Kenny the kookaburra loved mornings. The crisp air.

The rising sun.

But most of all, Renny LOVED breakfast!




'Bye, Mum, ['m off 1o Find some WOrms, Kenny said as he preparec{ to take ﬂight. 'Now, Kenny, no hunting For worms in human ])acl‘\yards.
You donT want to end up like old Uncle Ceorge, ’[rapped

in a human bachyard and Living in a cold metal cage.'

T know, Mum, he responded, rouing his eyes.




Kenny spreac{ his wings and
[eapt from the giant paperbarh \ )
tree in search of some yummy §

hOOhd])UITd ])I“Gth dSt.



