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On a bright sunny morning, a boy named Leo skipped along a
bush track near his home. He wore his favourite mustard-
yellow t-shirt and green shorts, and his red sneakers kicked up
little puffs of dust. His canvas satchel bounced on his hip,
carrying a sketchbook and pencils. Leo loved exploring and
drawing everything he found. Today, he hoped to spot
something new.



Suddenly, Leo heard a soft scratching sound. He stopped and
peered through the bushes. There, near a sandy mound, was a
stocky grey-brown animal with a broad blunt snout and strong
claws. It was a wombat! Leo crouched low and watched
quietly. The wombat snuffled the ground, then waddled toward
a dark hole. Leo whispered, "Where are you going?"'
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The wombat disappeared into the hole. Leo waited patiently.
Soon, the wombat poked its head out, its small dark eyes
blinking. Leo noticed the burrow had several entrances. 'Why
do you live underground?' Leo wondered aloud. He pulled out
his sketchbook and drew the wombat's funny, waddling walk.
He couldn't wait to tell his mother about his discovery.

3




Leo ran home to find his mother in the garden. She wore her
wide-brimmed sun hat and carried a canvas tote bag full of
vegetables. 'Mum, I saw a wombat!' Leo exclaimed. His mother
smiled kindly. 'How wonderful! Wombats are shy creatures.
They live in burrows.' Leo asked, 'Why underground?' His
mother said, 'Let's find out together.'
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They walked back to the burrow, and Leo's mother explained,
'‘Burrows give wombats shelter from the hot sun.' She pointed
to the shady hole. 'In summer, the underground stays cool.'
Leo nodded and sketched the sun beating down on the earth.
He drew the wombat inside its cool burrow. 'So it's like a
natural air conditioner!' he said.

5




That evening, Leo and his mother sat on the porch. 'What
about cold nights?' Leo asked. His mother pulled her cardigan
close. 'Burrows stay warm in winter,' she said. 'The earth
insulates them.' Leo imagined the wombat snug underground
while frost covered the ground. He added a winter scene to his
sketchbook, with the wombat curled up warmly in its tunnel.
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The next day, Leo returned to the burrow. He watched the
wombat emerge and forage for grass. Suddenly, a dog barked
in the distance. The wombat froze, then dashed into its burrow.
Leo understood. 'The burrow keeps you safe from danger, too,’
he whispered. He drew the wombat hiding underground, safe
from the barking dog.



Leo wanted to learn more. He visited the library with his
mother. They found books about wombats. "Wombats dig
winding tunnels with their strong claws,' his mother read. 'The
tunnels can be many metres long.' Leo's eyes widened. He
sketched the winding tunnels, adding arrows to show the
paths. 'It's like a secret underground maze!' he said.
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Back at the burrow, Leo sat quietly and observed. He saw the
wombat use its powerful claws to dig, kicking soil behind it.
The burrow had a main entrance and smaller side holes. Leo
counted three entrances. He drew them all, labelling each one.
"You're a busy digger,' he said softly. The wombat paused and
looked at him with gentle, shy eyes.
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For his wildlife project, Leo decided to focus on wombat
burrows. He wrote facts on a big poster: 'Burrows provide
shelter from heat, cold, and danger.' He drew a cross-section
of the burrow, showing the wombat inside. He added colourful
arrows and labels. His mother helped him cut out letters. 'This
is going to be great,' she said.
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At school, Leo stood proudly by his project. His gap-toothed
grin showed as he explained, 'Wombats dig burrows to stay
safe.' His classmates gathered around. 'The tunnels wind
around and have many exits,' he said, pointing. 'That helps
them escape from danger.' His teacher nodded. 'Excellent
work, Leo!' she said. Leo felt happy that others were learning
too.
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Leo's mother came to see the project. She wore her teal blouse
and beige trousers, and her sun hat hung on her back. She
beamed with pride. 'You've shown how underground habitats
matter,' she said. Leo hugged her. 'Thanks for helping me,
Mum.' The wombat might be hidden, but Leo's project made
its home visible to everyone.




The class voted Leo's project the most cheerful. He received a
small certificate. But Leo didn't need a prize. He was just glad
people understood that even hidden homes are important. He
added a drawing of the wombat peeking out of its burrow, with
a speech bubble saying, 'Thank you!' The wombat looked
happy and safe.

3]



After school, Leo returned to the burrow one last time. The
wombat was nibbling grass. Leo sat quietly and sketched it. He
felt a warm glow inside. "You're lucky to have such a good
home,' he whispered. The wombat looked up, then waddled
back to its burrow. Leo knew he would never forget this shy,
industrious creature.




That night, Leo lay in bed, thinking about the wombat. He
realised that underground habitats are like secret worlds.
They keep wildlife safe and comfortable. He decided to learn
more about other animals that live underground. His
sketchbook was full of ideas. He smiled, ready for his next
adventure.




Leo fell asleep with his sketchbook on his pillow. He dreamed
of winding tunnels and shy wombats. In the morning, he would
tell his friends about the importance of burrows. After all,
hidden homes are important, and every creature deserves a
safe place to live.




