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Dedication
I dedicate this book to my husband, Ken. He is
my life partner in all ways. Without his presence
this book may never have reached completion.
He encouraged me, sometimes gently,
sometimes with toughness, and always with
love. He was always there to celebrate the
delights of the process and to offer the backing
and determination I needed when my spirits
flagged. In particular, when I doubted myself, he
did not, and when I wondered if others would
enjoy and benefit from my story, he was
steadfast in his certainty that they would. His
understanding of the initial skeleton of the story
enabled it to take form, then eventually to be
born as this book. Ken’s vision remained
constant even through those times when mine
did not. The writing was a wonderful journey
lasting more than eight years during which I
have grown in all sorts of ways. I feel privileged
and grateful that Ken chose to share the journey
with me.
v

Oscar's Way FINAL** 14/9/05 9:24 AM Page vii

Table of Contents
Dedication
Who’s who
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12

Once upon a time ...
A warm winter treat
Curiosity
The first lesson
Creatures
The decision
The journey begins
What now?
The sssurprisse
Into the valley
The hope
The new ally
vii

v
ix
1
8
15
22
28
35
39
47
54
61
73
84

Oscar's Way FINAL** 14/9/05 9:24 AM Page viii

Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18:
Chapter 19
Chapter 20
Chapter 21

Wishing
Friends
An explanation
Almost there
Looking for Oscar
The Hill
Jambie’s time
Oscar’s time
Then, of course, it was
time for a snack ...
Chapter 22 Some years later
Chapter 23 Another journey
Glossary
Acknowledgements
Biame Network

viii

94
100
105
111
122
135
142
148
157
167
179
182
187
188

Oscar's Way FINAL** 14/9/05 9:24 AM Page ix

Who’s who
Oscar

a blue-tongue lizard and hero of this
story
The Browns
a human family who unknowingly
share their house with Oscar
Jorolly
one of Oscar’s oldest friends and a
magpie
Rasper
a rooster that lives not far from
Oscar, and his good friend
Jambie
a young possum and heroine of this
story
Jasper
Rasper’s son, a chicken just out of
the egg when first met
Jacob
a farm dog, a blue heeler in fact
Samuel
a copperhead snake
Claude
a wedge-tailed eagle
Banjo
a rosella
Gus (Augustus) a white cockatoo
Jax
a kookaburra
Pilly (Lilly Pilly) a black wallaby
Mozza
an eastern grey kangaroo
Belinda
an owl
Pato
a very small ant
The Trees
two ancient eucalypts
ix
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CHAPTER 1

Once upon a time

O

nce upon a time a small animal called Oscar
lived in a warm and cosy place beneath the
house of a family called Brown. The family had
lived in the house for generations and had
always been happy. They had a vague awareness
that Oscar was there, or that something was,
because occasionally they heard small sounds.
However, they didn’t really take much notice, so
Oscar had a private little home.
The Browns and Oscar lived out in the
country well away from even a small town.
Little disturbed their peace, although it was far
from quiet. Kookaburras greeted the dawn with
raucous chuckles of laughter, waking those who
slept lightly to the edge of day. The magpies
followed with a glorious cascade of song that
made hearts sing. And finally, the rooster’s
1
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imperious cock-a-doodle-doo brought the sun
over the edge of the hill, signalling the real
beginning of the day.
It was a traditional Australian country home.
Built of timber and painted white with green
trimmings, it also had a green corrugated iron
roof and was surrounded by wide verandahs.
When the family was out, Oscar would sun
himself on the front verandah. As he lay
basking, he would enjoy the sweet fragrance of
old timber as it seeped up from the sun-warmed
boards. In winter, he soaked up the sun to keep
his brain from stopping in hibernation mode,
and in summer he lay there simply for the joy
of it.
Winter was one of Oscar’s favourite times.
When it rained, he would lie in a warm sheltered
place and watch the water pouring down from
the sky. He loved the sound of it, too, for the way
it sent him drifting in slowly moving dreams.
Strange as it may seem to those from other
places, the deafening and joyful symphony of
rain on corrugated iron would lull everyone to
sleep at night – and even during the day, if the
truth be known. Perhaps it was the fact of rain
itself in a country so often starved of the stuff,
where its sound meant relief from drought or
from the threat of it, and where bodies, as
2
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parched as the land itself, relaxed as the water
fell from the sky.
Oscar was a blue-tongue lizard, and a very
handsome one, too. He was not an average bluetongue lizard, however. He spent much time
pondering and mulling over things, not things
such as where he would find a comfy hole to
spend the winter, or what he would eat that day.
No, Oscar liked to contemplate the meaning of
life and where he had come from and who he
was and what he was doing in the world. He
rolled such questions over in his mind till he
began to taste the first signs of an answer.
Answers usually came, too. Sometimes they
were very straightforward and appeared in the
middle of him somewhere. At other times, life
gave them to him.
One beautiful winter evening, Jorolly, an old
and dear magpie friend of Oscar’s, flew down
for one of her evening chats. “Hi Oscar,” she
carolled. “What’ve you been up to recently?”
I’m fi …,” began Oscar, but Jorolly
interrupted.
“I can’t stay long. I’m looking for a good
place for this year’s nest. I know it’s early, but all
the best places go fast and I don’t want to miss
out. We spend so much time there once the eggs
are laid that I want a really good spot.” Jorolly
3
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kept looking around while she spoke, as if she
might miss out on finding her nesting site if she
relaxed even for a moment. “It does take a long
time from egg to flight, you know,” she
confided, as if Oscar had not heard this many
times before.
“I kn…,” Oscar tried again, as Jorolly
carolled on.
“I just don’t understand those butterflies.
They flitter and flutter and off they go. How
could they just leave their eggs like that? Why,
anything could happen to them! I worry about
them, Oscar.” Jorolly was a good-hearted bird
and an excellent mother.
As she drew breath, Oscar finally managed to
break into the ‘conversation.’ He repeated
something he had said on other occasions like
this. “Jorolly, you know they’re different. It
works for them, even though it wouldn’t work
for your babies.”
“No way!” exclaimed Jorolly vehemently.
“We’re all different. You wouldn’t like living
under a verandah the way I do.”
“Of course not! A tree’s the only place to be,”
Jorolly replied. “But that’s a different matter
altogether!”
“It’s not, you know,” Oscar said, although he
knew this was one of Jorolly’s blind spots. He
4
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wondered for a moment what his blind spots
were. Of course, as they were blind spots he
couldn’t see them, could he? If he could, they
wouldn’t be blind spots, would they?
This last thought was so interesting that
Oscar became completely absorbed in it:
“Differences are so intriguing. Of course, being
the same as others means that it’s easier to
understand others, but … I like things that are
different, too! It’s fun to find out how someone
else thinks and why they do what they do.”
Jorolly knew that Oscar was no longer aware
of her. In fact, she thought this was one of his
less endearing traits. Conversations tended to
stop abruptly when he went off on one of his
inner journeys. This time she decided to go and
carolled gently, “Bye, Oscar. See you soon,” as
she flew off into the deep blue, early evening
sky.
Oscar continued to sit, unaware that she had
left. He was remembering what it was like when
he was young and struggling to be like all the
other lizards in his family. He had tried very
hard, but no matter what he did, he simply could
not be the same. Awkward questions just seemed
to keep popping out of his mouth.
The answers were almost always the same:
“That’s how things are done, Oscar. They always
5
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have been and they always will be.” So said his
mother, his father, his uncles and his aunts, his
grandparents and even his younger sister!
His response, “But how do you know, if
you’ve never tried anything else?” was always
met with stony silence. He gradually realised
that blue-tongue lizards lived as blue-tongue
lizards had always lived for as far back as
anyone could remember and as far back as the
ancient stories told. If only he could do
something, either be the same or … But he
didn’t know what and he got more and more
frustrated.
Even though he was very young, he had tried
very hard to be like the other lizards in his
family – to want what they wanted and to think
the way they thought. But he just hadn’t
managed it.
Finally, Oscar left. He had decided that
staying there was simply not going to work.
“The thing is,” he realised at last, “I don’t want
to be with my blue-tongue lizard family because
I don’t want to live life like them and they think
I’m strange the way I am. We don’t seem to have
anything in common and never have had, really.”
At exactly the same time he made another
important decision: He decided from then on
that he would call himself a ‘creature’ rather
6
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than a blue-tongue lizard. “In fact,” he said to
himself, “from now on I won’t even say bluetongue lizard. I’ll say ‘b-t-l’ instead. It’s much
easier.” The relief he felt after these two
decisions was amazing. “Now I can do what I
like and no one will know I’m a blue-tongue
lizard, or at least that won’t be their first
thought!” In this, however, he clearly
underestimated the perception of others, as there
was little doubt what he was. He still looked like
a blue-tongue lizard. Yet, something had
changed and he knew it. “The most important
thing is that I’ve decided to take a stand,” he had
thought. “I’ll no longer try to fit in. I am who I
am and I will be who I will be.”
And so began his new life.
With a shake and a shiver and a mental “Hohum”, Oscar came to himself. Only then did he
notice that Jorolly had gone. “Oops,” he said
aloud. “Sorry, dear friend. I forgot you were
here.” He knew she would understand, but it was
not the best way to treat those who were dear to
him. “I’ll apologise next time I see her,” he
thought. And he set off home.

7

Oscar's Way FINAL** 14/9/05 9:24 AM Page 8

Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/oscar-x201
9-s-way-elizabeth-mellor/1103950850?ean=29
40012898227
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/OSCARS-WAY-ebo
ok/dp/B0057XO9F2/ref

