Dinosaurs

Gervase Phin

Harold, the senior school inspector, had joined a class of seven-year-olds. In a corner of the classroom there had been a grubby but bright-eyed little boy splashing paint onto a large piece of sugar paper.

‘Hullo, what are you doing?’ Harold had asked.

‘Paintin’!’ had come the blunt reply.

‘It looks very good.’

‘We dunt paint much,’ the child had said. ‘Only we are today. We’ve got an important visitor coming.’ There had been no thought in the boy’s mind that the important visitor might be the gentle giant sitting next to him.

‘And what are you painting?’ Harold had asked.

‘It’s a jungle,’ had come the reply. ‘Prehistoric.’


‘What’s that creature?’

‘Brontosaurus.’

‘And that?’

‘Triceratops. They ‘ad three ‘orns on their ‘eads, tha’ knows. Did tha’ know that?’

‘Yes.’

‘This one’s a pterodactyl and over ‘ere’s a pteranadon. A lot of people don’t know t’differeuce, tha’ knows. Do you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Well, a lot of people don’t.’

What’s this one?’ Harold had asked pointing to a round, fat, smiling creature.

‘Stegosaurus. They had three brains, tha’ knows.’

‘Really?’

‘One in their ‘ead, one in their tail and one in their bum. It din’t do ‘em any good though.’ The boy had pointed to a vicious looking monster with spikes along its back and great sharp teeth like tank traps. ‘He ate ‘em all — tyrannosaurus rex. He were reyt nasty, he was.’

‘You know a lot about these creatures,’ Harold had said.

‘I know.’ The little boy had put down his brush. ‘I luv ‘em. They’re great. I draw ‘em all t’time.’


‘And are there any around today?’


‘Course not! They’re all dead. They’re hextinct.’ 


‘What does that mean?’ -

‘Dead. Wiped aaht.’

‘And why do you think that is?’ the Inspector had asked. The little boy had thought for a moment. ‘Well, mister,’ he has said, ‘that’s one of life’s gret mysteries, in’t it?
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