
[image: Billy, a plump brown, cream and dusty-blue kookaburra, sits on a gum tree branch with his head thrown back in a joyful laugh, with a rainbow arching across the sky behind him.]

Silly Billy Kookaburra
Text and illustrations copyright © 2026 Rachel Zinman. All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is Book Four of The Goonengerry Tales, also available as an omnibus edition and as individual volumes: Homer and the Rain God, Spike and the Basil Bush, and Grandfather Owleye.
The story itself is entirely the author's own, first written and told aloud to her son Jacob and his friends when he was young. The illustrations were created with the assistance of AI image-generation tools, directed and curated by the author to match her own story descriptions.
First published 2026.



For Jacob, who inspired this tale and so much more in those early days in Goonengerry, and to all the creatures we came across in the gardens, creeks, dams and rainforest.



[image: A plump, handsome kookaburra named Billy with soft brown, cream and dusty-blue feathers perched on a thick gum tree branch, head thrown back mid laugh, beak wide open, morning stars fading beside a rising golden sun, richly detailed eucalyptus leaves and bark, dew glistening, Byron Bay hinterland botanical illustration style.]There was once a Kookaburra who lived in a Gum tree. His name was Billy and he was always laughing! He laughed when the stars winked at the rising sun. He laughed when the wind whispered secrets to the Gum leaves. Best of all, he laughed when all was well at a little green place called Goonengerry.



[image: Billy the kookaburra mid-flight between gum trees, wings spread, beak open chattering happily; a little cluster of tiny blue splendid fairy-wrens on one branch, bright finches on another, and black-and-white magpies on a third, all listening or gossiping, richly detailed eucalyptus forest canopy, dappled sunlight.]Billy was a very happy Kookaburra. All day he flew from Gum tree to Gum tree, chattering and giggling with all the other birds that lived in the forest. He told the splendid Wrens tall tales about the Finches. He told the Finches tall tales about the Magpies, and he told the Magpies tall tales about the Kookaburras.



[image: A lively gum tree full of small birds -- wrens, finches, magpies -- all chittering and turning their heads toward each other in confusion and amusement, Billy the kookaburra in the centre with his beak wide open in a silent laugh at the rising sun, a look of shock on his face, fine detailed feathers and gum leaves.]All the birds got so confused that you could hear them chittering and chirping to each other all day about that Silly Billy Kookaburra who was a very funny fellow. Life went on quite noisily like this for some time. Then one morning Billy opened his beak to laugh at the rising sun and no sound came out.



[image: Close-up of Billy the kookaburra on his branch at dawn, beak open in a strained groan instead of a laugh, puzzled and worried expression, wisps of dark mist still clinging low among the gum trees and ferns below, soft early light breaking through.]He tried to laugh again, but all that came out was a moaning groan. It seemed his laugh had run away in the dark and misty night.



[image: A sequence-style illustration: Billy the kookaburra searching busily, peeking into a sprawling pumpkin patch with big orange pumpkins, then hovering over a fragrant herb garden with basil and rosemary, then skimming low over the glinting dam, and finally landing briefly near Grandfather Owleye's tall weathered post in the background, richly detailed Byron Bay garden botanical style, warm daylight.]Billy looked everywhere for his laugh. He flew from Gum tree to Gum tree. He looked in the Pumpkin patch. He looked in the Herb garden. He looked in the dam. He even checked the very tall post where Grandfather Owleye lived. But his laugh had completely vanished and nobody in the whole of Goonengerry knew where it was. This was a very odd occurrence.
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