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It all started on a very tiny island, on a very tiny road, where Rugger waved goodbye to his Granddad 
and set out alone towards Ruggerland’s Minty Mountain.

You see, Rugger’s Granddad had just told a very long and mildly interesting story about how, many moons 
before, the nasty old Mountain Men of Mooloo had stolen the Glup Glup Cup.

So Rugger had decided to turn this mildly interesting story into his own great adventure. He was off to 
bring back the Island’s lost, but not forgotten, treasure – the legendary Glup Glup Cup.

After about four minutes of hard tramping, little Rugger came upon the edge of a dark and murky forest 
known as ‘The Dark and Murky Forest’. 

Ever since Rugger could remember his parents had always said ‘don’t go into the Dark and Murky Forest 
because you won’t come out’.  Rugger had never known anyone who went into the Dark and Murky Forest 
so he definitely did not know anyone who had come out of the Dark and Murky Forest. Rugger was very 
scared.

He sat on a rock at the edge of the Dark and Murky Forest and wondered if his great adventure was over 
before it really began.

Suddenly a mysterious hooded knight appeared from nowhere. Rugger wasn’t scared.  The Hooded Knight 
seemed very familiar and very wise.

Then the Hooded Knight spoke.

“G’day mate, let’s see, may the Forest be with you, my young Ruggerbee.” Rugger was confused. “Who are 
you?” he asked.
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“I have come here now to help your plight. Friends call me Jed. I am your Hooded Knight. You must listen 
to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will help you in the end. Within my rhyme a riddle I 
will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger, so 
good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Here is my first riddle Rugger: to 
avoid a bump… you must go like Gump.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight disappeared.

“Hmm,” Rugger scratched his head in confusion. “Who was the Hooded Knight and what did he mean?  
What was a Gump?”

Despite his confusion, Rugger was inspired by the Hooded Knight. Every Ruggerbee knows that he who 
hesitates loses, so he jumped up and ran into the Dark and Murky Forest.

The Dark and Murky Forest was very dark and quite murky. Rugger could hardly see a thing and almost 
bumped into the side of a Green Glapwock, which, as everybody knows, would have been disastrous.

He continued his quest until he came to a little opening, where he found an unusual symbol scratched onto 
a tree. Rugger looked at it carefully. What could it mean, he thought? Was it a sign? Suddenly, there was a 
scurrying along the forest floor and rustling in a bush. The huge forest trees appeared to be closing in on 
him and the branches appeared to be reaching out for him. The Dark and Murky Forest was becoming very 
dark and very murky indeed.

Suddenly Rugger remembered: “to avoid a bump… you must go like Gump.”

Rugger scratched his yellow head as the words rang over and over in his tiny mind.
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Rugger moved swiftly from side to side to avoid the nasty branches which appeared to be closing in on him. 
He didn’t want to bump his head on these because, quite frankly, it would hurt.

“Bump my head, bump my head”, Rugger said to himself. What did the Hooded Knight say? To avoid a 
bump… go like Gump.”

The only Gump he knew of was in the old movie Forrest Gump. In that movie someone yelled, “Run 
Forrest, run!” So that’s what Rugger did. He ran and ran and ran. In and out, round and round the trees.

Before too long Rugger was far away from the nasty grabbing branches and he found himself leaning against 
a stump of an old tree trying to catch his breath.

Suddenly, the Hooded Knight appeared.

“G’day mate, let’s see, may the Forest be with you my young Ruggerbee. You must listen to me my tiny 
yellow friend because everything I say will help you in the end.  Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and 
when you figure out the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger, so good 
luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup.”

“Your clues have to be easier or else I might not solve the riddles! That was an old movie and I was just 
lucky that I had even seen it,” Rugger told the Hooded Knight

“Ok Rugger, fair enough, I hope this next one isn’t as tough. The letter W is then a match, especially 
when you have to catch!” the Hooded Knight exclaimed.

And like magic, the Hooded Knight was gone.
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φRugger continued to walk through the forest. He didn’t know where the path he was on would lead to but 
thought it was a good plan to stick to it anyway.

He came to a fork along the path where he could either go left or he could go right. That’s where he found 
another strange symbol.

“Hmmm,” thought Rugger. “Which way do I go?” 

He always liked going left, so left it was. He took a big breath and marched down the left path.

Suddenly, something landed on Rugger’s head and bounced off. He looked around but couldn’t see anything. 
While he was looking, he was hit again and again and again!

Rugger was being pounded by Footy Fruit thrown by Hairabees, which are hairy creatures that live up in 
trees and are hardly ever seen.  Even worse than that, they were a real nuisance.

“What a real nuisance,” Rugger scoffed. “How can I get them to stop?”

“Rugger, remember my riddle!” came a familiar voice. “The letter W is then a match, especially when 
you have to catch.”

Rugger put up his hands to stop the Footy Fruit hitting him and as he did he saw that by moving his hands 
so his thumbs touched, it made the letter W.

“The letter W is then a match, especially when you have to catch,” he gasped.

A Footy Fruit was coming towards him and he was able to catch it! He had made the letter W with his 
hands and everybody knows that it’s a good catching position.
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After that, Rugger caught every Footy Fruit the Hairabees threw at him. The Hairabees gave up trying to 
hit him and slunk back, defeated, into the Dark and Murky Forest.

A relieved and slightly bruised Rugger continued along the path. Suddenly, he was blinded by sunlight and 
had to cover his eyes with his hands to protect them. Rugger had reached the end of the Dark and Murky 
Forest! He soon became accustomed to the light so he took his hands from away his eyes. There in front 
of him was a rock with a face, a rocky face, a scary rocky face, a scary rocky Rockabee face. 

The rock could talk. “I’m not sure a little Ruggerbee should be this far away from home. This is the Land of 
Rocks where the rocks make up most of the land.”

“Hmmm, a talking rock, how strange?” Rugger thought. 

The rock slowly but carefully spoke. “I am a Rockabee Rockabilly and I mean you 
no harm, but you won’t get through this way because there are too many big 
rocks for you to climb over. If I were you I would go back and go the long way 
my little yellow friend, it will be much easier.”

“Thanks for the heads-up Rockabee Rockabilly,” Rugger said. “But that won’t 
be happening. I’m not going back into the Dark and Murky Forest with those 
horrible fruit-throwing Hairabees.” 

Rugger waved goodbye to the Rockabee Rockabilly and continued his 
journey through the Land of the Rocks. Up and over he went – up and over the rocks.

As he sat to rest and drink from his water bottle he noticed a symbol on one of the largest rocks. He made 
a note of it and wondered if he was going in the right direction.
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That’s when the Hooded Knight appeared again.

“G’day mate, let’s see, may the boulders be with you my young Ruggerbee. You must listen to me my tiny 
yellow friend because everything I say will help you in the end,” said the Hooded Knight. “Within my rhyme 
a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead 
Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Your position will be 
clear, when you take-off into the air.”

“So I will be flying over the rocks – that’s an easy clue,” Rugger exclaimed excitedly to the Hooded Knight.

“I gave you the riddle to solve when you’re in a pickle”, said the Hooded Knight.

“That sentence hardly even rhymes,” Rugger said.

“Sometimes I’m not much of a poet – stick around for a little bit longer and everyone will 
know it,” the Hooded Knight replied.

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

Rugger continued to climb up and over the rocks. The going was 
very tough and his hands were hurting and his feet were sore. 
He finally reached a rather large boulder and he could not 
climb or go around it.

Rugger leant back and tried to push the rock out of the 
way. He used his back and he used his feet, but the rock 
refused to budge. He found a stick and tried to lever 
it – but this did not work either. 



Rugger slumped down in exhaustion and thought he should have listened to the Rockabilly after all. Then 
the words of the Hooded Knight came back to him. 

“Your position will be clear, when you take-off into the air.”

“Of course!” Rugger yelled as he jumped to his feet. “I have to get my body position right to push this big 
rock out of the way. It’s a bit like pushing in a scrum or in a maul. I need to get in a position where my 
shoulders are higher than my hips.  A TAKE –OFF position.”

After a short and completely insufficient stretch, Rugger pushed the rock in a strong, safe and effective 
position.

Rugger continued to push with all his might. He pushed and he pushed and he pushed some more. Soon 
there was enough of a gap for him to fit through. He ran through the gap with as much glee and excitement 
as he could muster.

“SPLOSH!”

Rugger found himself neck deep in a muddy bog. He couldn’t see his arms or legs – he was stuck. Stuck in 
a swamp. Stuck in a stinky, filthy and yucky swamp. He was stuck in the Smelly Swamp.

A gloomy morning mist crept over the stinking waters of the Smelly Swamp. Sinister silhouettes reached 
out over the gloomy green waters, bowing and twisting in the dim light. Rugger had not moved since he 
had fallen into the swamp. He had no one to call out to, he was alone and he was beginning to get scared.

“May the fog be with you my little Ruggerbee. You look like you are a little bit stuck Rugger,” said the 
Hooded Knight.
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“Stuck! Stuck! You have a talent for stating the obvious,” said Rugger. “Where was your tip to get out of 
this? Aren’t you supposed to give me a riddle to solve?”

“Actually, you can just pull yourself out of that by using the bushes on the bank. You don’t need to be clever 
here. But you need your next clue because there are more obstacles ahead… and a Swamp Monster!”

“A Swamp Monster?” asked Rugger.

“Yes, a Swamp Monster!” exclaimed the Hooded Knight. “Now you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend 
because everything I say will help you in the end. Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell, and when you figure 
out the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve 
all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Mind your step as you can’t hide – the monster won’t 
get you, if it’s by your side.”

And just like every other time, the Hooded Knight was gone in a flash.

Rugger pulled himself out of the swamp and he began to move slowly around the edge of the swamp hole. 
He had to walk carefully because the ground was very soft and it was difficult to see where to put his big 
yellow foot.  Although there was no other sound, Rugger felt like he wasn’t alone and every now and then 
he would quickly glance over his shoulder nervously.

“What if there really is a Swamp Monster?” Rugger thought. “And it wants to drag me back to the murky 
depths of the Cavern of Despair?”

Suddenly, a large shadowy figure rose up from the swamp in front of Rugger.  As it moved, it reached toward 
the frightened Ruggerbee.
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Rugger wanted to run but thought he might fall into the swamp, like he had before. 

Rugger thought about the riddle the Hooded Knight had given him. Mind your step as you can’t hide 
– the monster won’t get you, if it’s by your side.

“Mind my step,” Rugger thought. “That is very true. I can’t afford to stumble or fall now. By your side… 
mmmmm ….”

Just as a large tentacle reached out to grab the Ruggerbee, Rugger solved the riddle. “That’s it!” he called 
out. “I have to use the sidestep.” 

Rugger ran fast and hard. As he hit dry 
swampland he stepped off one foot like a 
rugby sidestep, accelerated, then on 
to the next. BAM! – Off the other 
foot – BAM!

Rugger continued to sidestep over and 
over until he was safe. He looked around 
and saw no Swamp Monster – he was safe, but boy 
was he lost.

Rugger sat down to catch his breath and after a little while he 
began to hear a clanging sound. It was a bit like a bell sound but he 
couldn’t work out what direction it was coming from. 
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Then he saw something odd. Something was glowing through the mist in the distance. Was it just another 
sign or was it something he should follow?

Rugger walked towards the glowing light. The clanging noise appeared to be getting louder as he walked 
toward it.

CLANG CLANG CLANG went the clanging noise. Rugger was 
close to the sign and could make out the symbol but he didn’t 
know what it meant.

Then the clanging sound stopped. This did not make the 
Ruggerbee feel any better. Suddenly, out of the mist came a 
small creature. Not only was he small but he was very hairy. It 
looked like it hadn’t washed in over a month and it smelled 
like it hadn’t washed for at least a year. The creature 
was carrying a lantern on a stick and the sign that 
Rugger had seen was a symbol covering the glass 
window.

“Who are you?” Rugger asked. “And do you know 
how I get out of the Smelly Swamp?”

“Who wants to know and who wants to go?” the pongy creature 
replied.

“I’m Rugger and I’m looking for the Glup Glup Cup,” 
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Rugger said with some authority.

“I’m Uggee,” said Uggee. “You got any rubbish?”

Rugger checked his pockets and shook his head. He didn’t have any rubbish, but if he did – he 
would have made sure it had been placed in the correct collection bin for recycling.

“That’s too bad,” said Uggee. And off he disappeared in the mist, swinging his lantern as he went.

Rugger followed the strange critter because he had nowhere else to go.

Rugger soon found himself in a meadow. It was a very beautiful green meadow with sweet 
smelling pastures that looked lush. Several strategically placed hedges made rather obvious 
signs, which Rugger noted as an important symbol. 

“May the fields be alive with the sound of music my little Ruggerbee.”

“Hello Hooded Knight,” Rugger said.  “I was wondering when you would show up.”

“Yeah well, even Hooded Knights need to earn a living. You must listen to me my tiny yellow friend 
because everything I say will help you in the end,” said the Hooded Knight. “Within my rhyme a riddle I 
will tell and when you figure out the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger 
so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Face up to your problems and 
you will see, your eyes will open and set you free.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.
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Rugger set off along the green grass to the base of the hills. His Granddad had told him that the Glup Glup 
Cup was somewhere up Minty Mountain and he now had this in this sights. He was at the bottom of the 
foothills and there was only one way to go and, that was going to be up!

Soon Rugger was rudely interrupted by a strange creature. It appeared as though it had just flown in from 
the sky as it still carried clouds on its back. What made it more disgusting than anything else he had ever 
seen was that it was trying to eat the ground – the very ground he planned to walk on.

“My goodness,” said Rugger. “I think I have stumbled upon the infamous and very rare, Sheepabee of the 
South.  A mystical and fast moving creature that surely will not let me pass – what can I do?”

Rugger tried to clear his mind as he looked around the meadow to see if he 
could find the answer. He bravely walked toward the Sheepabee of the South.

The Sheepabee looked up and saw the approaching Ruggerbee. It 
made a terrifying ‘baa’ noise as it prepared for battle and headed 
towards our hero.

Rugger had to think fast as the Sheepabee got closer and closer.

“I think the only way forward is to tackle this Sheepabee to the 
ground. That way it has to let me pass,” thought Rugger.

So now the Sheepabee and Rugger were on a collision course 
with both determined to win the battle: the battle of the Green 
Meadow.



15

Rugger ran fast. The Sheepabee ran fast. This was going to hurt. Then ‘wham’, the two collided.

Rugger lay on the ground rubbing his head while the Sheepabee ran back to his position guarding the path 
in which Rugger wanted to take.

“I tried to tackle him, what went wrong?” thought the wounded Rugger.

“Face up to your problems and you will see, your eyes will open and set you free,” the Hooded 
Knight’s rhyme came flying through his thoughts.

“Oh, I get it,” Rugger thought. “I need to tackle correctly. I need to FACE UP with my tackle position and I 
need to keep my eyes open at all times.”

The Ruggerbee and the Sheepabee again charged each other but this time in slow motion for a more 
dramatic effect. 

“KaaRunch!”

“Great tackle!” said the Sheepabee. “Face up, eyes open – great technique young Ruggerbee. You deserve 
to continue your quest.”

“Thank you,” Rugger said sheepishly to the Sheepabee. He stood up, brushed himself off and continued on 
his journey.

Before too long, Rugger found himself next to a beautiful, slow-moving river. He stopped to fill his drink 
bottle and splash a little water on his yellow face.



16

χAs he looked into the calm water he saw his own tired little face reflected back and his thoughts went back 
to the adventures and obstacles he had endured so far on his quest.

Glimmering on the bottom of the river was a stone and on that stone was another sign. Hmmm, how 
convenient he thought, as he copied the sign down in his notebook. 

When he looked up his Hooded Knight was already standing there.

“May the faucet be with you my little Ruggerbee. That was a great tackle you did before. You look rested 
now and ready for more,” the Hooded Knight said.

Rugger looked at the Knight, and muttered, “What would you know about tackling? You’re only a Hooded 
Knight.”

“There is more to me than meets the eye, and rhyming is quite difficult – you should give it a try,” the 
Knight replied. “Anyway…You must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will help 
you in the end. Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure out the answer it will serve you 
well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup 
Glup Cup. When the target is in sight, a single movement will give it good flight.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

Rugger walked along the edge of the water looking for a spot where it was safe to cross. The river was too 
deep for a little Ruggerbee to walk across and way too dangerous for him to attempt to swim. The longer 
he walked along the riverbank, the more he wanted to get to the other side. 
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He rummaged around the river’s edge to find anything that could help him get across.

He soon found some old rope, which gave have him an idea. He tried to throw the rope across the river 
but it kept falling short. Rugger was frustrated .Then he thought about the Hooded Knight’s riddle. ‘When 
the target is in sight, a single movement will give it good flight’.

Rugger rushed to the rivers bank again, found a large stone, and tied it to his rope. He found a tree on the 
other side of the river and took a couple of big breaths.

“First I must sight my target,” Rugger said out loud as he held 
the rock in his hands like he was going to pass a rugby ball. 
“Then, in one movement I’ll throw my rock to give it 
good flight.”

And just as if he was doing a basic pass in a rugby 
game, Rugger threw the rock toward the tree. 

The rope flew through the air – the rock went over 
the tree’s branch – and lodged itself.

Rugger pulled the rope tight and tied it to another 
tree and clapped for joy. Rugger was happy. He had 
sighted the target and in one clean movement had 
made the perfect throw.

Rugger began his journey across the river.
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Halfway across he felt his arms getting tired and things began to take a turn for the worse. 

As he looked down, the water began to bubble in a strange and peculiar way. He adjusted his grip on the 
rope and tried desperately to scamper along it quickly. He glanced down again to see the bubbles were 
getting bigger and were following him as he went along the rope. The faster he went the bigger the bubbles 
seemed to become.

Rugger was frantically moving across the rope as fast as he could go, but the bubbles were getting closer 
all the time and growing as if something was about to explode out of the water.

Just as the bubbles were going to catch the little Ruggerbee, he let go and flopped onto the grass on the 
other side of the bank. The mysterious bubbles sank back into the river and Rugger was safe – safe for the 
moment.

“Where were you?” Rugger yelled for the Hooded Knight. “Where was your puzzle and clues when I 
needed them?”

The river weaved its way back toward the Smelly Swamp, but Rugger was on an uphill quest toward Minty 
Mountain. He gathered his thoughts, his knapsack and continued his walk upstream.

The river trickled its way past Rugger for over an hour, but soon the gentle noise of slow-moving water 
turned into a roaring gushing waterfall. Rugger was again in despair. There was no way around the waterfall, 
he couldn’t climb up and he certainly couldn’t go back down. He was stuck! 

“May the waterfall be with you my little Ruggerbee,” said the Hooded Knight.
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“Go away!” Rugger said without even looking up. “I’m stuck here by this waterfall, I’m tired and I have no 
way of getting up there.”

“Now, now Rugger.  When times get tough, the tough get going,” the Knight giggled.

“I’m tired of your riddles,” said Rugger. 

“Actually that wasn’t a clue. It was a good bit of advice a teacher once told me,” the Knight said in a serious 
tone.

Rugger looked up to see the Hooded Knight disappear and he spotted a small figure scampering across the 
sky above the waterfall. Rugger rubbed his eye and when he looked again the figure had gone.

“Hmmm,” Rugger thought. “What was that? Did I just imagine that?”

“What are you dreaming about Mr Yellow Face?” said a small child.

Rugger was startled by this new creature. The creature was small and had a very scary face. Its hair was 
thin and tied in two identical pigtails. It was wearing strange clothes with a symbol on its top.

“Who and what are you?” Rugger asked.

“I am Dorothy and it looks like you need some help. It looks like you need a bit of girl power so don’t be 
alarmed. I’m here to help,” the young girl stated.

“Well you certainly did alarm me but I can’t say you’re a big surprise because I have had plenty already on 
this journey in finding the Glup Glup Cup,” Rugger sighed with relief.
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“Dorothy, I’m stuck here with that big waterfall to climb and to be completely honest I don’t think you’ll 
be able to help,” Rugger explained.

“I guess you don’t want to know about what happens to the waterfall at twelve noon then?” the girl replied.

Rugger had no idea what happened to the waterfall at twelve noon so he asked Dorothy to tell him.“At 
exactly twelve noon the waterfall runs backwards. The water goes uphill. All 

you need to do is jump into the water and you will soon get to the top… 
unless it is two minutes past twelve,” Dorothy explained.

“Why, what happens at two minutes past 12?” Rugger asked.

“The waterfall stops for lunch and you don’t want to know what’s on the 
menu!” Dorothy said.

“Hmmm,” thought Rugger. He and Dorothy held hands on the 
water’s edge and waited for it to turn to 12 o’clock and when it 

did they both jumped. 

As soon as Dorothy and Rugger jumped into the 
water they began to move up toward the waterfall. 

Up, up, up they went. 

Rugger held his breath and squeezed Dorothy’s hand tightly. He 
didn’t want to lose her in the rushing water but he wasn’t totally sure 

if she could be trusted.
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They flew up into the air and plonked down in a small bush. Dorothy giggled as Rugger lay gasping for 
breath – happy to be alive.

“I do so love doing that,” Dorothy laughed. “What a rush!” 

Rugger wasn’t as enthusiastic as Dorothy and looked around to see if he still had his knapsack – which he 
did!

“Thanks for your help Dorothy,” Rugger said. “I can now see the mountain and should be all right to 
continue my quest for the Glup Glup Cup.” 

“I think I can stay a while longer,” Dorothy announced. “I mean it looks like your Hooded Knight has 
become a Hidden Knight and abandoned you.”

“Yes that’s true,” Rugger replied. “But he did mention something about being tough and I guess you are 
pretty tough…I think.”

“I’ll keep the pretty bit and you can keep the tough bit,” Dorothy giggled.

The two of them got up and continued to walk toward the mountain. Dorothy chatted as they moved 
closer to the mountain. She told Rugger all about her school, family, pets, interests, chores and friends. She 
told him a lot of things and it took a lot of time! 

The two intrepid wanderers trudged carefully and slowly up the hills. Not only were they very steep but 
also very slippery – one slip and they were certain to fall all the way to the bottom. 

Dorothy continued to talk throughout the climb – she talked about her aunty, her goldfish, goldfish food 
and a lot of other things.
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≠As they paused to rest Rugger adjusted his shoes and saw a small pebble and on that pebble was a small but 
distinct symbol. He pulled out his notebook and copied it down. He didn’t know what these symbols meant 
but he had a feeling they were very important. They reached the top of the first hill but were disappointed 
to find lots more hills in front of them. 

“Cripes,” Rugger thought. “If Dorothy talks all the way to Minty Mountain I might have to go back and jump 
into the Smelly Swamp for good.”

“May the gorse be with you my little Ruggerbee…. and your new friend, the Hooded Knight said.

“Glad to see you back,” Rugger said. “Have you been busy or something?”

“Let’s just say I had a Test of my own, but I left you in capable hands.  Anyway…within my rhyme a riddle I 
will tell and when you figure out the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger 
so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. So that you come to no harm, 
you must drive with your arms,” the Knight announced again.

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

“Of course you drive with your arms,” Rugger said to Dorothy. “What a silly clue.”

But before Rugger could blink, he heard a rumbling sound. A sound that was like hundred logs rolling down 
a hill. Rugger looked over the brow of the hill and saw a hundred logs rolling down the hill.
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Rugger jumped over the first log and realised that his tired body was not going to get him over the rest of 
the tumbling logs.  Dorothy was nowhere to be seen and Rugger was sure his quest would end here under 
a tumbling log. He needed help and fast – what was he to do? 

The Hooded Knights message reappeared in his head. Rugger – drive 
with your arms and you will get over the 99 logs!

So Rugger jumped. He jumped like no other Ruggerbee 
had jumped before. He drove with his arms and up and 
over the logs he went. 5…6…7…. Let’s speed this up…. 
96, 97, 98 and 99! Rugger got over all the rolling 
logs and then crashed to the ground exhausted.

He was exhausted, but safe. Then something on 
top of the hill caught his eye but it had moved 
so quickly he wasn’t sure what it was. It didn’t 
look like Dorothy – so he rubbed his eyes 
and looked again. But there was nothing.

Up, up, up he went. Finally he reached the 
top – and as he did, he was sure he saw 
something move quickly along the edge of 
a hill. Again he rubbed his eyes and again 
he saw nothing.



“My eyes are playing tricks on me,” Rugger thought.

Everybody knows Ruggerbees love their sleep and Rugger decided he was well and truly overdue for a 
power-nap, which is no longer than twenty minutes.  After all the commotion he was very tired and very, 
very sleepy. He curled up into a little ball and nodded off.

Rugger awoke in a startled state.  He felt refreshed and was glad to be focused on his quest once more.

The Hooded Knight startled him again. “May the horse be with you my young Ruggerbee and your … 
um…. your um… where is your girlfriend Dorothy?”

Rugger continued walking and ignored the Hooded Knight’s reference to a new friend, and a girl at that.

“You must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will help you in the end,” said the 
Hooded Knight. Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure out the answer it will serve you 
well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup 
Glup Cup. No dummies without conviction and all it takes is a simple quick action.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

Rugger was full of energy after his power-nap, but as everybody knows, there is one thing that Ruggerbees 
love more than a good sleep, and that’s a good feed. Rugger was starving!

As luck would have it Rugger noticed a straw nest and in that straw nest was a big egg. 

Rugger was excited. Without hesitation he grabbed the egg and started looking for something to open it 
with.
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“Bwark! Bwark!” came an ear-ringing screech from above. 

“BWARK! BWARK!”

Flying down with tremendous speed was a big and angry Bwark Bwark Bird. 

“Oh,” Rugger thought.

“Bwark! Bwark!” the Bwark Bwark Bird said, as it swooped down, trying to peck our little hero.

Rugger remembered the stories his Granddad had told him about how birds will swoop down and attack 
when they are disturbed. They would try and peck trespassers’ eyes out, especially if the trespassers are 
planning to scramble one of its children to eat on their toast.

Rugger covered his eyes with one hand and ran wildly along the top of the hills with the Bwark Bwark Bird 
in hot pursuit – it was bwarking mad.

Up and over he went, the Bwark Bwark Bird swooping at his eyes as he went.

Then Rugger remembered the Knight’s rhyme. 

“No dummies without conviction and all it takes is a simple quick action.” Rugger ran toward 
a large Ballow Willow tree, with the Bwark Bwark Bird in closing in right above him, ready for another 
swoop for Rugger’s eyes.

Just as Rugger got to the tree, he pretended to pass with the egg toward it. He pretended to pass with 
plenty of conviction and used a quick action, as the riddle had sort of mentioned. The Bwark Bwark Bird 
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was in top gear and couldn’t deviate from where it thought the egg was going to and it crashed into the 
tree. That had to hurt.

Rugger kept running. He reached the edge of what appeared to be dense and prickly bush. He didn’t stop 
but instead dived in.

The Dense and Prickly Bush was very dense and very prickly.  Every time Rugger moved he was pricked, 
which was slightly annoying. 

He soon found a little clearing and sat down with his egg. He took 
off the top of the egg and noticed that on its side there was a 
strange symbol. 

Rugger copied the sign to his notebook and then ate the delicious 
Bwark Bwark Bird egg, which didn’t taste like an egg at all. 
“Mmmmm… chocolate-tasting Bwark Bwark egg,” Rugger 
mumbled between mouthfuls.

“It’s better with a bit of Camel Caramel Cooloo,” a strange 
voice popped up.

A startled Rugger looked around to see a little critter holding 
a big stick.

“What now?” Rugger exclaimed.
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“I said. It’s better with a bit of Camel Caramel Cooloo,” the creature repeated.

“Well I don’t know what Camel Caramel Cooloo is and even if I did, I certainly don’t have any with me at 
the moment,” replied Rugger.

“Don’t have any Camel Caramel Cooloo? Everybody carries a jar of Camel Caramel Cooloo. Who doesn’t 
carry any Camel Caramel Cooloo?” said the strange creature.

Rugger just shook his head. He didn’t need to explain himself and he certainly didn’t have time to talk to a 
little creature that walked around with a big stick talking about Camel Caramel Cooloo. Rugger stood up 
to leave and the little creature whacked him on his leg with the stick.

“Ouch, that hurt!” Rugger squealed. “What did you do that for?”

“That’s for not having Camel Caramel Cooloo with you,” scoffed the creature and he whacked Rugger 
again. “And that’s because I don’t like you.”

“Okay that’s enough,” said Rugger.  When he took a closer look at the strange creature he noticed that the 
stick that had been whacked with had some strange markings on it.

“You need to follow me if you are going to get out of the Dense and Prickly Bush. It’s not safe here – it’s 
all dense, prickly and… bushy!” laughed the small creature.

But before you could flick a switch the strange creature was off, with Rugger in hot pursuit.

“What’s your name?” Rugger gasped as he struggled to keep up with the fast-moving creature with the 
large whacking stick.
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“Name? Name? No name, me. Don’t need name, name no good, name name no!” spluttered the creature.

Around and around they went. Ducking and diving, twisting and turning. The Dense and Prickly Bush went 
on and on and on, until finally they came to a big clearing.

“Sit! You sit!” the creature demanded.

And as Rugger sat, the Hooded Knight appeared.

“May the prickles be with you my little Ruggerbee. I see you have met Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg,” the Knight 
announced.

“Good to see you again Master. You wish for me to see this non-Camel Caramel Cooloo-carrying critter 
through to the other side?” the creature asked.

“I do. Remember young Rugger, you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will 
help you in the end,” said the Hooded Knight. “Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure 
out the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve 
all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Diving will lessen the risks, as long as you remember 
to flick the wrists.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

“Master?” Rugger questioned the Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg. “You called him Master.”

“Name, name, no name, me. Don’t need name, name no good, name name no!” spluttered the creature 
again.
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As the light was about to fade, Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg suggested that they make camp before it got too 
late. Rugger was sent off to get some leaves so they had a soft bed to sleep on 
and Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg got the fire ready.

Then, out of the blue there came a whistling sound. A 
high-frequency, ear-splitting, deafening whistling sound. 
Rugger dropped his leaves and placed his hands over 
where his ears should be (yes yes, Ruggerbees don’t 
have ears, but that’s a different story).

Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg came running 
over and frantically told Rugger that 
it was the Squealer Squealer Scrub 
Tree. When the leaves of the Squealer 
Squealer Scrub Tree are picked the tree will 
squeal forever, unless it’s stopped. Rugger 
must have picked its leaves!

“How do we stop it?” yelled Rugger.

“I said – how do we stop it?” Rugger yelled over the deafening 
noise.

“You made it squeal. You stop it!” laughed 
Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg. 
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Rugger looked around for something, anything to stop the noise. He was in such a state he had forgotten 
the riddle the Hooded Knight had given him.

Rugger ran to the Squealer Squealer Scrub Tree and tried to stop the noise by grabbing one of its branches, 
but when he did he pulled off even more leaves and this only made the Squealer Squealer Scrub Tree squeal 
louder.

Rugger then collapsed to the ground with his hands on his head, trying to get the noise out of his brain so 
he could think. He tried stuffing leaves in his ears but this didn’t work so tried humming a tune to block 
out the noise, but it didn’t.

“Remember what Master said Rugger!” yelled Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg. “Diving will lessen the risks, as 
long as you remember to flick the wrists.”

Rugger thought for a moment, ran to an oval shaped rock, and dive passed the 
rock into the Squealer Squealer Scrub Tree’s mouth. And then it went quiet 
– very quiet!

“Whew, thank goodness for that Rugger,” sighed Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg. 
“It’s been a long day, so why don’t you get some sleep?”

And he did. Night came and went – as it does. And Rugger awoke to the 
smell of something beautiful – it was Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg cooking 
breakfast. Rugger went over and looked in the pot that the creature 
was cooking.

“That smells great!” Rugger exclaimed. “What is it?”
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“When the moon is high and the birds sing none, I go hunting for some Blah Blah tongue,” the creature sang.

Rugger looked sideways at the little creature. “What’s a Blah Blah?”

“It’s like a turtle but it goes blah blah blah all the time. That’s how it got its name, I guess,” Gwarfoony Gruff 
Grugg explained.

Rugger got a plate of the Blah Blah tongue and began to gnaw into the fine breakfast feast – he was very 
hungry.

As he was finishing his breakfast by licking his plate clean, which is a Ruggerbee tradition, Rugger noticed 
one of the Blah Blah turtle shells was lying on the ground so he picked it up. He turned it over and noticed 
a strange symbol.  He had a feeling it was important so he copied it into his notebook.

As they put out the breakfast fire the Hooded Knight appeared again.

“May the sauce be with you my little Ruggerbee,” said the Hooded rhyming Knight. “I see Gwarfoony Gruff 
Grugg helped you last night, but his time with you is over so you are again alone on your plight. Within my 
rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges 
ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Life’s a slippery 
slope when there is nothing to grab – so if you need stability, just act like a crab”.

And with that, the Hooded Knight, and Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg, were gone. 

Rugger was alone again and missed Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg but he was not one to ponder and dilly dally, 
so he continued on his way again.

Rugger soon came to the edge of the bush and on the other side there was a sight he thought he would 
never, ever see.
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“WOW,” Rugger said as peered upwards in disbelief.

There in front of him was the magnificent sight of Minty Mountain. There was no forest, meadow, swamp 
or bush in front of him – just the splendid sight of a splendid mountain.

Rugger checked his knapsack to see if he had all his items and started the steep climb up the mountain.

The first bit of the climb was easy but the further he climbed, the harder it got. 

Suddenly, the exhausted Ruggerbee felt his foot slip from under him. Down, down, down he went, over and 
over – Rugger slid all the way to the bottom – right back to where he had started. 

Rugger looked back up the mountain and buried his head in his hands as he realised he had just made a 
big mistake.

Then he heard the Hooded Knight’s message. ‘Life’s a slippery slope when there is nothing to grab– 
so if you need stability; you just act like a crab’. 

“Hmmm,” Rugger thought. “The rhyme made no sense.” 

Rugger thought for a moment longer. “I’ve got it,” said Rugger. “What if I climb this first bit like a crab? It 
would give me a strong base and will stabilise all my movements.”

Up, up, up Rugger went. Up the mountain in crab fashion. He flew up the slope and came to rest on a rock. 

“May the main course be with you my little Ruggerbee. I see climbing like a crab isn’t too bad,” said the 
Knight immediately as he appeared. 
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“It’s going fine,” Rugger puffed. “What I need to know is how long is it going to take me to climb this 
mountain?”

“Patience my young Ruggerbee, time is something you have a 
lot of,” said the Knight calmly. “Remember – the best form 
of defence is not sitting on the fence.”

“Isn’t that suppose to be – the best form of defence 
is attack?” Rugger asked the Hooded Knight.

“You are right, but defence doesn’t really rhyme 
with attack,” the Knight chuckled.

And with that, the Hooded Knight was 
gone, leaving the echo of his last 
thoughts.

“Defence and attack…defence and 
attack.”

“What defence do I need anyway?” 
thought Rugger. “There is no one 
for miles around here.”

It was about then – and probably not a moment before – when something caught the corner of Rugger’s 
eye. Something ran and hid behind a rock. It was the same sight he thought he had seen before in his travels. 
A flash and the image was gone. 
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?
Then he saw it again – clearer this time.  A cloaked figure jumped up and ran behind another rock. Could 
it possibly be the Hooded Knight playing tricks on him?

Rugger called out, “Who are you and what do you want? WANT WANT WANT!” There was a tremendous 
echo.

The figure moved again to yet another rock. Rugger decided to take the Hooded Knight’s advice so he ran 
towards the rock the figure was hiding behind.

The cloaked figure rose from the rock and threw a series of stones toward him. Rugger scurried back 
to safety and could now see that the cloaked figure was definitely not his Hooded Knight. He took a big 
breath and charged… but he didn’t know which rock the cloaked figure was hiding behind.

As he got closer he ran in a zigzagging motion because a moving target is 
much more difficult to hit. Then he saw one of the rocks had a symbol 
on it and without thinking (which Ruggerbees often do) he dived over 
that rock and tackled the cloaked figure to the ground.

Rugger and the cloaked figure struggled until 
Rugger got a look at the face of the stone thrower. 
It was very scary and it was very green.

“Who are you and what do you want?” Rugger yelled at the creature.

“I am a Mountain Man of Mooloo. Go home Ruggerbee and forget about the Glup 
Glup Cup. Go home or ... or,” the green figure stuttered.
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“Or what!” yelled Rugger.

“Or…or… I will tell on you,” came the reply.

The cloaked figure was extremely strong and wriggled his way out of Rugger’s clasp and was last seen 
skipping along the rocks running toward the top of Minty Mountain.

Rugger had heard stories about the Mountain Men of Mooloo from his Granddad. They were great rugby 
players who used to come down from the mountain and play a friendly game, once a year, against the 
Ruggerbees. Things had turned sour many years ago when the Glup Glup Cup was stolen and they hadn’t 
been back since. Most Ruggerbees believed the Mountain Men of Mooloo had taken it.

“May the Mooloo be with you my little Ruggerboo,” said the Hooded Knight suddenly.

“That’s the worst rhyme yet Hooded Knight,” said Rugger. “But tell me now; do the Mountain Men of 
Mooloo have the cup?”

“ Ahhh, you want to know who committed the crime. That question will be answered – in about six 
chapters’ time,” said the Hooded Knight. Rugger, you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because 
everything I say will help you in the end. Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer 
it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles 
you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Long distances have on one hand power and with the other hand 
direction, just ask the flower.

And with that, the Hooded Knight was – you guessed it – gone.
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χBut Rugger noticed that this time the Hooded Knight had dropped something. He picked it up and saw it 
was a gold coin and on that coin there was a symbol. When he turned it over there were some words on 
it. He rubbed his yellow fingers over to make it clearer and it said, ‘Only toss to start the game’.

“Another puzzle,” Rugger mumbled, as he put it in his pocket and he continued up the mountain.

The journey was slow and tiresome. He sat to rest and looked back at the 
beautiful landscape that seemed so far away and so long ago. He looked 
down at his feet and was fascinated that a flower could grow way up 

here on the side of a mountain. 

“Nice view from here, isn’t it dude?” came a new voice. 

A voice softly spoke.

Rugger looked miffed and looked around.

“Hey man, I have had the same view for five years 
now and I just don’t get sick of this peaceful pleasant 
panorama,” the voice added.

Rugger saw that the soft voice was coming from a small flower. “How 
cool,” said Rugger.  “A talking flower!”

“Well I don’t think a talking flower is particularly cool man, especially when 
one talking flower comes across a yellow, dreadlocked creature 
by the name of Rugger,” replied the flower.
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“How did you know my name?” Rugger asked.

“Duhhh… I do watch Small Blacks TV dude and besides that, everyone knows you are the Ruggerbee on 
his quest for the Glup Glup Cup,” said the flower.  

“I guess the reception is pretty good up here,” Rugger politely tried to make conversation.

KAPOW!

Suddenly they were interrupted by a cloud of white powder, then another and another.

Rugger tried to protect the flower by leaning over it and as he glanced up the mountain he saw the 
Mountain Man of Mooloo throwing what looked to be some type of exploding dust bombs.

“What is he doing?” Rugger cried out loud.

“It looks like he is throwing…… it’s a… it’s a…. flower bomb man…. quick Rugger – pick up some of these 
other flowers by the roots and chuck them toward this green groovy guy,” the  flower shouted. “When 
they land, their pollen puffs will set that green guy sneezing for weeks.”

Rugger ran over to the flowers and collected them all up. One, two, three, four and five!

“Throw them Rugger, throw!” screamed the flower. “They will enjoy themselves so just do it. Space them 
out dude!”

Rugger threw one of the flowers and it squealed with delight as it flew through the air. His throw was not 
a good one and it landed in a puff of pollen, well short of its target.



“Ya missed me ya yellow-bellied Ruggerbee,” laughed the green Mountain Man. “Is that all you got?”

Rugger threw another and another, but he could not get the distance or accuracy right.

“DISTANCE?” Rugger thought. “What had the Hooded Knight said about distance?” 

“Long distances have on one hand power and with the other hand direction, just ask the flower.”

“Throw like a spiral pass Ruggerman – use one hand for power and the other for direction, dude,” the 
flower yelled.

Rugger positioned his hands around the last remaining flower and threw it like a spiral pass in a rugby game. 
The flower flew through the air and exploded close to the Mountain Man of Mooloo.

“I have no more flowers to pass,” Rugger despaired as he looked at his empty hands. 

He knew there was only one thing to do!

“Throw me, throw me Ruggerman,” the flower commanded. “It’s cool dude, I want to help.”

Rugger carefully picked the flower up by the roots, placed his hands long ways with his fingers across the 
stem and threw the flower toward the attacking Mountain Man.

The flower screeched a loud, but very pleasant, ‘BOMBS AWAY - YAHOO’ and went spiralling toward the 
Mountain Man of Mooloo. It was a direct hit and landed squarely on top of him in a huge spray of powdery 
pollen.

The Mountain Man sneezed loudly and stood up from his hiding place.
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“You rotter, Rugger – I will… ACHOO… I 
will… ACHOO… I will get you for this… 

I will… ACHOO… I will… ACHOO… 
tell my mum on…. ACHOO… you!” the 
Mooloo Man sneezed.

And off he went scurrying over the rocks 
and into the distance.

Rugger rushed to where the flower had 
landed and there, sitting in a new part of 

the mountain, was his friend the flower. 

“Not a bad new pad Rugger, my man. 
May you go in peace cuz. Looking 

forward to the next few 
chapters. Flower power to you 
Ruggerman,” the flower said.

Rugger waved goodbye to his new 
friend and quickly moved up the 

mountain in hot pursuit of the sneezing 
Mountain Man.
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He soon came across a hole in the mountainside, from which he could hear sneezing in the distance. 
Rugger was unsure if he should go in but the determination that had seen him this far took over and in he 
went. In the darkness he rummaged through his knapsack and found his trusty torch. 

He could see a very dark cavern and some sort of windy path so he followed this. The sound of water 
dripping and the echo of his feet on the ground gave the cave an eerie feeling but he plodded on, torch in 
hand and determination aplenty.

 “May the Dark be with you my little Ruggerbee,” said the Knight as he popped up yet again. “Rugger, you 
must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will help you in the end. Within my rhyme 
a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you well.  You have many challenges ahead 
Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup Cup. Magic is like a card 
trick, you need a place for an accurate kick.”

“You mean I need to do a place kick somewhere along the line?” Rugger queried the Hooded Knight.

“Crikey Rugger, was that riddle a bit too easy?” the Knight sounded disappointed. “Off you go now on the 
trail of the big green sneezy guy.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

“ACHOO!”
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∞Rugger shone his light toward where the sound came from and the Mountain Man darted away in front of 
him.

“ACHOO!”

Again he was in Rugger’s light and again he darted away.

Finally Rugger had come to a dead end. He stood and moved his torch around to see why he had lost the 
Mountain Man because he seemed to have vanished into thin air. 

At first all that Rugger could see were old Footy Fruits, lying on the ground. 
Then he saw another symbol on the wall of the cave! He copied the 
symbol into his notebook and he looked to see if there was a 
secret door or something, but he couldn’t see anything.

Suddenly the cave begun to shake. It felt like an earthquake. 
Rugger had to steady himself as the cave shook harder and 
harder. Run Rugger run! Rugger couldn’t run because the ground 
was shaking too much. Then it stopped.

Coming into the cave was a bad idea and he would have to go back in order to 
go forward. Then he saw a wooden lever sticking out of a couple of rocks in the 
distance. It was certainly too high and too far away for him to pull so he looked for 
something to throw at it. He grabbed one of the old Footy Fruit and threw one of 
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his special spiral passes at the lever but it fell too short. He then decided to use the place kick the Hooded 
Knight had mentioned as this was usually an accurate way of getting the ball a long way.

Rugger leaned the Footy Fruit forward and then did his usual standard run up. He focused on the point of 
impact and where he was going to place his non-kicking foot. The Footy Fruit flew through the air, turning 
over and over, then hit the lever.

Suddenly there was a rumbling sound and as Rugger turned he noticed the sign on the cave wall was gone 
and there was an exit for him to run through.

Now the problem here isn’t the running, but when one runs in the dark, with only a torch for light, there 
is a very good chance you might run into something… and that is what Rugger did. Rugger ran into a cave 
wall and fell onto the cave floor.

Spinning, turning, flying and bouncing his way down, down, down, the Ruggerbee fell. The sides of the tunnel 
he appeared to have fallen in were moving really fast. Flashes of colour, red, blue, green, and then black. Then 
there was more black and no sounds, until suddenly it all stopped.

Rugger found another dark tunnel, but this one was different – it had a light at the end of it.  As our little 
yellow hero walked into the light he was greeted with a huge roar from a crowd. He was at an All Black 
Test match and he was in an All Blacks team!

He was an All Black and now he had to do the haka in front of a full stadium.  As the crowd grew silent and 
the All Blacks lined up Rugger prepared to do the haka of his life.



ä ka mate! Ka mate! Ka ora! Ka ora!

Ka mate! Ka mate! Ka ora! Ka ora!

Tënei te tangata pühuruhuru

Nana i tiki mai

Whakawhiti te rä

ä hupane! ä kaupane!

ä hupane kaupane whiti te ra!

Hi!

Rugger felt dizzy as the crowd roared and then he heard a familiar voice,  “May the dreams be with you 
my little Ruggerbee.”

“Hooded Knight you’ll never believe it,” yelled Rugger. “I was an All Black performing the haka and…”

“Stop right there my little Ruggerbee, because it’s a good thing for you that dreams are free,” chuckled the 
Hooded Knight.

“Oh no,” said Rugger. “I knew it was too good to be true.”

The Knight continued, “Rugger, you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will 
help you in the end.  Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you 
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√
well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the 
Glup Glup Cup. To dispossess and make a Mooloo Man frown, go up and under and then rip down.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

Rugger woke up to the reality that he was not an All Black - but it was a great dream. Rugger stood, 
brushed himself off and turned on his torch. Immediately he spotted the Mountain Man of Mooloo curled 
up, sleeping on the floor just next to where Rugger had been. He moved a little closer and noticed that the 
creature was holding firmly onto a small bag that had a small sign on it. He again jotted it in his notebook.

Rugger then leant over and tried to tug the bag from the Mountain Man’s grasp but he stirred a little, so 
Rugger stepped back. The second, bigger tug at the bag was too big and suddenly the Mountain Man opened 
his eyes.
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The two wrestled and tugged at the bag to stop the other from taking it.

“ACHOO – oh no you don’t Rugger,” yelled the awakened Mooloo Man. 

“Give it to me you big bad guy,” Rugger shouted back.

“There is no way I am letting you have this Magic Jumping Bean Bag… ACHOO,” bellowed the Mooloo 
Man.

“So that’s what’s in it,” Rugger said, pretending to know what a Magic Jumping Bean was.

“I mean… ACHOO…there’s nothing in this empty bag,” the Mooloo Man said trying to change his sentence. 

Rugger remembered the Hooded Knight’s riddle and had worked out that dispossessing means to take 
something away from somebody. He brought his arms under and up between the body and arms of the 
Mountain Man, gripped the bag from the top and ripped down using his body weight.

The bag came free from the grip of the much bigger and very surprised Mountain Man. Rugger then 
grabbed his torch and ran. 

Rugger ran through the darkness toward a ray of light in the distance and found himself drenched in 
daylight. He then realised that he was trapped at the bottom of a pit and there was no way to get to the 
top as it was too steep to climb.

“ACHOO…ACHOO!”
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Rugger could hear the Mountain Man of Mooloo close behind him. He rummaged into the bag he fought so 
bravely for and found some beans in it. He threw them to the ground hoping that the magic jumping beans 
would grow into a stalk so he could climb out of the pit. He remembered a story once told to him about 
a boy who threw some beans onto the ground and a big beanstalk 
grew and the boy was able to climb up the stalk… but nothing 
happened!

“ACHOO… ACHOO!”

The sneezes were getting closer and Rugger was still trapped 
at the bottom of the pit.

He popped a bean into his mouth and swallowed. 
Not only did it seem to be the right thing to do 
at the time, but he was quite hungry and hadn’t eaten 
anything since Gwarfoony Gruff Grugg’s Blah Blah tongue.

As he had just swallowed a jumping bean there was only one 
thing left to do. Rugger jumped.

Suddenly he was soaring up and up. The sides of the pit whizzed 
past him as the jump had turned into a 
magnificent magic leap. He flew right 
up out of the pit and landed safely 
on the ground above.
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Rugger gazed around his landing pad. The summit of Minty Mountain looked very close now and this gave 
him an energy boost. One might say he was ‘full of beans’.

He continued climbing and things were going splendidly until he reached the bottom of a very steep rock 
face with another symbol appearing on it. Rugger noted it in his notebook, alongside the others.The rock 
face seemed to reach into the clouds and Rugger knew that he was close to his destiny. Just then, you 
guessed it – the Hooded Knight appeared again.

“May the beans be with you my little Ruggerbee,” the Hooded Knight greeted.

“Hmmm,” Rugger said. “Have you got any rope with you?” 

“Sorry there’s no room in this cloak for any rope. You must climb this rock face alone my friend,” said the 
Hooded Knight. “Rugger, you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will help you 
in the end.  Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you well.  You 
have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup Glup 
Cup. To evade all things thrown at you, dance go dance is the best and only clue.

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone.

Rugger reached up on the rock face and tried to get a grip. It was going to be a difficult challenge because 
although he had a grip, the rock face was completely vertical and very, very high.

Slowly but surely the little Ruggerbee edged his way up the rock face. One foot, one hand, one foot, one 
hand, up, up, up he went. He didn’t look down because, as everybody knows, Ruggerbees have a tendency 
to get the wobbly gobblies when they climb high things.



54

Π

The higher Rugger got the colder and windier it got, but onwards our brave little yellow 
hero climbed. 

Suddenly, Rugger thought he heard something coming from above. He stopped to 
listen but heard nothing – it must have been his imagination or the wind. 

Even though Rugger was tired and his hands hurt he continued to climb. “Curse 
these three-fingered Ruggerbee hands,” he said to himself.

Again he thought he heard the voices but this time he wasn’t going to stop, 
he kept on climbing. As he made one last grasp for the top he looked up and 
there, leaning over the cliff top, were three huge Mountain Men of Mooloo. 

“Oh blip!” Rugger thought. “That’s a bit of bad luck.”

“Welcome to the top of Minty Mountain young Ruggerbee! We have been 
expecting you,” said a patronizing Mountain Man.

Rugger looked down and to the side. There was nowhere to go. A large 
Mountain Man reached down to help the little Ruggerbee up and offered his 
hand for Rugger to grab.

Rugger had no option and reached out to grab the Mountain Man’s hand and 
as he did he saw a sign on the Mountain Man’s hand. 

The large creature quickly lifted Rugger up and he found himself lying between 
three pairs of Mountain Men of Mooloo legs.



55

“I think you have something of ours,” one of the scruffy Mountain Men spoke.

“Funny,” said Rugger. “I was going to say exactly the same thing – it’s called the 
Glup Glup Cup!”

“The bag of jumping beans Ruggerbee,” spoke another man. “We want the bag 
of beans.”

“Okay,” said Rugger.  “Tell you what I’ll do.  I’ll give you the bean bag if you give 
me the Glup Glup Cup.”

“How about we just tickle you and add a little wedgy till you give in?” said the 
third Mountain Man.

The thought of a tickle-up-wedgy combo did not appeal to Rugger so he 
handed the bean bag over. The three Mountain Men then huddled together 

for a grumble-mumble until one of them put a sack over Rugger’s head and 
began to cart him away.

After a short walk the sack was removed and Rugger found he was in a 
small wooden cage with the three Mountain Men staring at him.

 “You will stay here until we decide what to do with you.  You can forget 
about the Glup Glup Cup… It is safe and you will never find it,” growled one 

of the Mountain Men who appeared to be the leader.
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The Mountain Men of Mooloo walked away laughing and all Rugger could do was bury his head into his 
arms and think that his adventure was finally over. However, all was not lost!“May the cage be with you my 
little Ruggerbee. Looks like you are in a pickle, maybe you should have gone with the tickle!” the Hooded 
Knight laughed.

“I’m not in the mood Hooded Knight,” Rugger moaned. “Have you come to get me out of this cage?”

“Rugger, look inside yourself and draw on your strength and skill.  You might be surprised at the might of 
your own will.   I have taught you all I can for your quest. I must leave you now because I have my own Test,” 
said the Hooded Knight. “Rugger, you must listen to me my tiny yellow friend because everything I say will 
help you in the end. Within my rhyme a riddle I will tell and when you figure the answer it will serve you 
well.  You have many challenges ahead Rugger so good luck.  If you solve all my riddles you will find the Glup 
Glup Cup. To evade all things thrown at you, dance go dance is the best and only clue.”

And with that, the Hooded Knight was gone – forever!

Rugger realised he was now on his own! It was up to him alone! He had to finish the quest, but first he 
had to get out of the cage!

Rugger thought about the Hooded Knight’s final riddle, so he started to dance in the cage. 

When one of the Mountain Men saw Rugger dancing he moved closer for a closer look. Mountain Men 
never dance for fun, so he thought Rugger had lost his mind and unlocked the cage to see what was wrong.

“Come with me Ruggerbee, the others may know what to do,” said one of the Mooloo Men.
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Now that Rugger was out of the cage, he had to think quickly about his escape. He remembered the 
Hooded Knight’s final words – ‘To evade all things thrown at you, dance go dance is the best and only clue’.

“He’s gone mad! Lost his marbles. What do we do?” the Mooloo Man shouted to his friends.

Rugger danced harder and thought about all the school dances he should have danced at but was too shy.

As he was doing some of his ‘special’ moves, the Mountain Men were freaking out. They began to throw 
old vegetables at him to calm him down – that is the Mountain Man tradition. Rugger had to dance to the 
left and then to the right to avoid being hit by a cabbage or tomato.

Then it clicked. He had to dance go dance, just like his rugby coach had said – to keep his feet moving 
when evading opponents and moving into a tackle. He started to run around, moving his feet all the time 
to avoid the vegetables.

“Hey get back here! Keep still!” all three shouted. “Get back in your cage!”

Rugger continued to dance as the Mooloo Men dived, lunged and tried to grab him. Still he kept moving 
and he kept on grooving.

One by one the Mooloo Men grew tired and collapsed, utterly exhausted. It was about then that Rugger 
noticed a solid door in the front of a rock face. Rugger rushed up to the door as the tired and exhausted 
Mooloo Men started to pick themselves off the ground.

When he got to the door he saw a whole lot of dashes or marks on it but no door handle or knob. The 
marks looked kind of familiar and he realized that all the symbols he had been collecting in his notebook 
were very similar.
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Time was running out so he began to solve the puzzle before the Mooloo Men could reach him.

And that is what you have to do. Can you solve the problem?

_ _ _ _ _ _     _ _ _ _     _ _ _     _ _ _ _
On the door of the cave the dashes needed to be replaced with symbols he had collected throughout his 
journey.

He wrote down the symbols in the order he had collected them and then 
referred to the Symbols and Signs chart he always carried with him 
- for occasions just like this. 

The Mountain Men of Mooloo were moving in on the young 
Ruggerbee.

“Come on, come on,” Rugger mumbled. ‘What does it say, 
what does it say?”

As Rugger moved the symbols around to fit the dashes 
it wasn’t long until he found the answer. “Please open 
the door!” Rugger yelled.

The door of the cave slid open and Rugger dashed 
inside. The cave door shut tightly behind him with a 
loud thud!
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Rugger heard the Mooloo Men outside banging on the door and breathed a sigh of relief that he had 
worked out the answer in the nick of time.

“Open the door, open the door!” screamed the Mooloo Men.

“Phew,” Rugger sighed. “Not only are these Mountain Men stupid, they also have no manners – what 
happened to please?”

Rugger was once again in a very dark cave. It was so dark that he could only see his 
hand if it was placed right next to his face. He realised that he had dropped 
his torch in the last cave.

All of a sudden a small but bright light could be seen at the end of one 
tunnel. It was very small but it gave enough light for Rugger to move toward 
it. He carefully made his way down the tunnel, keeping his hands out to his 
side as he felt the wet and slimy sides of the cave walls.

Before too long he was standing at the bottom of a tall rock formation and at 
the top was a gleaming and shining cup. Was this what he was after? Was this the 
trophy that had been lost for all these years?

“Hmmm, how am I going to get up to the Cup?” Rugger thought.  Then he 
remembered he had taken an extra jumping bean out of the bean bag before he 
had handed it back to the Mountain Men so he found it in his knapsack and 
chomped it down. 



The bean worked fast. He pushed with his legs and flew up to where the Cup was sitting and sat right next 
to it. The Cup was an extraordinary piece of Cupmanship but he didn’t have time to admire it because the 
Mooloo Men obviously remembered their manners and had worked out that they had to say ‘please’. He 
could hear them running down the tunnel.

Rugger quickly put the cup in his knapsack and looked around for his escape. The Mooloo Men arrived too 
late, only to see the Ruggerbee bounding down the rock formation.

“There he is and he has the Glup Glup Cup,” shouted one of the Mooloo Men.

“Let’s get him,” cried another. “I’m going to feed him to the Wild Wogglewoggles.”

“Yeah, it’s nearly Wild Wogglewoggle lunchtime,” laughed the third.

Rugger jumped over the first Mountain man, sidestepped the second and dummied to the third and raced 
toward the cave’s door. As he approached the door he started to yell, “Please open the door, please open 
the door.”

The door opened just as Rugger reached it. He ran outside and the door slammed shut again.  As he turned 
he could hear the three Mountain men on the other side.

“Open the door.”

“Open the door now!”

“Open the door… um… what comes next? Yaaaaarrrggghhhh!!!”

62



63



64

Rugger took a big breath and began to make his way down Minty Mountain. He ran his little heart out, 
down, down, down Minty Mountain he went.

Running down the mountain was a lot easier than climbing up it, he flew down the steep slopes until he 
reached a gentler slope where he could rest and see if he had finally escaped the Mountain Men of Mooloo.

He looked up to the mountain peak and saw no green creatures lurking so he got out a drink bottle to 
take a sip of water. He knew he had to keep up his hydration for the long journey back down the mountain.

Suddenly a huge rock thudded nearby where Rugger was resting, then another and another. He looked 
up and there up the mountain were the Mountain Men of Mooloo throwing down huge rocks that could 
squash Rugger at any convenient opportunity.

Bang! Thump! Bang!

Rugger could hear the vile creatures screaming obscenities, which are not to be repeated in this book.

The rocks were getting closer and Rugger knew he had to make a run for it. He remembered all the skills 
he had learnt on his journey and these would come handy in evading the rocks the Mountain Men of 
Mooloo were throwing at him. 

He weaved and swerved to avoid the rocks and then made a dash for the cave which he had entered before.

He rushed through the cave and zigzagged through the Dense and Prickly Bush; ran past the gushing 
waterfall; ran along-side the slow moving river; up and over the rolling hills; through the green meadow; 
jumped and hopped through the Muddy Swamp; leapt over the Land of Rocks; back through the Dark and 
Murky Forest; and finally down to the road close to where he had started his journey.
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Finally Rugger was home and with the Glup Glup Cup, which made him extremely happy. He took out the 
cup from his knapsack, gave it a polish with his elbow and turned to head for home.

However a noise behind him caused him to turn. What he saw next made his eyes widen. It was a dreaded 
Wild Wogglewoggle and it was coming at him at full speed . Suddenly, Rugger was off – running as fast as 
he could!

As the Wild Wogglewoggle chased him, its tongue flapped from 
side to side, spraying drool and spit all around. This dog-like, 
filthy creature sure could move fast for something 
with such little legs and it was gaining ground on 
the little Ruggerbee.

Rugger tried all his moves but he couldn’t 
shake off the slobbering Wild Wogglewoggle. 
If he could make the clearing ahead he knew he 
would be safe. There was a beach on the other side and he 
knew Wild Wogglewoggles didn’t like water.

Bounce bounce bounce! 

Rugger could hear the Wild Wogglewoggle right behind him. 
He burst through the last line of trees, and kept on running, 
weaving, side-stepping along the sandy beach. 
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The chasing Wild Wogglewoggle took one glance at the ocean and groaned in frustration.  If  Wild 
Wogglewoggles liked water, then he would have been okay, but they didn’t so he wasn’t. He would have to 
wait another day for his Ruggerbee feast.

Rugger realised he was finally safe. He was sick of being chased and this adventure was becoming tiresome 
after nineteen long days.  

Rugger quietly walked along the beach and soon turned the bend for home – and his own little warm bed. 
A noise from the bushes that lined the beach tore him from his thoughts of home. He turned, worried it 
was the Wild Wogglewoggle again. It wasn’t the Wild Wogglewoggle. It was the Mountain Men of Mooloo 
coming out of the bushes that lined the beach! They fumbled and stumbled – not only are the Mountain 
Men of Mooloo ugly, stupid and impolite but they are clumsy – and they were hot on Rugger’s little yellow 
heels.

Rugger was close to home and safety but he had decided enough was enough.  He was going to finish this 
once and for all. He gently placed his knapsack down, along with the Glup Glup Cup. He dusted himself off 
and started to dance in preparation to tackle.

“Bring it on – the bigger they are the harder they fall!” Rugger whispered to himself.

 “Let’s all bring it on!” came a voice behind him.

Rugger was startled, and turned to see his dad and Granddad standing with him. Now he was sure the Cup 
would stay where it belonged.

“Dad,” said a choked up Rugger. “I have brought the Cup home, I can finish what I began.”
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“Some things, my son, you need to do with your friends or family. This is one of them,” said Rugger’s dad. 

“And it should be fun,” said a very old, but still supremely fit Granddad.

The three Mountain Men of Mooloo kept coming and looked more fierce than ever. But the three 
Ruggerbees stood fast.

They all began to dance on their feet – keeping in a straight line, they started to move 
toward the Mountain Men. Slowly 
but surely they moved forward 
together in one line.

The Mountain Men continued to 
come and then…
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KAPOW! “Ouch!” Granddad tackled his man.

SHAZAAM! “Ooh!” Rugger’s Dad crunched another Mountain Man.

BOOF! “Ahh” Rugger knocked his man down into the sand.

Despite the three Mountain Men being big and mean looking, they were no match for three determined 
Ruggerbees and after being tackled once, they were keen to avoid it in the near future. They scrambled to 
their feet and fled.  Some say they didn’t stop running until they were at the top of Minty Mountain.

“Okay, we’ll call it a draw,” one yelled as he ran. 

“You can borrow the Cup!” said another.

“We’ll play for it next year,” said the third.

“Whizzer!” Rugger yelled back as this was the only appropriate thing he could think of saying.

“Rugger, you have done a great thing here by bringing back the Glup Glup Cup. We are all very proud of 
you,” Granddad said.

“Let’s have a look then,” added Rugger’s dad.

The three Ruggerbees looked at the Cup and walked toward home laughing and listening to all of Rugger’s 
tales about his great adventure.  Rugger was home, he was with his family and he had brought the Glup 
Glup Cup home.
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RUGGER TALES
A GLUP GLUP CUP ADVENTURE
It all started on a very tiny island, on a very tiny road, where Rugger waved goodbye 
to his Granddad and set out alone towards Ruggerland’s Minty Mountain.

You see, Rugger’s Granddad had just told a very long and mildy 
interesting story about how, many moons before, the nasty old 
Mountain Men of Mooloo had stolen the Glup Glup Cup.

So Rugger had decided to turn this mildly interesting story into his 
own great adventure. He was off to bring back the Island’s last, but 
not forgotten, treasure – the legendary Glup Glup Cup.

Follow Rugger on this great adventure 
by reading the book, adapted for Small 
Blacks TV, where he comes across many 
strange characters, setting and puzzles.

When you have finished reading, sit back 
and relax as Rugger Tales is retold as it 
originally appeared on Small Blacks TV.


