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​​WELCOME TO THE JUNGLE
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Namibian Jungle. Late afternoon – 68.3 million years ago.

The tyrannosaurus stood perfectly still, his face twisted into a ferocious scowl. Snarling lips drawn back over stained jagged teeth clenched tightly in his sinister mouth. 

Hunched slightly forward, with stumpy arms pulled close to his chest, Goliath was poised and ready to attack. 

His tongue snaked out to taste the smells swirling  in the cold damp air. He had picked up a scent. His swivelling eyes scanned the trees for signs of movement: the telltale bending of a branch, the parting of ferns, or bushes being brushed aside. There was nothing.  

With head cocked to one side, he carefully listened for any noise that broke the steady rhythmic hum of the jungle. 

Chirrakkkk! The snapping of a twig nearby.  Goliath turned and stretched out his neck. 

Something was moving slowly through the shrubbery; as it drew closer Goliath could plainly hear the cumbersome clump, clump, clump of hefty feet. He drew back into the shadows to wait. 

His patience paid off when a stocky ankylosaur poked its head out of the bushes and came lumbering forwards on short sturdy legs. It was so busy foraging for scraps of food in the damp earth it failed to notice the huge monster less than three metres away. 

Perfectly camouflaged, Goliath quietly licked his lips, tilted his head, and looked down on the squat dinosaur lazily bulldozing through the undergrowth. He watched with growing curiosity as it paused and stood motionless for several moments before shuffling alongside the withered trunk of a decaying tree. 

It raised the bulbous club at the end of its tail, swinging it from side to side to begin a slow, steady drum-beat on the dead tree: THERRUNK . . .  THERRUNK . . . THERRUNK . . . The hollow trunk shuddered violently, amplifying the tail’s dull thud: THERRUNK . . . THERRUNK . . .  THERRUNK.

The tail slammed deep into the crumbling bark dislodging millipedes, earwigs and wood lice that had been feasting on the soft decomposing wood. But before the small bugs were able to scuttle to safety the ankylosaur stooped to gobble them up.
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AHA, thought Goliath. So that’s what those big, bulky tails are for!  
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​​I HEAR YOU KNOCKING 
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As the noise fanned out through the dense tangle of trees, the ankylosaur, hoping its thudding had been heard by distant ears, raised its head and listened for a reply. 

Moments passed before somewhere deep in the jungle there came a muffled response: KKEROOKKKK . . . KKEROOKKKK . . . 

Satisfied the message had been heard, the ankylosaur buried its snout back in the earth and continued snuffling for sweet plant roots and juicy worms. 

Goliath continued to look on. Before long the familiar sound was heard again: KKEROOKKKK . . . KKEROOKKKK . . . This time the reply was much louder. 

The T. rex watched blankly as the ankylosaur returned to the dying tree. Flinging its tail forcefully against the decaying wood to hammer out a second trunk call, it was unaware that a few short steps away the jungle’s most ruthless killer was preparing to attack. 

Once again the ankylosaur paused, raised its head and sniffed the musty, damp air. Goliath could see the creature had become wary, and so, believing his own scent had been detected, he tensed his leg muscles. 

He was about to lunge towards the ankylosaur when it unexpectedly plunged into a thick clump of ferns, emerging moments later with a succulent slug squeezed between its teeth. The slug squirmed briefly before disappearing with a single gulp. The scavenger licked its lips and continued grunting pig-like as it foraged for food on the forest floor. 

Goliath was becoming irritated; he wasn’t accustomed to waiting for his food. He crept out from between the trees and inched cautiously towards his prey. 

Maybe the ankylosaur should have heard Goliath’s panting breath, or the rustle of leaves as the T. rex brushed against them. It should have felt the temperature dip as the monster’s cold shadow passed overhead. But it saw, heard, and felt nothing. 
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​​LET’S GET CRACKING
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With growing impatience, Goliath moved closer and was soon hovering directly above the bony dinosaur. 

The tyrannosaur stared down at the creature’s knobbly, armoured back etched with claw and teeth marks: the scars of previous assaults. Goliath realised it must have been attacked many times but had somehow survived. His eyes narrowed to evil slits, Well, there will be no escape from me! he smirked. 

The T. rex was right: many times the ankylosaur had felt savage teeth and claws chewing, gnawing, grinding, scraping against the bony plates of armour which covered the entire length of its upper body. But no predator’s jaws had ever been strong enough to bite through the tough scales. All that was about to change. 

The ankylosaur continued foraging among the decaying vegetation, scraping frantically between tree roots in its quest for truffles. Suddenly, with a squeal of delight, it thrust its blunt snout into a pile of putrid leaves. It had found buried treasure: a dinosaur’s nest filled with scrumptious eggs. 

[image: ankyl and eggs.jpeg]

GOLIATH STRETCHED OUT his short arms and looked down with rapt interest as the scavenger set to work. 

The ankylosaur briefly surveyed the cluster of brown and cream-mottled eggs before skittling them in all directions as it waded clumsily into the nest. It began by tapping with its snout on the first egg, expecting the shell to shatter easily. But the egg refused to give up its precious contents. 

Lowering its head, the squat dinosaur slammed its bone-crested skull against the shell, and this time it broke apart with a dull thud: KURRRUCKK! 

Rapidly thrusting out its tongue, the ankylosaur lapped lustily at the amber yolk. Within moments the shell was empty, but the nest wasn’t - there were plenty more eggs. With legs bowed, it lowered its head a second time: KURRRUCKK! Once again the long tongue flicked out to probe the juicy fluid. Grinning with satisfaction the ankylosaur settled down to savour its good fortune. 

Quietly, and with growing curiosity, Goliath watched and listened as the gnarled dinosaur moved expertly through the nest, the discarded empty shells crunching loudly underfoot. 

So loud was the sound of slurping and belching, it never heard Goliath bearing down. 
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​​BROKEN ANKYL 
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By late afternoon, only a few pencil-thin shafts of sunlight remained to pierce the dense canopy of trees.  

The T. rex was barely visible in the gloom as he towered menacingly over the scavenger. 

Still unaware of the danger, the greedy ankylosaur belched contentedly as it sipped more of the gooey yolk. At the last moment it looked up to see the giant looming overhead. The ankylosaur tried to duck as two massive jaws descended from the darkness. With feet splayed wide apart, it twisted and turned, desperately trying to coil into a defensive ball. But it was too late! 

Like a mechanical crusher, the mighty mouth opened wide to encircle the squat dinosaur’s writhing body. 

Screeching loudly, with legs flailing, eyes bulging, and its long protruding tongue dangling like a ragged purple ribbon, the scavenger was hoisted high into the air. 

Several times the ankylosaur wielded the heavy club at the end of its tail. Thrashing wildly, it thudded against the monster’s skull, but with each blow, Goliath only became more enraged and tightened his grip. 

After a brief tussle the struggling prey gave out an agonised shriek as the raptor’s sharp teeth closed abruptly. 

‘Wrrroooaahhhh!’ screamed Goliath triumphantly as he began stripping away the tough armour. 
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​​THE BEAT GOES ON 
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Eighty metres away, a cloud of mosquitoes and midges erupted into the air as a second ankylosaur swept aside thick foliage blocking her path. 

She was feeling happy; soon she would be reunited with her friend. The beat of his tail had told her where she would find him. She lingered for a while listening expectantly for more messages. But as she casually chewed the sweet stem of a juniper bush, the only sound she heard was a terrified squeal. 

It came from the same direction as the earlier tree signals. Was it her friend? Was he in some kind of trouble? She had no way of knowing he had already perished. 

Several moments passed before she heard an unmistakable sound: the chilling, exultant roar of a Tyrannosaurus rex. With her head bowed, she settled down listening intently, but the only sound was the familiar low buzz of millions of invisible insects fused into a soft, endless whine. Her instinct told her to stay put and wait for more signals. 

Her decision to stay where she was should have saved her life. But it didn’t. 

‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡‡
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GOLIATH WAS STILL HUNGRY. He was also extremely cunning; he needed to be because food was becoming increasingly scarce. There weren’t many other dinosaurs left in this part of the jungle – which wasn’t really surprising because he had already eaten most of them! It was time to move on, he decided with a frown. 

But before he planned to go anywhere, he had a sneaky task to perform: Goliath knew perfectly well he could set off to hunt for more food, but finding his next meal could take ages. Besides, he reasoned, why bother going to collect food when I can make a quick call and order one to come to me? 

He was sure there was a second ankylosaur nearby. But where? He needed to lure it towards him.

Carefully scraping together the discarded carcass of his last meal, he swept it into the bushes. Next, he ambled over to the hollow oak tree and, remembering the exact sequence of taps, cunningly  struck the decaying trunk three times with his foot:  THERRUNK . . . THERRUNK . . .  THERRUNK! Each kick mimicking the earlier drumbeat messages. The crumbling tree shuddered violently as Goliath’s foot slammed against it.  
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​​KNOCK KNOCK . . . WHO’S THERE? 
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As soon as she heard the tree calling out to her again the joyful ankylosaur emerged from her hiding place. It was a clear message from her friend to say everything was okay - he was safe after all! 

She found a tree and hurriedly bashed out a reply: KKEROOKKKK . . . KKEROOKKKK . . .‘I’ve heard you - I’ll be there soon.’ 

Moments later a sinister grin spread across Goliath’s face as her muffled reply reached his ears.  His sneaky plan was working! The T. rex returned to the nest site and dissolved among the leafy trees where his dappled tawny body could no longer be seen. He sat back on his haunches and waited with gleeful anticipation. 

He did not have long to wait. Squinting through the enveloping gloom, Goliath spotted a tuft of ferns twitching and bending as something crept towards him through the undergrowth. 
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​​ANOTHER ONE BITES THE DUST 
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The second ankylosaur sauntered into the glade expecting to see her partner. But there was no sign of him. Where could he be? She had no idea she was walking into a trap. 

Spotting the crumbling oak tree, she pressed her face to the rotting wood to inspect the scarred trunk more closely. She grunted contentedly, satisfied that this was the spot where her friend had been. But wait! There were other marks too: six deep grooves made by . . . what? She couldn’t be sure, but she was certain of one thing: these fresh gouges weren’t made by her friend! And there was something else: a faintly familiar smell that lingered in the still evening air. 

Goliath’s eyes gleamed; his scheming trick had worked! Now, all he had to do was remain hidden until the gullible creature came close enough to be grabbed. Be patient, he told himself. 

But the ankylosaur had become cautious, the warning signs were all around her: the eerie stillness of the jungle, and a feeling she was being watched. Sensing she was in danger, she tensed her leg muscles and was about to bolt into a thicket when, out of the corner of her eye, she spotted some of the discarded egg shells scattered across a mound of earth. Ahhh, dinosaur eggs . . . large ones too, by the look of these broken shells. 

She inspected the shells more closely. Hmmm, had they hatched out or had they been eaten? She couldn’t be certain, but she began to wonder if the shriek she’d heard earlier had come from her mate – had he been caught red-snouted whilst raiding the nest? 

Cautiously, she moved forward to take a closer look. But every step unknowingly brought her nearer to the killer lurking in the gloom. 

The unsuspecting ankylosaur scraped the ground foraging for an unbroken egg; she quickly found one and licked her lips. She raised her bony skull to crack open the egg when a cold, murky shadow of evil passed over her head and silently descended . . . 

She looked up just in time to see a huge gaping mouth studded with sharp teeth. As the tyrannosaur’s jaws slowly clamped shut her shrill scream swept away the steady, throbbing hum of the jungle. An eerie, mournful silence followed, interrupted only by the sound of Goliath scraping, gnawing, chomping. 
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​​EGGS MARKS THE SPOT 
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Dusk was slowly descending. The dregs of the day were draining away. Sunbeams finally shrivelled to a few single shafts, one of which fell like a spotlight on the plundered  nest. 

Goliath’s rough tongue skimmed across his lips as he finished off the second ankylosaur. Looking down, he spotted a cluster of unbroken eggs lying like smooth boulders among the shattered shells. He became curious. Hmmm, he thought. I wonder what they taste like? 

Stooping to pick one up in his mouth, he found it weighed less than he had expected. The egg clattered against his teeth as he rolled it over and over with his tongue before biting into the brittle shell. With a firm crunch, cold, gooey liquid oozed out. Gloops of runny yolk drooled like treacle over Goliath’s chin. He tossed his head back to let the egg empty into his throat. He licked his lips and nodded approvingly. Mmmmm – tastes nice! 

He scraped away a pile of leaves to reveal more eggs. He devoured a second one, and a third, and then another – until finally, he could find no more. 

It was becoming dark. The huge dinosaur peered upwards into the thick canopy of branches as the last finger of sunlight flickered like the feeble flame of a dying candle. A ghostly vapour rose from the ground, cladding the trees in white wispy shrouds. 
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​​THE LURE OF THE LAGOON
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Night time descended ushering a symphony of sound from an orchestra of beetles, crickets and cicadas – each one eager to find a mate to cure its loneliness. 

Tree frogs clambered onto swaying ferns to call out forlorn bubble-throated messages to unseen mates. 

As the forest burst into nightlife, the wide-eyed raptor watched idly as fireflies and flying fire-beetles perforated the darkness with trails of pulsating light. 

A cold breeze billowed through the jungle, diluting the swirling mist to thin plumes of vapour The long dry season was finally ending; the annual monsoon was on its way. Pregnant clouds drizzling fresh rain over distant mountains had given birth to a network of frothing streams that tripped and tumbled over steep cliffs and crags. 

The seasonal deluge had begun, and in the jungle that carpeted the tropical basin, water droplets borne on gentle gusts of wind were bringing nourishment to suckle the valley’s parched plants and trees. 

The mountains’ cascading white veins were rapidly fusing into a burbling, frothing river. Soon its turbulent waters would sweep through the jungle, pausing briefly to flush fresh water into a stale lagoon that nestled on the shore of a distant ocean. This was the place Goliath now had in mind. He knew that very quickly, the seasonal deluge would turn the stagnant lagoon into a glittering lake surrounded by drenched plants that bowed and wept on its shores. 
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