Chapter Seven
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liked best was t0 hunt a
dinosaur — any on€ of the many kinds of
s that roamed the plain — and
or as much of it as he

s favourite prey was

What he

grass-eater
kil it, and eat it,
could stomach. Hack’
baby dinosaur, not because it

slow to escape him — they were all too
ever their age — but because a

was too

slow, what
baby made such a lovely meal: so tender

50 tasty, SO mouth-watering.
On one particular morning he was
 upright across the plain, scanning




the end of long necks to see if he was
ing:

e Ripper was hungry, but not

y hungry. He decided he would

_ it was a hot day — before

his hunting,

pened that Titanic and

were standing at the edge of v

the very spot indeed to which




ut grazing on the pléin -

They had been O
their huge stomachs

since first light and
were packed full of grass. Now, when

ey saw T. rex approaching, they
splashed as hastily as they could out into

eep water and submerged. Only their

ostrils showed.
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Some minutes passed, and then, slowly,
Titanic put his head up and then so did

a. »
ight, Gargy,’ said Titanic. ‘The
g, and they watched as Hack
back to the grasslands.
ing!’ said Gargantua. ‘I
wretched animal will die
its disgusting appetite?’
likes baby dinosaurs best,

2at apatosauruses stretched




