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The T-rex roared, his teeth dripping with blood. Victory was his! His feet shook the ground 

as he stomped towards his next victim. The stegosaurus waited with wide eyes, trembling 

with fear. He stumbled and the T-Rex, sensing an advantage, charged forward. This was the 

moment. The T-rex let out another ghastly roar and— 

  A beeping came from the front of the house. 

Xander looked up from his dinosaur toys and turned towards the door. He wondered 

what the irritating sound was and when it would stop. As he rose to his feet, he imagined the 

beeping came from a UFO, sent to kidnap his entire family to display in a human museum on 

Mars. He imagined the aliens with their wide eyes and big heads, grabbing his arms and 

dragging him towards their ship. He imagined using his super awesome karate moves on 

them, making them cower with fear.  

 As he stepped out the front door, he saw the back of a truck reversing into his 

driveway. Xander had overheard discussions between his parents on countless occasions. 

There had been many conversations about babies and that money stuff, but none about a 

truck. Certainly, none about a truck this huge. It was almost as tall as his house! 

 Xander’s father, who had been guiding the truck in, talked to a man through the 

window of the truck and soon, the vehicle was moving again. His father opened the side gate 

and the truck backed in. Xander was curious, but he was far too impatient to wait to see what 

the truck was for. His stegosaurus figurine still had to face its fate. 

 An hour later, his mother leant against the door frame, smiling at her son. ‘There’s a 

surprise outside, waiting for you,’ she said. 

Xander jumped up, scattering his toys in all directions. He didn’t notice. Running past 

his mother, down the hallway and out the back door, he found the surprise.  

 A brand-new jungle gym.  

A million thoughts raced through Xander’s head. The jungle gym was a ship he would 

sail from ocean to ocean. It was a castle, and he was the king with one thousand servants who 

bake him cake all day long. But his last thought was the best: the jungle gym was the greatest 

place in the entire world: it was the Amazon.  

 Xander looked around. The vegetation was rich with colour and the animals of the 

forest scurried about, weaving through the undergrowth. In his hand, a machete reflected the 

light, ready for use. Trekking through the muddy terrain, Xander swung the machete, slashing 



the greenery left and right. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and his boots were soaked through. 

Luckily, his explorer’s hat blocked the sun, so he knew he wouldn’t be getting sunburnt.  

 Then, he caught a shimmer of gold among the trees. It was brief, and he almost 

mistook it for a trick of the light. When he turned back, however, the shimmer was still there. 

Xander’s heart flickered with hope. 

 As he moved closer to the mysterious gold, he heard a rustling not far from his path. 

He looked around him as his body filled with fear. Could it be a monster? he wondered. 

Perhaps a three-headed beast? But there was nothing there. He moved on. Pushing the last 

branch away, he set his eyes upon the most beautiful thing in the world; more beautiful than 

his beautiful mother, or his bike.  

 The lost treasure that had been discovered by the famous explorer, Sir Bear the third. 

Legend said he was swallowed by a giant boa constrictor while travelling through the 

Amazon. His treasure disappeared, never to be found again. Until now. Xander was prouder 

than when he first learned to ride his bike.  

 As he lifted the treasure from the green of the forest, he heard the same rustling he 

had heard before. He looked around, unsure of what the sound could be. As he went to put 

the treasure in his backpack, the rustling started again, louder and closer.  

 A moment of silence followed before a giant boa constrictor sprung out from a nearby 

bush. Xander reacted, slashing his machete back and forth. He managed to slice the snake a 

few times, and the boa constrictor hissed.  

Xander ran.  

 His legs ached and the jungle fought against him, tearing his clothing. His breathing 

was uneven and his backpack was getting heavier by the second. He could hear the slither of 

the snake coming after him, which only pushed him to run faster. Then, Xander had a 

brilliant idea. If he tricked the snake, he might have a chance at getting away.  

 Xander found a large tree to hide behind and hoped that the snake wouldn’t find him. 

Taking off his backpack and his hat, he took the treasure out, and placed it inside his upside-

down hat. He flipped the hat onto his head and made sure it was secure before stepping out 

from behind the tree.  

 The snake was only a few steps away and returning to attack mode when Xander 

made his first move. He dropped the backpack and kicked. It flew into the air, disappearing 

into the trees. The snake went after it, expecting to find the treasure. Xander was more than 

happy. He had fooled the snake and he could return to his home.  

 At least, that’s what he had thought.  



But, as soon as Xander had travelled a few feet, a slithering sound crept into his ears. 

He looked to one side, then the other. Nothing there. Behind him, nothing there either.  

 He was confused and a bit frightened.  

 Then, he looked up.  

That’s when the snake struck from above. Before the giant reptile could sink its fangs 

into his skin, Xander held his machete high in the air. He sliced the snake’s tongue, causing it 

to recoil and retreat. But it wasn’t finished. The snake kept its beady eyes on Xander as it 

slithered down a tree and circled him.  

 Xander charged at the reptile. He plunged the machete deep into its body, hearing a 

terrible noise from the creature. He pulled the machete out and the noise intensified. The 

leaves rustled and the trees shook as it writhed and thrashed, destroying everything in its 

path.  

 Time passed and things quieted down. Xander watched the snake give up. It moved 

through the forest, almost as if it was walking away with its head bowed in defeat. Of course, 

Xander could comfort the snake. He did hurt him after all, and he was only trying to get his 

treasure back. But, Xander had better things to do. After all, he had a whole new jungle to 

explore, and he had much more treasure to find. So, he trudged on, swinging his machete 

back and forth, as he had done before.  

  

 

  
 


