
SNORTS, SPOTS & THUNDER


  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SNORTS, SPORTS AND THUNDER

    

    
      First edition. June 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Izelle McHugh.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235399075

    

    
    
      Written by Izelle McHugh.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Izelle McHugh

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Meerkat Mayhem

          
        
          
	          Naomi and the Magic Pillow

          
        
          
	          Princess Amelia and the secret gardens

          
        
          
	          Adventures of Tau

          
        
          
	          Snorts, sports and Thunder

          
        
          
	          Zak& Dino

          
        
          
	          A Sundays River Story

          
        
          
	          The Quiet Girl

          
        
          
	          Rambo and Maya

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Figo, Ari and Ruz

          
        
          
	          The Fairy Tale Gardens

          
        
          
	          The Okovango Trio

          
        
          
	          The Furry-Inn

          
        
          
	          Mona and May

          
        
          
	          Luther, The Detective Crow

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Mira, Guy and Shiloh

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Izelle McHugh

Dedication

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

About the Author

About the Publisher
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The Lion and the Flashy Offence
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He wasn't roaring. He was speaking.

The lion lay sprawled across a sunlit patch of earth, his mane catching the morning light like golden flames. Each strand curled just so — windswept, regal, styled by the veld itself. The silence was sacred, broken only by the hum of cicadas and the distant snort of a wildebeest.

Zak crouched behind a thorn bush, camera in hand, breath held.

"This is it," he whispered. "The perfect shot. The king in repose."

Click. Flash.

The lion's eyes snapped open — amber slits narrowing into a glare. His ears twitched. His tail flicked once, sharply. Then he rose, slowly, deliberately, like royalty disturbed mid-nap.

He spoke.

"You flash your lens at me like I'm a tourist attraction. I am not your postcard. I am the pulse of this land."

Amelia gasped. "Did you know lions sleep up to 20 hours a day? And their roars can be heard up to 8 kilometres away."

Zak swallowed. "Well, this one's awake. And eloquent."

The lion stepped forward, mane rippling like a storm cloud.

He didn't roar. He posed.

"You want a photo? Then capture this: the weight of silence. The scent of sovereignty. The stare of something older than your hashtags."

Noah, unfazed, flipped open his sketchpad. He drew quickly — broad strokes, bold lines. A lion in oversized sunglasses, holding a sign that read: "No Paparazzi. Respect the Crown."

The lion turned, flicked his tail again, and sauntered off with the kind of swagger that only comes from knowing you're not just the main character — you're the author of every bushveld tale.

Behind him, the trio sat in stunned silence. The camera blinked. The sketchpad glowed. And somewhere in the grass, a guinea fowl cackled like it had just witnessed a royal scandal.

"Even kings need quiet." "The crown is not worn — it's felt." "Respect is the lens through which legacy is seen."
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CHAPTER 2
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Zebra Couture: The Stripes and Swagger Situation
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The trio spotted her near the watering hole — tail twitching, stripes zigzagging like a barcode on a bumpy road. She looked deliberate. Like she'd walked straight out of a whirlwind wardrobe and decided to own it.

Amelia squinted. "Did you know no two zebras have the same stripe pattern? It's like a fingerprint. And their stripes help confuse predators when they run in herds."

Zak snorted. "Well, this one looks like she was styled by a distracted giraffe."

Noah, already sketching, added, "Or a fashion intern with a flair for chaos."

The zebra turned. Slowly. Dramatically. Her eyes narrowed. Her ears flicked. And she snorted — a sharp, indignant puff that sent a flock of guinea fowl scattering like confetti.

"Excuse me," she said, voice crisp as dry grass. "This is not confusion. This is couture."

Zak raised an eyebrow. "Did she just talk?"

Amelia grinned. "She didn't need to. That snort was fluent in sass."

Noah flipped his sketchpad around. Zebra Couture — When Nature Goes Abstract. Oversized sunglasses. A velvet scarf. Tiny flies applauding from the sidelines.

The zebra stepped forward, hips swaying, mane catching the light like a runway spotlight.

"I am not here to blend in. I am here to be remembered. Nature gave me stripes. I gave them attitude."

She paused, tail flicking like a metronome of flair.

"Confidence, darling, is the best camouflage."

Zak whispered, "She's got more presence than a lioness in lipstick."

Noah nodded. "She's the kind of zebra who'd RSVP 'maybe' and still arrive fashionably late."

Even the hippos looked amused — one snorted into the water, sending ripples toward the reeds like applause.

As the zebra strutted away — hooves clicking like high heels on a catwalk — Amelia called after her: "In African lore, zebra stripes symbolise balance, individuality, and resilience. She's not just stylish — she's sacred."

"Even crooked stripes carry pride." "Fashion is just confidence with hooves." "To stand out is not a flaw — it's a flair."
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CHAPTER 3
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The Banana Heist: Chronicles of a Breakfast Bandit

[image: ]

It began with a banana. Not just any banana — Amelia's last one. The sacred, sun-ripened, bush-approved banana. Golden as a lion's mane at sunset. Soft as a kudu's whisper. Destined for greatness... or at least for breakfast.

Zak had just declared himself "King of the Campfire," wearing a crown made of burnt toast crusts and bravado. He was mid-speech — something about bravery and bush sausages — when a blur of fur and mischief swooped in.

Baboon. Bold. Bare-bottomed. Eyes gleaming with unapologetic hunger.

He snatched the banana mid-sentence, leapt over the fire, and vanished into the trees — leaving behind a trail of crumbs, a toppled tin mug, and one very offended sausage rolling slowly into the dust like a rejected sidekick.

Amelia whispered, "Did you know baboons have over 30 different vocal sounds? And they use facial expressions to communicate — like eyebrow flashes and lip smacks."

Zak, still clutching his empty plate like a shield, muttered, "Well, this one just used the universal language of theft."

Noah didn't look up. He was already sketching. "He's got the posture of a politician and the morals of a raccoon."

Then, from the canopy above, came a voice. Raspy. Regal. Ripe with mischief.

"You call it theft. I call it breakfast diplomacy."

The baboon emerged, perched on a branch like a royal on a throne. He held the banana aloft, tail curled like a question mark.

"You left it unattended. I seized opportunity. That's not crime — it's
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