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/) he 15 brave—as brave as can be,
E.here is nn{:.hms too strong for his sword.




the Thing in Ehe Swamp, TP e, AP NG U\ Skeleton Horde.




whewn each day s over,
our dad journeys home,

and greets our dear mum with romance. But here 15 a Ehing Ehat
yust eermfies him ...

The smell of our new babu's pants.
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And we all hang out for our hero's return,
we rave when he puts Us o bed.

But oh, how he Longs
for the sounds of the hunt ...







Owne day our brave hero crossed paths with a creature
whose clLaws were as sharp as a knife.

The GARAMOG set on our dad Like a dewon.
He barely escaped with his Life!




Our mum felt some new
Ehing inside of her burn.
‘Children,” we all

heard her grunting.

He dived iwn our moat
o conceal his scent.

'Fetch me your father's
.. Spiky—-pall thing.

Our dad cavght his breath.
Could he rescue his child?
"Of course!" he said.

Then he gulped.
"Maybe.

For Ehis Eime
we're all
going hunting.




we hunted for all of our shoes and our coats, _ Then we followed our dad's and the Garamog's tracks.
which took Ehe best part of an hour. Our mum felt both terror and powenr.




Exhausted, we came to Ehe Garamog's Lar.

The stage had already beewn set.

X The mownster's sharp hearing
== and shrewd sense of smell meant
\ our dad had been cavght in its net.
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"‘ALL 15 Lost,"” moaned our dad, in vkker despair
"The roaringest knight couldn't beat it.’

And his whole world closed in as he Let Ehe Ehing win.

Our dad had at Last been defeated. %ﬁﬁ fE




But up Eo Ehe Garamog's sensitive snout,
there wafted a skench that was viLe!

For the very first bime Ehat we could recall,

those Smelly pants cavsed dad to smile.
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Then into the Garamog's
x\ finely-tuned edars came the
= clash of a frightening din!

To our dad, Ehe commotion was heavenly music—
our ruckus was making him grin.




f Sie Dad,
BALOO!




So our dad, who was brave —
as brave as could be,
with lhis own troop of warriors roarng,

siwzzled faster, and
his spiky-ball
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"Shall we take home some treasure?’ our brother proposed,
eyeing off what the Garamog stole.

I AM," said our dad, Looking back with a smile.

‘I'm carrying all | can hold!
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Our dad Looked around at s warrior tribe,
and at our prave mum With romance.
He cuddled his baby, then spluttered and said,

‘This treasure has quite smelly pants.’



