






Leaping to the forest floor, 
she poked her pointy 

nose into a crack in a rotting log 
and looked for breakfast. 

Sniff, sniff! She smelled ants. 
She loved ants! 

Gobble, gobble, gobble. 
She gulped down 

one ant after another.



Her tummy was almost full 
when she felt a peck on her tail. 

It was a large, hungry crow!

Little Skink was trapped.  There was no way to run.  
But she had a trick . . .



Quicker than the crow could blink, 
Little Skink snapped off her bright blue tail!

Wiggle, waggle, wiggle, 
went the tail, 

wriggling wildly through 
the fallen leaves. 

The crow forgot all about Little Skink. 
It wanted that wiggling, waggling tail! 

As the crow bounced 
this way and that, 

Little Skink slinked under a log. 
She was safe. 

Her wiggling, waggling tail had saved her. 



The next morning, as 
Little Skink basked on her rock, 

she felt a little sad. 
She missed her bright blue tail, even 

though she was happy to be alive.




