents even more.

Just when I thought we were getting ahead of the crazy 
hooroo, she leapt in the air and came down above us.  
Tattle swerved just in time from under her great claw as it 
swept by into a boulder, smashing it to gravel.

‘That was close,’ laughed Tattle.
I gasped. ‘It nearly took my nut off.’  I couldn’t believe 

Tattle was enjoying himself.  I looked at Pip who was 
wide-eyed and frozen with fear.

Three more times the hooroo came close to finishing 
us.  But as we approached the shaft she heard the weak 
bleating of her little joey and stopped dead in her tracks, 
immediately losing interest in us.  She bounded over, 
peered into the dark vertical shaft and climbed down as we 
circled above.  Moments later, she clawed her way back 
up with the joey in her mouth.  Safely at the top, the mum 

hugged her baby.  The little hooroo weakly smiled and 
happily fell asleep in his mother’s warm embrace.  She 
rocked her joey peacefully for a time before tucking him 
into her pouch and hopping off to the nearest water hole.

‘Squeak,’ wheezed Pip, still out of breath but beaming 
with a wide smile.

‘Yes, that was cool,’ I said, then I joked: ‘but at least 
she could have thanked us; we did risk our lives after all.’

Tattle laughed.  ‘Helping to create a happy ending is 
reward enough for me – sadly, you don’t see them often.’  
Tattle changed direction and flew north.  ‘Well, I guess 
that’s enough safari for you two – how about we now head 
to the Shadow Ruins.  The portal is not far from here.  Let’s 
see if we can learn what those sneaky emulice are up to.’
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Chapter Twelve: 
27 July – Shadow Ruins

‘Often, the most powerful response to rudeness is saying nothing.’  
Book of Smarts – Tattle Wagtail.

‘Can you feel it?’ asked Tattle, landing on the ground 
after a short flight.

‘Another protective illusion,’ I replied.  ‘Illusion Erase 
– Show the Place.’

The air shimmered and revealed a large gateway of 
twisted rock: the portal to the Shadow Ruins.  

Pip moved behind me.  ‘Squeak,’ he whimpered, 
looking at the grim land beyond the gate. 

‘Crikey!  It’s so dark in there,’ I said, turning to Tattle.  
‘Do you think we’ll be safe?’

‘She’ll be right,’ said Tattle, stepping towards the portal.  
‘Come on; quicker we do this, quicker we can get back to 
our holiday.’

Pip and I hesitated – the twisted gate was like a 
cavernous mouth waiting to devour us.   It was cold and 
dark as a carkit’s grave and whispered memories of long 
forgotten nightmares.  I don’t know if there was a spell 
on the portal that conjured fears, but everything inside me 
wanted to run in the opposite direction.

‘Tattle, are you sure it’s worth going in there?’ I queried.  
‘I mean, maybe the emulice are just gathering for a big 
camp-out?’



Tattle turned and saw how nervous we both were.  ‘I 
hope with all my heart that you are right.  If the emulice 
are simply meeting for a jamboree – fantastic.  However, if 
they are gathering for something more sinister the sooner 
we act the better.’  

‘I guess so,’ I replied, looking at the ground.
Tattle paused.  ‘I forgot the effect the Ruins have on 

mythics not accustomed to the shadow.  How about we 
gather something to eat and sit down for afternoon tea.  
We can decide then if we want to enter the portal.  I am 
happy to turn back if it’s too much.’

With a full stomach and time to think, the gate to the 
Shadow Ruins didn’t look so frightening.  I stood up and 
brushed the food scraps off my stomach.  Then Pip and I 
walked over to the portal and peered into the gloom. 

‘Gents,’ said Tattle, putting a protective wing around 
us.  ‘I certainly hope this emulice gathering amounts to 
nothing; however, I have lived through enough conflicts 
to know early action can save countless lives.’  

 I shrugged and said: ‘I think I understand.  I once cut my 
toe and didn’t clean it like Granny told me and it became 

horribly infected.  It was so painful.  Doctor Quackernut 
even said I could lose my foot.  Fortunately, it healed, but 
I couldn’t walk on it for months.  I would have avoided all 
that pain if I had fixed it properly in the first place.’

Tattle nodded.  ‘We may have an opportunity to fix this 
problem before it becomes a serious one – we just have to 
be brave.  So, what do you think – should we do this?’

I agreed.  ‘Yes, let’s go in and speak with the Wicked.’
We turned to Pip.  He looked down at my foot and poked 

it.  He then looked up and smiled, nodding in agreement.

As we walked into the portal and on into the shadows, 
Tattle’s crown suddenly lit up, casting a comforting sphere 
of light around us.  ‘Stay close to me and don’t leave the 
light.’  He need not have said that – we were sticking to 
him like glue.

It was cold, but there wasn’t a hint of breeze, and the air 
smelled like damp compost.  I thought I could see things 
moving deep in the shadows but it was hard to focus in 
the gloom.  We followed a broken cobble-stone road 
which led to a vast, ruined city.  



Overhead, dark, oppressive clouds kept the surrounding 
land in a purplish murk.  The stories Tattle told of this 
place were no exaggeration; if anything, the Shadow 
Ruins were creepier than any of his descriptions.  Gnarled 
trees lined the uneven road and everything looked twisted 
and distorted – a magical kingdom from a nightmare!  

‘The Shadow Ruins is a sanctuary built by the Wicked 
for his shadow mythics,’ said Tattle in a warm, pleasant 
voice as if guiding us on a tour.  ‘There is a perpetual 
dark cloud over this land which blocks it from the sun and 
keeps it in shadow.’

Entering the ruins, we passed through crumbling walled 
turrets.  It looked like the city’s fortifications had once 

been in a great battle.
Tattle continued: ‘Shadow mythics are mostly 

nocturnal and don’t like direct light – it saps their 
energy.’  His calm voice was comforting.  ‘Now 
don’t make the mistake thinking they are like 

vampires – sunlight won’t kill them.  Shadow 
mythics can move freely in the day, but will 

always favour shaded areas.’
‘Squeak,’ added Pip.

‘Yes, they are very sun-
smart,’ laughed Tattle, as he 
continued his tour – all the 

while guiding us further 
into the ruins.  

I could see the road was taking us directly towards a 
creepy castle lit up by an eerie purple glow.  On either 
side of us buildings of all shapes and sizes had gone to 
rack and ruin.  Most of the twisted dwellings had shattered 
windows, missing thatch on roofs, and rubble from broken 
walls spilling out onto the street.  At first glance, you would 
have thought the houses were deserted, but movement 
in the shadows told a different story.  We soon became 
aware of hundreds of eyes peering out of the gloom in 
our direction – some of those eyes belonged to very large 
creatures indeed.   

As we came closer to the castle, curious mythics 
emerged from the shadows and leered at us.  Some walked 
with a shuffle, some had distorted faces, and some had 
huge claws.  All of them stared intently as we walked by. 
This was the coldest reception we’d received so far – no 
hugs would be given here.
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‘What are these scary creatures?’  I whispered, feeling 
panic rising.  Pip was gripping me tightly.  ‘Should we run 
for it?’

‘Calm yourselves.  They are not scary creatures; they’re 
mythics just like you and me – but are of the shadow.  
Remember, this is their home and we are the visitors – 
please show respect.  Oh, there you go, look to your left; 
there is a shadow-nutter and next to her is a shadow-
squeak.’

Pip and I looked at them and shivered.  The shadow-
nutter was clawing the air with sharp fingernails like she 
wanted to scratch me.  And, the shadow-squeak looked as 
if he was made of black tar and pure malice.  I whispered 
to Tattle: ‘Are shadow mythics evil?’   

‘No, like all of us they are capable of both good and 
bad,’ he replied.  ‘There is an old saying: Bad things may 
happen in the dark, but not all that’s in the dark is 
bad.’ 

‘So they don’t want to hurt us?’ 
‘No, they’re simply curious,’ he said, as a massive 

spider-like creature crossed our path and hissed at us.  
Tattle then added: ‘Well, some probably do.  Just stay in 
the light and you’ll be safe.’

Standing guard at the castle entrance were two huge, 
gnarly black stumps.  As we walked towards them, one 
spoke with a voice sounding like charcoal rubbing on 
gravel.  ‘Proceed majestic, the Wicked is waiting for you.’  

The other black stump, using her tentacle-like roots, 
pulled a rusted, clanking chain which lifted the equally 
rusted portcullis.  She then led us into the gloom of the 
castle.  It was very creepy indeed.

We passed through various fortifications and grim 
looking rooms.  On entering the central courtyard, Pip 
and I were aghast to see it filled with mythics from our 
worst nightmares.  Illywhackers, evil eyes, shoddies, 
back stabbers, dark horses, old crows and heebie jeebies 
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lined the courtyard.  These shadow mythics smirked and 
drooled and some even gave us a death stare.  But the most 
terrifying of all was the Wicked.  The Vanguard of the 
shadow sat on a twisted throne surrounded by his cronies.  
He gestured somewhat lazily for us to come forward.

Tattle bowed to 
the Wicked.  ‘Your 
Majesty, thank you 
for this audience.  I know 
your time is precious.’  The 
Wicked looked bored and 
gestured with his hand for 
Tattle to continue.  ‘I have 
come seeking your council,’ 
said Tattle, ignoring the Wicked’s indifference.  
‘There are rumours the emulice are forming an army 
and intend to challenge the majestics.’ 

More silence followed Tattle’s revelation, broken only 
by a hoot of laughter from a creature somewhere in the 
dark.  The Wicked leaned forward and spoke in an icy 
voice that chilled me.  ‘Dear Tattle, you know I cannot 
interfere in this dispute – no Vanguard can.  Yet even if I 
could, I wouldn’t.  If the emulice are doing as rumoured, I 
am actually quite proud of them.’

Tattle sighed.  ‘You have absolutely nothing to gain 
should we majestics fall.  You know our role: We protect 
and maintain order for all mythics.  We also keep the 
human world from destroying the mythic world – of which 
your shadow kingdom is part.’

‘True, but a bit of chaos and mayhem now and again is 
always good for balance.  Plus, my reaper, the carkit here, 
is in need of a good harvest.’



187

Emerging from the left of the throne, a grinning creature, 
as terrifying as its master, floated forward and leered at us.  
All mythics feared the carkit; he was the grim reaper of the 
Australian magical world.  Slowly it lifted a bucket with 
glowing words on it and pointed at us.  Pip and I gasped 
when we read the name on the carkit’s bucket-of-death.

The Wicked laughed.  ‘Oh look, dear Tattle, the 
bucket has YOUR name on it.  Do you think the time is 
approaching when you will be kicking it?’

The ghoulish mythics surrounding the throne started 
cackling, some even taunted Tattle.  When they saw their 
master was pleased with their insults, more mocked and 
jeered.  The Wicked didn’t intervene but stared at Tattle 
laughing encouragement to his shadow goons.

With poise and dignity I remember clearly to this day, 
Tattle bowed politely to the Wicked, turned around and 
said calmly: ‘Kip, Pip, time to leave; we shall get no help 
here.’

We followed Tattle quietly out of the castle and back 
towards the portal.  It was a long, humiliating walk I shall 
never forget.  Shadow mythics trailed and taunted us all 
the way to the gate.
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Join Kip, P ip and Tattle as they explore 

the east coast of A ustralia in Book 2 of 

the Mythic A ustralia Trilogy.

Stepping through 
the portal back into 
the sunlight was an 
indescribable relief.  
It was so nice being 
in the warmth again.  
Fortunately, no 
shadow mythics 
followed us into the 
desert.

Tattle dusted 
himself off and 

lowered his wing 
for us to mount up.  ‘I am proud of you both – that was not 
a pleasant experience.  You showed tremendous courage.’ 

‘Tattle,’ I said, lifting Pip onto his back.  ‘They were 
saying horrible things and insulting you… why didn’t you 
say something back?’

‘And justify their rudeness with a response – I don’t 
think so!’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, locking in my legs ready 
to fly.

 Tattle took to the air.  ‘Reacting to nasty mythics is 
exactly what they want.  When you silently ignore their 
insults it frustrates them.  Saying nothing is usually the 
most powerful comeback.’

‘But I find it hard to keep my mouth shut.’  
‘Squeak,’ agreed Pip.

Tattle laughed, ‘There are times when I do, too.’
I looked at the far horizon and noticed we were flying 

east once again. ‘What are you going to do now about the 
emulice uprising?’

‘When you’re unsure what to do, just do what’s directly 
before you.  We will continue our trip around Australia 
and hope the rumours about the emulice prove to be false.’  
Tattle picked up speed and turned to us with a big smile.  
‘One thing I do know – you and Pip are going to love 
where we go next.  Australia is an amazing country and 
you haven’t seen a quarter of it.  The best is yet to come.’

End of Book One
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Ankle Biter: These prankish Aussie pixies love tripping 
humans. They are masters of camouflage, but if 
discovered, beware; they bite!
Back Stabbers: You can never trust a back stabber. 
These cowardly shadow mythics lurk in dark places and 
will only attack when your back is turned.
Bailup: Bailups are greedy little mythics that love shiny 
things. They make magpies swoop people so they can 
collect the coins that fall from their pockets. 
Billy-o: Billy-oes are one of the fastest mythics in 
Australia.  With horns of pure silver, they are as big as a 
buffalo and distant cousins to unicorns.
Black Stump: Black stumps are old codgers who have 
lost their forests and hearts, then turned to the Shadow. 
They despise civilisation and dwell in remote areas.
Bluey: These friendly little policemen of the forest are 
so named after the strange Australian custom of calling 
someone with red hair: ‘Blue’.
Bugalug (Bush): This glow-worm like mythic lives in 
gumtrees and has magic poo that emits a soft green light 
and eucalyptus fragrance.
Bugalug (Cave): The magic poo from cave-bugalugs light 
up the mythic world.  They live deep underground and 
make Australia’s caves glow.
Bugalug (Desert): This cute bugalug thrives in the 
burning deserts of Australia.  Its magic poo is hot stuff, 
used for heating in the mythic world.
Bugalug (Mountain): These rock hard bugalugs hibernate 
during summer months. They love the cold and their magic 
poo can freeze water.
Bugalug (Sea): Found in the oceans around Australia, sea 
bugalugs’ magic poo absorbs odours and emits a salty sea 
air scent. 
Bugalug (Shadow): This slippery bugalug lurks in dark 
places. Don’t get their magic poo mixed up; it is dark 
purple and produces a toxic stink if rubbed.
Bugalug (Sky): Often mistaken for a small butterfly, these 
cute bugalugs have magic poo that emits a refreshing 
breeze when rubbed.
Bugalug (Wetlands): These bubbly bugalugs live in rivers 
and lakes. Their magic poo creates foamy water and is 
used as soap in the mythic world.

Glossary
to the magical creatures in the 
Mythic Australia Trilogy
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Bushwhacker: Found in forests all over Australia, these 
scrub-like mythics look like a bush.  They will come out 
whacking if disturbed.
Carkit: Beware the Carkit bearing the bucket with your 
name. This powerful mythic is Australia’s incarnation of the 
Grim Reaper. 
Crabby Hermit: These grumpy sea mythics don’t like 
company. Get on their bad side and they will give you a 
nasty nip.
Dag: This little stinker spends much of its time hanging 
about dark cave entrances and is commonly responsible 
for the dank smell within.  Attracts flies. 
Dark Horse: Not much is known about this shadow 
mythic, but it’s common knowledge that you should never 
bet against a dark horse.
Devilray: These sea mythics are fierce and warlike. 
Devilrays seek to rule the southern seas but so far have 
always been foiled by the ocean angels.
Dingbat: This tiny mythic has a magic bell that dangles 
from its head. Hearing the sound of the dingbat’s bell gives 
you the sudden impulse to do crazy things.
Doodackie: No one really knows what a doodackie does. 
Often mistaken for a bee, this adorable but shy mythic is a 
bit of a mystery.
Dragon (Axewing): These fierce dragons have axe-like 
wings and can quickly turn forests to deserts. They charge 
like a wild bull and chop down everything in their paths.
Dragon (Beach): The regal beach dragon is the king of 
the surf.  They ride the mega waves around the coast of 
Australia.
Dragon (Bush): Covered with leaf-like tentacles for 
camouflage, the bush dragon lurks in Australia’s forests 
searching for jewels in creek-beds to add to their hoard. 
Dragon (Lightning): Lightning dragons seek massive 
storm clouds to absorb electricity. Thunderstorms happen 
during fierce territorial battles with cloud serpents.  
Dragon (Mist): When these great dragons sleep in their 
cave dens and have a ‘mist dream’, they breathe fog to 
cover the surrounding lands.
Dragon (Rainbow): This albino dragon feeds on rainbow 
flowers which turn their white scales into vibrant colours. 
When flying home they leave a rainbow in their wake.

Dropbear (Common): Beware - drop bears hide high 
amongst the gum trees of Australia waiting to drop upon 
an unwary bushwalker.
Dropbear (Mammoth): Unlike their smaller cousins, 
mammoth drop bears are peace loving and gentle. But get 
on their bad side and you will be squashed.
Emulice (Emulouse - singular): Fast and wiry, these 
vengeful mythics roam Australia in small tribes. Mix dark 
elves with emus and you have emulice.
Evil Eye: An Australian breed of beholder. These creepy 
shadow mythics haunt the swamps and wetlands of 
Australia. Few survive a stare from an evil eye.
Fair Dinkum: Fair Dinkums may look slow witted, but they 
are one of the most intelligent mythics in Australia. They 
are the oracles of the mountains.
Fallen Starfish: Their prickly exterior mirrors their prickly 
hearts. Fallen starfish are nasty little biters and a shadow 
on our beautiful reefs.
Feral Fairy: When fairies were shipped from Europe 
things went horribly wrong. They adjusted to shadow 
magic and quickly went feral.
Flipperty Jibbert: Life is a game for a Flipperty-Jibbet. 
These excitable sea mythics spend most of their time 
playing and looking for shiny treasures.
Fuzzball: Fuzzballs may look cute but their bite is worse 
than their bark. They would make a great pet if only you 
could tame them. 
Hawker: These tough sky mythics are warrior merchants. 
If a hawker is trying to sell you something, you would be 
wise to buy it.
Heebie Jeebie: Their mere presence will make the hairs 
on the back of your neck stand on end, but they are one of 
Australia’s most misunderstood mythics.
Hoop Snake: One bite from a hoop snake will make you 
loopy. If these snakes are chasing you, it’s unlikely you will 
get away. Hoop snakes run rings around their prey.
Hooroo: Hooroos are as mad as a march hare and a 
million times more dangerous. When someone shouts: 
‘Hooroo’, you know it’s time to leave.
Icy Quoll: This mega ‘marsuper’ is extremely fast and 
powerful. Their breath can freeze water. They hibernate 
through summer and don’t take kindly to being woken.
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Illywhacker: Illywhackers are filthy, bitter, deceitful 
mythics. If an illywhacker sold you a kangaroo it probably 
wouldn’t hop.  
Iron Man: Ironmen and women live in the deep caves 
under Australia. They live for sport and contest. Feats of 
their skill and endurance are legendary.
Little Nipper: These piranha-like sea mythics don’t eat 
meat, they eat sand. The bite out of Australia is attributed 
to little nippers.  
Lucky Streak: This tiny golden mythic is what every 
gambler would love to have; however lucky streaks are the 
fastest mythics in Australia and seldom hang around. 
Majestic:  Rulers of the birds and appointed guardians of 
Australia. They are the Mythic  Ambassadors to humans 
and deal with all matters regarding people. 
Nutter (Bush): Bush nutters are shy little gumtree 
dwellers.  They adore bread and cheese and cast sleep 
spells on people having picnics to safely gather crumbs. 
Nutter (Cave): These nutters mine precious gems and 
gold. They may look rough but can make beautiful music. 
Their defence magic can blind small creatures.
Nutter (Desert): Desert nutters brains have been fried, 
giving them the sunburnt stare. Their defensive magic 
causes small creatures’ minds to go blank.
Nutter (Mountain): Mountain nutters are the hardiest of 
all nutters. They are strong and fearless and tolerant to 
cold. Their defensive magic can stun small creatures.
Nutter (Sea): These nutters live on the beaches of 
Australia and lead a carefree existence of swimming and 
fishing. Their defensive magic can cause cramps.
Nutter (Shadow): A sour, bitter nutter who lurks in the 
shadows – the scoundrel of the nutter family. Their 
defensive magic causes terror in small creatures.
Nutter (Sky): Often called ‘Winged Nuts’, they are the free 
spirits of the nutter family. Their defensive magic causes 
bloating and flatulence.
Nutter (Wetlands): They live in log boats on the rivers, 
swamps and lakes around Australia. Their defensive 
magic can cause an instant fever.
Ocean Angel: Humanoid in appearance, these beautiful 
sea mythics can charm a sailor from their ship and give a 
mermaid singing lessons. 

Ocker: A little Aussie battler, these fierce mythics are 
descendants of gnomes. To survive in Australia, ockers 
had to lose their gnomish ways and toughen up.
Old Chook: If you crossed a harpy with a hag you’d get an 
old chook. They are as treacherous as they look. Don’t get 
hen-pecked by them!
Old Codger: These tree-looking mythics are the self-
appointed guardians of the bush. Old Codgers can speak 
the language of every animal and bird in their territory.     
Old Crow: Old crows are experts in illusion. They prey on 
helpless children and gain their trust to lure them to their 
den. Children that follow are seldom seen again.
Plebble: Plebbles are little rock people that have jewels 
for eyes. They roam Australia in moving kingdoms in 
search of rare stones to build with.
Purler: This adorable mythic is coveted by treasure 
hunters. Purlers love to collect pearls and have a nose for 
finding them.
Reefer: The guardians of the reefs. They may seem a little 
crazy and out-there, but make no mistake; reefers are very 
wise and strong.
Ripsnorter: Don’t mess with a ripsnorter, few things can 
stop this beast in a rage. The madder it gets, the bigger it 
gets. Even dragons flee from this brute.
Ryebuck: The lion of the bush, these mythics are 
renowned for their speed and agility on land and in trees. 
The Ryebuck’s fur is magical and highly sought after.
Scallywag: An Australian species of gremlin that avoids 
detection by changing its skin colour. The scallywag is a 
notorious trouble maker and loves playing pranks.
Sea Hag: Cross a witch and a mermaid, you get a sea 
hag.  Never make a trade with these treacherous sea 
mythics; there will always be a hook.
Seawig: These beautiful but small mythics have a huge 
mop of seaweed as hair. Seawigs are very artistic and 
decorate reefs with gorgeous underwater arrangements.
Serpent (Thunder): These humongous serpents nest in 
the centre of clouds. When defending their territory against 
lightning dragons they roar like thunder.
Serpent (Shark): One of the nastiest mythics in the sea. 
Shark serpents use gangs of sharks to enslave other sea 
mythics to do their bidding.
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Shell Surfy: The waves are a shell surfy’s playground. 
The acrobatic tricks that these agile mythics preform must 
be seen to be believed.
Shoddy: A cousin to hobgoblins, shoddies are the 
tradesman of the shadow realm. Their labour is cheap but 
their work will always be shoddy.
Silly Billy: Related to the Greek faun. The harsh Aussie 
sun has made silly billys go crazy. They have a short life 
because of the stupid things they do.
Skedaddle: Few mythics speed through the ocean like 
a skedaddle.  With the body of a horse and a tail of a 
dolphin, these sea mythics are truly enchanting.
Slimy: These freakish mythics are about the size of a 
large cat. Slimies are shape shifters and can change form 
to replicate any creature of similar size.
Spider Hound: A scary mix of spider and hound. This 
hairy mythic is often used as a dog-of-war by various 
shadow creatures – notably the emulous.
Spinitrix: This thieving mythic looks like a spinifex bush. 
When camping in the deserts of Australia beware the 
sticky fingers of the spinitrix.
Squeak (Bush): So adorable, these bush mythics avoid 
detection by looking like a leaf. Their magic makes them 
rubbery and completely indesquashable. 
Squeak (Cave): Easily hidden in the caves around 
Australia, these rocky looking squeaks are near impossible 
to detect.
Squeak (Desert): These quirky squeaks of the desert look 
like they are having a bad hair day. Like all squeaks, they 
are rubbery and indesquashable.
Squeak (Mountain): Hiding in the hills, ranges and 
mountains of Australia, these squeaks are perfectly 
camouflaged by looking like rocks. 
Squeak (Sea): What may appear to be a cute little starfish 
is actually a cute little sea squeak – one of the most playful 
in the squeak family.
Squeak (Shadow): A toxic squeak that deliberately seeks 
to be stepped on to leave a black gummy residue on the 
bottom of your shoe.
Squeak (Sky): Often mistaken for a butterfly, this beautiful 
squeak adds colour to our bushlands and forest. The most 
vibrant of the squeak family.

Squeak (Wetlands): Wetland squeaks have a mushroom 
top and are often mistaken for one. Don’t worry if you 
accidently step on it; they are indesquashable.
Squirt (Bush): The bush squirt is a chubby little waterbag 
that lives in the gumtrees. They are very territorial and will 
spray trespassers with a squirt of water.
Squirt (Cave): What may seem like a drip of water from 
the cave roof is a little brown squirt telling you to leave 
their home.
Squirt (Desert): Hiding amongst the desert grass is a 
chubby little squirt.  Their magic can extract water from the 
air no matter how dry it is.
Squirt (Mountain): Mountain squirts are experts at hiding 
amongst rocks and in snow. If you are mountain trekking 
and get squirted, you have just entered their territory.
Squirt (Sea): These chubby little squirts live in reefs close 
to the shore. When someone peers into a rock pool, sea 
squirts often rush to the surface to give them a squirt.
Squirt (Shadow): Avoid venturing into the domain of the 
shadow squirt. These miserable mythics squirt black, inky 
water that is extremely hard to wash off.
Squirt (Sky): When it is a clear day without a cloud in the 
sky but you still get sprayed by water, you have probably 
been targeted by a sky squirt.
Squirt (Wetlands): Beware when walking by rivers and 
lakes, these chubby little waterbags will chase you over 
land and water to give you a squirt.
Stickman: Every Aussie tree has its own stickman. These 
little caretakers keep the bad insects at bay and groom 
their tree of old leaves.
Streaker: Incredibly fast and agile, streakers are the 
bower birds of the desert. They love collecting colourful 
balls and are often seen streaking onto sports fields. 
Teeny Weeny: Tiny and adorable, these undersea mythics 
live in hidden coral communes.  They love bling and spend 
a lot of their time collecting shiny things. 
Terra (Terra Australis): These gigantic mythics are the 
terror of Australia. Even dragons flee in fear from this 
creature. They are the world’s greatest griffins.
Vanguard (Bush): The Evergreen is one of the eight 
vanguards and ruler of the bush mythics. She is formed 
entirely of wood and can appear wherever there is timber.
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Vanguard (Cave): Ruler of the cave mythics, the Cayvin 
is formed of pure metal. Strong and beautiful, the Cave 
Vanguard is not a lady to mess with.
Vanguard (Desert): The Desolate is the powerful leader of 
the desert mythics. He is formed entirely of sand and can 
travel wherever concentrations of sand can be found.
Vanguard (Mountain): Made of stone, the Mountaineer 
reigns supreme over all the mythics of the mountain and 
can appear whenever there is rock.
Vanguard (Sea): The undisputed ruler of the sea mythics. 
The Seafarer appears wherever there is salty water and 
doesn’t take kindly to those polluting his waters.
Vanguard (Shadow): He is the master of dark thoughts 
and deeds. The Wicked presides over all the mythics who 
lurk in the shadow dominion. 
Vanguard (Sky): Formed from cloudy vapour, the Tempest 
may seem airy but don’t get on her bad side; she has a 
stormy temper.  
Vanguard (Wetlands): The Overflow is the unquestioned 
leader of all wetland mythics.  She can appear in lakes, 
rivers and swamps around Australia. 
Wave Riders: Wave riders are nomadic, tribal sea mythics 
who travel the coast of Australia searching for the perfect 
wave. No creature can hang-fin like a wave rider.
Wobbly: This cuddly, tree-dwelling mythic is prone to 
temper-tantrums and often chucks-a-wobbly at passers-by, 
whipping them with a leafy branch.



Did you spot the hidden Willie Wagtail 
on every double page  spread?
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