




Gary Northfield



Dedicated to Alex Milway, 

fo r his zealo u s e nco u rageme nt.

Special tha n ks to Lizzie a n d Jack, the best 

edito r a n d des ig ne r I co u ld eve r w is h fo r.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents  
are either the product of the author’s imagination or, if real, used  

fictitiously. All statements, activities, stunts, descriptions, information  
and material of any other kind contained herein are included for  

entertainment purposes only and should not be relied on for  
accuracy or replicated as they may result in injury.

First published in Great Britain 2015 by Walker Books Ltd 
87 Vauxhall Walk, London SE11 5HJ 

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

© 2015 Gary Northfield

The right of Gary Northfield to be identified as author and illustrator  
of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the 

Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 

This book has been typeset in Stempel Schneidler 

Printed and bound in Great Britain by Clays Ltd, St Ives plc 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, transmitted or 
stored in an information retrieval system in any form or by any means, graphic, 
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, taping and recording, without 

prior written permission from the publisher. 

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data:  
a catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library 

ISBN 978-1-4063-5492-8 

www.walker.co.uk 



contents

IntroductIon vI

lake of doom xI I I

st Ink hole xx

on the road xxxIx

on the road agaIn lI I

I  came,  I  saw,  I  threw up lIx

all roads lead to rome lxv

show me the monkeys!  lxxvI I

venatIo!  xcv

fIrst day at school cxxI

battle ready clvI

fIrst blood clxvI I

the great escape cxcI I I

the champIon of champIons!  ccxxI

showtIme!  ccxxx

showdown cclxIv

epIlogue cclxxvI I I

roman numerals cclxxx

gary’s  glossary cclxxxII

note on the author cclxxxvI



So, you think you know about 

ZEBRAS?
Why,
yes I
do!

knowledgeable
gnu



Vii

Well, you’re probably 

WRONG!
How very dare you!

Our 
handsome 

hero,
Julius!
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Stupid

Eat grass

What most people think
they know about zebras…

Woohoo! Check out my
 booger!

Mm … grass!
Lovely grass!

Tut

Unimpressed
warthog

Rats!
Not

     again!

Always
getting
eaten

Grassy 
burp

Yippee!
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Loyal to their family and friends

Can outrun the fastest lions

And … er … OK, they do 
actually eat a lot of grass…

I knew 
it.

They are definitely 
stupid, too!

I love you, 
Mum!

I love you 
too, son!

Aw! We 
have the 
loveliest 
herd!

See ya, loser!

Bit of dust 
in his eye

This I
   gotta
    see.

Grumpy
gnu

Such a 
grump!

What zebras are
REALLY like…



But Julius wasn’t quite like all zebras.

And, to make things even more interesting, he 

lived in …

EXCITING, RIGHT?

ROMAN TIMES!!

Pah!
Romans?

Cool Roman!

 Smelly 
Barbarian!

Whatever!

Only cares
  about eatinggrass.
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chapter one

lAKE OF DOOM

Life on the dusty, shrubby African plains wasn’t all 

fun and games for Julius (i.e. eating grass all day). 

Every Wednesday, much to his disgust, his mum 

would drag him and his (very annoying, stupid) 

brother, Brutus, to the lake.

Julius HATED the lake … 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

with a PASSION!
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He thought all the animals STANK!

And that they were SOOO BORING!

Good 
mornin’!

Don’t 
mind me, 
I’m having 
a poo!

Yippee!

Woo!

…so, there I was, up 
to my neck in mud, 
wondering whether 
I would be eaten 
by crocodiles or by 
a hippo! Luckily I 

learned to swim as a 
youngster…

ZZZZ
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Not to mention his fear of being eaten at every 

turn…

On the other hand, Julius’s brother, Brutus, loved 

the lake! 

And nothing annoyed Julius more than his big, 

show-off brother.

Whee!

Ooh! Stop 
splashing 

water in my 
eyes!
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So, one week, Julius came up with a nifty plan to 

try and get out of going. “Look, Mum, I’ve found this 

little puddle. It’ll do me just fine!” he said.

“No!” scolded his mum. “You’ll come to the lake 

just like everyone else.”

“But what about all those crocodiles…”

Mm!
Yum!

Come on in!
The water’s
       lovely!
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“You’d have to be very old or stupid for one of 

those to catch you,” she said.

“What about those ferocious lions, then?” Julius 

protested.

“Bah! You’re more likely to be hit by a flaming rock 

from the sky than get caught by 

one of those lazy beasts!”

“But that’s ridiculous,” 

said Julius. “I know plenty 

of zebras who have been 

eaten by lions. That has to 

be the stupidest thing I’ve 

ever heard!”

Oh
well,

at least
I avoided
lions.

Grr… Grr…
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“Now, get to the lake this instant, or a lion with big 

teeth will be the least of your worries!”

Just as Julius was nursing his bruised bottom, 

Brutus strutted up to him. “Come on, bruv. The lake 

is brilliant! Far more exciting than your silly puddle.” 

And before Julius could do anything about it, 

Brutus grabbed him by the front hooves and spun 

him round.

Don’t argue 
with your 
mother!

Yeeowch!



“Can you do amazing, backward somersaults into 

your puddle like we do at the lake? Let’s find out!”

“Nope, thought not! Come on, nincompoop – last 

one there is a warthog!”

And with that, Brutus pranced off with the rest of 

the herd.

Ow!

How I
hate that

idiot!

Put me 
DOWN!!


