





Hellod T'm ImeNda B and I'm 10 years old. Tlove
writing and drauing becguse it lets my creqtivity
run gl over the paper. 1live in hustralig viith my
mum, 444 and my brother. The ideq of this, my first
book, came frem my love of geese. This cbsession
began wihen 1 wient camping ang 1 enceyntered g
9005€, iho seemed to hgte me. It bgred its teeth
and leoked me in the eye.
1 Was obvioysly herrified!







loday he vigs feeding the Jucks, Liny little crymbs
{rom g fev) sesgme seed byhs made the Jucks hgve
a ful feeling in their tums. A jolting "QUACK] made
him shiver, g¢s he turh €4 around to face the terror.
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"That’s het g Juck!” Livtle Jay shoyted. Ihe big
cregtuyre seemed livid, the orange of his
maghificent beak wgs ob so vividl
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That's i) Jay vould s@y. "I'm Trying a9qin, hevi gnd
tedayl” 1t only this bey knew, the poor little bey had
No Clye.




Ihe goose Wgs gL the [ront, Joor, g look i his eyes
told Jay he wigs ryde in disguise. In fgct all he
vanted vas g sesame seed bun Lo fil K his
feathery tum. .



"0oh!” ]9y heqrd semeohe s@y, it WQgs his sister
lQ\ﬂQ, locking for play. Mhe took the big g9cese gnd led
i, into her room, where there wags ne gloom
whatscever, how gng forever. -~







INto the living roem, ehe Woyld presume, they were
Lo vigtch television. byt wihat they viere actually
Joing had litte Lo Jo With vision.
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hter begging gnd pleqding, offering Lo Jo vieeding,
Mother wags beat, an eventual Jefeqt.




Now The goose WQgs hever ohl the leese, in the family
he vas nov). M becqyse of the close encoynter with
Jay. howi someche wgs happy to play.
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But will Mother allow it?




