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To Eva Moore







Boland was a little dinosaur.

He and his friends were going to Swamp Island for a week.
They would eat, play games, and sleep out under the stars.
Everybody was very excited. Everybody that is, except Boland.
His worst enemy, Tyrone, was coming along too!

Tyrone the Horrible, as he was usually called,

was known to make trouble. Lots of trouble.



Tyrone was just a kid himself,
but he was bigger and stronger than the others.

No wonder he won the first game so easily.




They played other games that had nothing to do
with being big or strong.

Still, Tyrone won every time.

“Something is not quite right here,’

Boland thought.






Tyrone didn't seem to care what anyone thought.

He played by his very own rules.

For instance, in the game of meteorite bowling

he/just stepped over the white line when no one was
looking. He was soon the meteorite bowling champion.




“Ha ha!” Tyrone said to himself. “Cheating is easy —
as long as nobody finds out.”



Meanwhile, Boland and his friends were upset.
They had lost all their meteorites to Tyrone.
“How did he do it?” Stego said, shaking his head.

“I'm sure that he cheated!” replied Terry.

“] think so, t0o]” said Boland.
“Next time we will watch him more closely.
We have to catch him red-handed.”




The next game was the great dinosaur egg race.

It was Boland's favorite.

Towards the end Boland was in the lead,

closely followed by Tyrone. Suddenly Boland stumbled
and fell over something big and green.

It was Tyrone's foot!




“You lousy creep!” cried Boland.
But Tyrone was already crossing the finish line
with a big smile on his face.



“He is not the winner!” Boland told his friends.
“Didn’t you see how he tripped me?”

But nobody had seen it. They had all been

too busy watching their eggs.

Naturally Tyrone swore he hadn't done anything wrong.
And so they had to give him the first prize,
which was a delicious chocolate egg.



Once again Tyrone was pleased with himself.
“Yes, indeed, cheating always works.
All you have to do is tell a big fat lie!



“Time for the sack race!” Stella called.

“Count me out;” said Boland.
“I'm not playing any more games with Tyrone.”

Nobody else wanted to play with Tyrone either.

But Stella said, “Don't be silly. Nobody can cheat in a %
sack race. Besides, the winner gets the best prize

of all — a big chocolate dinosaur.”

Everyone wanted to win the chocolate dinosaur,
and soon the race was on.
But, believe it or not — once again, Tyrone came in first! 4






Tyrone went off by himself to enjoy his prize.
But this time Boland followed him

and discovered his secret.

Tyrone's sack was cut open at the bottom!

He had not hopped like the others —

he ran the race!

“You double dirty rotten cheater!” Boland cried.
“Give back that chocolate dinosaur.
You don't deserve it






