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Chapter 1: The Most Unusual Morning
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The sun stretched its golden arms across the Australian outback, painting the sky with streaks of pink and orange. Birds were chirping their morning songs, kookaburras were laughing in the distance, and the eucalyptus trees swayed gently in the breeze.

Everything seemed perfectly ordinary.

But for Joey the kangaroo, it was going to be anything but ordinary.

Joey yawned loudly and rubbed his sleepy eyes. He hopped out of his cozy nest of grass and leaves, stretched his long legs, and gave a few practice bounces. Boing. Boing. Boing.

“Ahhh, what a fine morning!” he said cheerfully to himself. “The kind of morning for snacks in one pocket, toys in the other, and maybe some shiny pebbles for later.”

Joey always kept his favorite things in his pockets. Other kangaroos used theirs just for carrying joeys, but not him. Joey loved stuffing his with all sorts of treasures—berries, feathers, buttons he’d found, and even a shiny bottle cap that he swore was “good luck.”

He patted his belly to feel the soft pouch where he always kept his things. But instead of the familiar stretchy pocket, his paw touched... nothing.

“Hmm?” Joey frowned and patted again. Left side. Right side. Lower down. Higher up. He even spun in a circle to check his back, though deep down he knew that wasn’t how kangaroo pockets worked.

Nothing.

He bent down and poked his tummy, just to be extra sure. “Come on, pockets,” he muttered. “Quit hiding. This isn’t funny.”

But the truth was undeniable. His pockets were gone.

Completely. Totally. Disappeared.

At first, Joey tried to laugh it off. “Maybe I’m still dreaming,” he said. He pinched himself on the arm. “Ow!” Nope. Definitely awake.

He tried hopping in place to see if his pockets would suddenly flap back into view. Boing. Boing. Boing. His tummy just jiggled sadly.

He grabbed a handful of leaves from a nearby bush and tried to tuck them into his pouch—except there was no pouch to tuck them into. The leaves just fluttered to the ground.

Joey gasped.

“This is a disaster!” he shouted.

A flock of cockatoos squawked and flapped away from a tree at the sound of his voice.

Now, Joey wasn’t the type of kangaroo to give up quickly. He decided to retrace his steps. Maybe he had simply dropped his pockets somewhere.

“Let’s see...” he said, scratching his chin. “Last night, I went to bed right here. My pockets were full of snacks. I had a few gum leaves, a crunchy beetle, and a gumdrop I found near the picnic ground. Then I dreamed about hopping across the stars with the moon as my trampoline. And then I woke up and—bam!—no pockets.”

Joey crouched down low, inspecting the ground. He looked under a pile of leaves. No pockets. He peeked behind a log. No pockets. He even checked under a rather grumpy lizard sunbathing on a rock. Definitely no pockets.

The lizard hissed, “Oi, watch where you’re poking your nose!”

“Sorry,” said Joey. “I’m just looking for my pockets.”

The lizard blinked slowly. “Pockets? Do I look like someone who’s seen a pocket? I don’t even own pants.”

Joey sighed and hopped away.

The next thing Joey tried was asking his neighbors.

First, he hopped over to Ellie the emu, who was busy polishing her eggs in the nest.

“Ellie!” Joey called. “Emergency!”

Ellie looked up, feathers ruffled. “What kind of emergency? Is there a dingo nearby? A bushfire? Falling meteors?”

“Worse,” Joey groaned. “My pockets are missing!”

Ellie tilted her head and blinked. “Missing?”

“Gone. Vanished. Disappeared overnight!” Joey explained dramatically. “I can’t find them anywhere.”

Ellie squawked with laughter. “Oh, Joey, you’re such a silly roo. How can pockets go missing? They’re attached to you!”

“That’s what I thought!” Joey cried, hopping in a circle to show her his smooth belly. “But look—nothing! Smooth as a platypus’s bill!”

Ellie leaned closer, peered, and gasped. “By the feathers of my tail... you’re right! You don’t have any pockets!”

“See?!” Joey said, throwing his paws in the air. “It’s a tragedy!”

Ellie tapped her beak thoughtfully. “Maybe they’re invisible now.”

“Invisible?” Joey repeated.

“Yes. Try putting something in, and see if it disappears,” Ellie suggested.

Joey plucked a shiny pebble from the ground and held it carefully. He pressed it against his tummy. It fell to the dirt with a plunk.

Ellie shook her head. “Nope. Not invisible. Just... gone.”

Joey groaned.

Next, Joey visited Possum Pete, who lived high in a gum tree.

“Pete!” Joey shouted up the trunk. “My pockets are missing!”

Possum Pete peeked down, munching on a bit of bark. “Missing, you say? Have you checked the Lost and Found at the ranger’s hut?”

“These are kangaroo pockets, not sunglasses!” Joey shouted back.

Possum Pete chuckled. “Well, maybe you left them in your dreams. Try going back to sleep and see if they’re there.”

Joey rolled his eyes. “That’s the silliest idea I’ve ever heard.”

But a small part of him wondered... could that actually work?

He lay down in the grass and closed his eyes tightly. “Think about stars. Think about moons. Think about dream trampolines,” he whispered. He even pretended to snore.

After five minutes, he peeked at his tummy. Still pocketless.

“Figures,” Joey muttered.

By now, Joey was in full-blown panic mode.

“How am I supposed to carry my snacks? Or my treasures? Or my lucky bottle cap?” he cried. “I’ll have to hop around empty-handed like a boring kangaroo!”

He tried stuffing things behind his ears. The gum leaves just flopped down.

He tried carrying berries in his paws. They squished and stained his fur purple.

He tried holding a stick in his mouth, but it made him gag.

“Ohhh, this is hopeless!” Joey groaned.

Just then, a kookaburra landed on a branch above him. It tilted its head and laughed. “Koo-hoo-hoo-hoo-ha-ha-ha! What’s the matter, Joeyroo?”

“My pockets are gone!” Joey shouted up.

The kookaburra laughed even harder. “Lost your pockets? Oh, that’s a good one! What’s next, an emu losing its neck?”

“This isn’t a joke!” Joey snapped. “This is serious business.”

“Serious, schmerious,” the kookaburra chuckled. “Maybe your pockets flew away to join the circus!”

Joey scowled. “Very funny.”

But deep inside, he wondered... could pockets fly away?

He hopped to the billabong and looked into the still water. His reflection stared back at him: a kangaroo with long ears, a twitchy nose, and no pockets.

“Where are you, pockets?” Joey whispered sadly.

A platypus paddled past and said, “Maybe they’ll turn up where you least expect them.”

Joey perked up. “Where I least expect them?”

“Yes,” the platypus said mysteriously before diving underwater.

Joey tapped his chin. “Hmm. Maybe I need some proper advice. Someone wise. Someone clever. Someone who knows about strange problems.”

And that’s when Joey remembered Wally the wombat—the oldest, wisest animal in the whole outback.

If anyone could solve the mystery of the missing pockets, it would be Wally.

Joey squared his shoulders, took a deep breath, and said firmly:

“Tomorrow, I’m finding Wally. And I’m not coming back until I’ve got my pockets again!”

With that, he hopped off to prepare for the strangest adventure of his life.
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Chapter 2: Pocket Panic
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The next morning, Joey woke up earlier than usual. Normally, he loved to sleep in until the kookaburras stopped laughing and the sun warmed his fur just right. But not today.

Today, his stomach felt tight, like he’d swallowed a rock. His paws twitched nervously. He had hoped—oh, how he had hoped—that when he opened his eyes, his pockets would magically be back where they belonged.

He peeked down at his belly.

Nope. Still smooth. Still empty. Still pocketless.

Joey let out a dramatic groan and flopped back onto the grass. “Ohhh noooo. This is the worst day of my life. How can a kangaroo live without pockets?”

He tossed and turned, rolling in the grass, moaning louder and louder until even the ants crawling nearby shook their heads and marched around him.

“Joey, is that you wailing like a dying didgeridoo?” a voice called.

It was Koala Kylie, slowly climbing down from her eucalyptus tree with a sprig of leaves still hanging from her mouth. She blinked sleepily at Joey, her fluffy ears twitching.

“Don’t you know it’s nap o’clock?” she yawned.

“My pockets!” Joey wailed. “They’re gone, Kylie! Gone forever!”

Kylie blinked again. “Pockets? Gone? Well, maybe they’re just hiding. Have you tried shaking yourself like this?” She gave her round belly a wiggle, then scratched behind her ear.

Joey leapt to his feet and shook himself as hard as he could. His ears flopped, his tail wobbled, and his fur puffed out in all directions. But still—no pockets.

Kylie yawned. “Nope, nothing. Maybe check under your tail?”

Joey twisted and craned his neck, nearly falling over. Nothing but his tail, dust, and a grasshopper clinging for dear life.

“This is hopeless!” Joey cried, hopping in frustrated circles. “I’ll never be able to carry my treasures again! Or snacks! Or—”

His eyes went wide.

“MY SNACKS!”

Joey bounded over to his favorite rock, the one where he usually kept his emergency stash of food. He peeked behind it and pulled out his “backup snacks”: a half-crunchy beetle, a few wrinkled berries, and—his most prized possession—a squishy gumdrop.

“Oh, my precious gumdrop,” Joey said, hugging it to his chest. “You’re the last sweet thing I have left!”

He tried to tuck it into his pocket out of habit, but of course, it slipped straight down his tummy and plopped onto the dirt.

“No, no, no!” Joey cried, scooping it back up. He tried again, this time holding his belly extra tight. Plop! The gumdrop fell again, rolling away until it stuck to his foot.

Joey groaned. “How am I supposed to carry anything now? I’ll have to eat all my snacks immediately! What if I get hungry later?!”

He shoved the berries into his mouth, crunched the beetle with a wince, and popped the gumdrop in with a sigh.

“Not the plan I wanted,” he mumbled with a full mouth, “but at least I won
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