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Gertrude Squirm’s Grand Adventure





Deep in the jungles of the mighty Amazon an earthworm named Gertrude Squirm was snoozing in her hammock. She had a contented smile on her face because, as usual, she was dreaming that she was an anaconda.
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And then, swooping from its perch in the dizzy heights, thundered down a murderous, marauding, Wormhunter Hawk named Cyril!


In a flash and a flutter Cyril scooped Gertrude up with his terrible talons and flew away.


Gertrude was dizzy with joy. She had never flown before. Now she had a worm’s-eye view of the jungle and she wriggled with delight.


‘Stop wriggling!’ Cyril commanded. ‘It’s hard enough flying without having a nervous passenger.’


‘I’m not at all nervous,’ explained Gertrude. ‘I’m excited! I’m the only worm in my family who’s ever left the ground. I’m going to have such a fantastic story to tell when I get back home!’


Smirking to himself, Cyril thought, ‘Worms are so dumb.’


‘Oh, by the way,’ added Gertrude, ‘where are we going?’


Cyril grinned. ‘I’m taking you for breakfast.’


Now Gertrude grinned, too. ‘Cool! What are we having?’


‘Something small but delicious, and very healthy.’


Gertrude, who loved puzzles, took a guess. ‘Is it broccoli rice bubbles?’


‘No,’ said Cyril.


‘Prunes and pickles on toast?’


‘You’re not even warm.’


‘Then give me a hint,’ pleaded Gertrude.


‘Okay. Here goes . . . a worm a day keeps the doctor away.’


‘A worm a day,’ Gertrude muttered, ‘a worm a day . . . hold on, I’m a worm!’


‘And I’m a Wormhunter Hawk,’ cackled Cyril. ‘Which means – you’re my breakfast!’


‘Eeeeek!’squeaked Gertrude.


Cyril lived atop the highest mountain in the Amazon. It was so high it disappeared into the clouds. There in the murky mist, at the very top of the world, was Cyril’s perch.


Cyril shifted into low gear and began to fly straight up, up, UP!


It was then that Gertrude remembered a tactic she had been taught at Worm Self-Defence Class.


She tickled Cyril’s feet.


It wasn’t the tickle that shocked Cyril. It was the giggle that sprang out of him, because of the tickle. Hawks don’t usually giggle, you see, so the weird squawking sound gave him quite a fright. It was enough of a fright to send him spinning into a nosedive. Cyril panicked. And released his grip.


‘Yay!’ Gertrude hooted as she tumbled end-over-end through the sky. ‘I’m free! I’m free.’


But then she realised that she was falling at tremendous speed. Below her there was a river swarming with piranhas. As she drew closer, she saw that the piranhas had their mouths wide open.


[image: image]


Gertrude had never been very good with words, and now all she could think to say was ‘Aaaarrrggghhh!’


Yes, things looked grim indeed. However, at the same moment that Gertrude fell, a helicopter hovered nearby. The pilot spotted her and, in the nick of time, held his cap out the window, and caught Gertrude inside it. Then he placed her gently on the seat beside him. Wagging his finger, he said, ‘You really shouldn’t try that without a parachute, you know.’


The story was too long and complicated for Gertrude to explain so she wiggled her way up to the pilot’s face, and planted a wet wormy kiss on his cheek.


‘You’re my hero!’ she said.
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