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Another Archie Adventure Story 

 

By John Bonthron 

 

 

 



 

 

 

This is a tale about two boys called Ethan and Drew who help to 

rescue Santa and his Reindeer when they get trapped on the roof 

of the house just across the road from where they live at 

Deanwood. 

The boys are helped by Archie the Tortoise who has special powers 

and Terrence the Turquoise Tortoise who lives in a secret tunnel 

house near the waterfall at Linn Park. 

The boys also get help from Lightning (a tiny dragon) and Barney 

Bumpkin (a tiny hot air balloon). 

Lightning asks his Great Uncle Bernard to help too. Bernard lives 

behind the waterfall in a huge underground cavern, hidden by a 

curtain of water. Bernard is also known as “The Great Horned 

Dragon of Netherlee”, a kindly dragon who flies all around the 

world, helping people and animals in distress. 

If you want to read another story about Archie, ask your parent 

or guardian to Search for “Archie’s Breakout Adventure” at this 

website: 

www.thebuzzinbee.co.uk 

 

There are lots of other children’s stories there which you might 

enjoy, including a story written by Ethan called “Spy Fox”. 

 

 

 

http://www.thebuzzinbee.co.uk/


 

 

 

Magic Paint 
 

 

It was the week before Christmas and although almost morning, 

the sky was dark and cloudy with little spits of rain making the 

slate roofs near Deanwood very shiny and slippy.  

All night long Ethan and Drew had been dreaming about what new 

toys Santa would bring. Hanging on his bedroom window was 

Ethan’s dragon suncatcher ornament. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Ethan (aged 7) had taken a long time to choose a name for him 

before deciding to call him “Lightning” after Lightning McQueen 

from the movie Cars.  

Warm and cosy under his duvet, Ethan was ‘floating’ almost 

awake but still slightly dreaming. In his dream he was stuck 

somewhere, a hot place, like the middle of the Kalahari Desert.  

In fact, he was sweating a bit because he was already wearing 

all his outdoor clothes, even his woolly hat and extra warm socks. 

Why was he wearing these outdoor clothes? 



 

 

In his bedroom across the corridor, under his duvet, Drew, 

Ethan’s younger brother, aged 5) was also dressed in his warm 

outdoor clothes. Unlike Ethan, Drew was already wide awake, 

thinking about his latest painting project, a hot air balloon 

(another suncatcher ornament), wondering what it would be like 

to be able to fly in it through the skies like Santa and his special 

Reindeer.  

Whispering to himself, Drew said: 

‘Because it looks like a pumpkin, I’ll call him Barney Bumpkin!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

Do you think Barney Bumpkin looks like a pumpkin? 

Dressing up in their outdoor clothes was part of the boys’ secret 

plan to save time, so they could be first at the park and find the 

best sticks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Because it was Saturday, Dad had promised to walk with them 

to Linn Park to throw sticks, to see if they could fling them far 

enough to reach the other side of the river without splashing.  

They might even try to throw them “through” the waterfall into 

the secret cavern Grampa had told them about, where The Great 

Horned Dragon of Netherlee lives behind a curtain of water. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ethan already knew about this dragon and had told Grampa and 

Drew about him. 

‘He’s called “Bernard”. I’ll draw you a picture of him inside his 

cave.’  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

‘Ah, he is behind his waterfall,’ said Grampa, ‘I see that now. And 

he has huge powerful wings and strong clawed feet!’ 

‘Yes, he sometimes flies to Africa and rescues elephants who are 

dying of thirst in the Kalahari Desert and flies them to safety 

at a watering hole. I saw a documentary about him on YouTube. 

Bernard is a truly kind dragon and only eats Brussel Sprouts.’ 

‘Yuck!’ said Drew. 

‘So, Bernard is a vegetarian dragon, is he?’ 

‘Yes, Grampa. He is a vegan, actually, an organic vegan, like 

Archie.’ 

‘I like sausages better than sprouts,’ said Drew. 

‘Yes, so do I,’ said Grampa. ‘But sprouts are full of vitamin K 

which gives you strong bones, and they taste quite scrumptious 

with turkey and lots of cranberry sauce, I find.’ 

***** 

Ethan peeked from under the duvet to check on his own dragon. 

Lightning was hanging on his bedroom window so the Sun could 

light up his colours.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Like Ethan, Drew had also painted his hot air balloon suncatcher, 

dabbing his colours very, very carefully. Drew was good at 

painting and almost never dripped paint or made a mess. 

They coloured-in their ornaments with special paint which took 

a long time to dry. When no one else was listening, Grampa had 

whispered: 

‘Boys, please be extra careful with that paint. It has secret, 

magical powers which can make these ornaments come alive, but 

only under special circumstances.’ 

Copying Ethan, Drew had hung Barney Bumpkin on his bedroom 

window. Looking up to the dark sky, the little hot air balloon said 

to himself in a tiny whisper:  

‘One day soon, when I get my magical powers, I’ll get a chance to 

fly high over those roofs and zoom all over Glasgow, maybe even 

up to Lapland, to visit Santa.’  

 

 

 

  



 

 

Rooftop Trouble! 

 

In Ethan’s room, Lightning was looking up into the same dark sky 

when he saw a strange thing happening. Santa and his Reindeer 

were flying round and round, circling overhead 62 Deanwood, as 

if they were lost and looking for a place to land.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The circles were getting smaller and Santa’s sleigh was getting 

bigger as it spiralled downwards.  

Then it crashed with a loud THUD! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Oh NO!’ shouted Lightning. ‘Oh no, no, no, no. Ethan, wake up! 

Santa has crashed onto the roof across the road!’ 



 

 

In Drew’s room, Barney Bumpkin heard Lightning shouting and he 

flew across to hover just above Drew’s head. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Drew, come on. We need to help Santa. He’s stuck on the roof, 

right across the road from Ethan’s room. Hurry up. Let’s go. And 

bring your magic wand.’ 

 

 

(Oh, just to let you know, Grampa and Grandma had made both 

boys special magic wands with each wand containing a single hair 

from each of their heads hidden inside the wand handles, to be 

activated by a magic word or phrase.) 

 

  



 

 

Archie to the Rescue! 
 

 

At that very same instant, miles away in Auntie Sharon’s house, 

Archie the Tortoise was eating an early breakfast, munching on 

a fresh organic lettuce leaf mixed with chopped up Brussel’s 

Sprouts.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Archie was thinking about his long summer holiday when he had 

stayed at Deanwood playing football every day with Ethan and 

Drew. (Read about this in ‘Archie’s Breakout Adventure’.)  

Archie’s special organic diet gave him extra sensitive ears. So, 

even from such a distance, Archie heard Santa talking to his 

Reindeer:  

‘Rudolph, my dear, dear chap, do not fret. Yes, of course I can 

see our reins are tangled around that satellite dish. Honestly, 

just because I sometimes wear glasses, I’m not blind, you know. 

OH, PRANCER! PLEASE DO STAND STILL! And don’t worry my 

dear friends, all will be well. Yes, Prancer, do lie down and have 

a little snooze, that is a champion idea. Indeed, why don’t you all 

lie down and have a little rest? Yes, you too, Donner, yes, all of 

you. This kerfuffle may take a while to sort out. Now, let me see 



 

 

if Archie is available to help us. I’ll send him an Organic 

WhatsApp, shall I? There, that’s it going now.’ 

‘But Santa, we are all hungry,’ said Rudolph, ‘really, really hungry. 

That’s why we have no energy left.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘What! Look at you. You are all huge, three time the normal size 

of fit and healthy reindeer. Time to go on a diet. Brussel 

Sprouts, that is exactly what you lot should be eating, not all 

those carrots and biscuits kind children leave out for you. Now 

do lie down and keep quiet, stop scrabbling about or you’ll waken 

up the whole neighbourhood.’ 

‘But Santa, how will we ever get home to Lapland without your 

GPS. Do you know where you dropped it?’ 

‘Yes, Dancer, of course I know where I dropped it! It’s near the 

river, just beside the entrance to Terrence the Turquoise 

Tortoise’s little tunnel house. Let’s just try to relax and leave it 

to Archie and Terrence.’ 

‘Santa, who is Archie?’  

‘Archie? Well, well, well. Now that’s a big question and it would 

take hours and hours to answer properly. Best to think of him as 



 

 

a special magical tortoise. He lived over there at Deanwood last 

summer, on his holidays, during Lockdown. So, no worries, he 

knows where we are.’ 

‘’How long until he comes?’  

‘Let me check. Yes, Archie’s already on his way by Organic Uber 

Drone service. ETA, two minutes.’ 

‘ETA? What is ETA? asked Rudolph, sticking his nose into 

Santa’s pocket, hoping to find some sweeties. 

‘Oh, Rudolph, do stop foraging! Ah, yes, what is ETA?  Well, ETA 

is an acronym, it means Estimated Time of Arrival.’ 

‘Oh, yes,’ said Prancer, who liked to read a lot. ‘ETA is an acronym 

like GPS which means Global Positioning System? And NHS, 

which means National Health Service and BBC which means. . . ‘’ 

‘Exactly. Oh, look! There’s Archie now, over at Deanwood, where 

Ethan and Drew live!’ 

 

 

 

 

  

‘But Santa, Archie’s only tiny. How can a little tortoise like him 

possibly rescue us?’ asked Dancer, who was the smallest of 

Santa’s Reindeer. 

‘By the magic power of Organic Brussel Sprouts, but Shish! 

That’s supposed to be a secret.’  

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

Action Stations! 
 

 

Ethan and Drew, and Lightning and Barney Bumpkin were in 

Ethan’s room, looking across the street at the roof where Santa 

and his Reindeer were stuck and skidding on the slippy roof.  

‘Oh no!’ said Drew, ‘if they fall off and break their legs Santa 

won’t be able to come back at Christmas.’ 

‘No, Drew,’ said Ethan, ’they won’t fall off because we will rescue 

them, using our magic wands.’ 

Both boys pointed their wands at Santa and his Reindeer and 

said together: 

“Buck-a-roo-tra-la-loo and buckle my shoe”.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The boys had hoped this spell would loosen the reins and allow 

Santa and his Reindeer to fly home to Lapland.  



 

 

However, what actually happened was all the reindeer pooed 

together, at exactly the same time, and their huge dollops of 

shiny golden poo slid slowly down over the slates, filling up the 

gutters.  

How could that happen? 

‘Oops,’ said Lightning, ‘I guess maybe you guys used the wrong 

spell?’ 

Just at that point, Archie floated into view outside their 

window.  

 

 

 

 

 

‘Archie!’ shouted Ethan and Drew. ‘How did you get here so 

quickly?’ 

Archie looked in from outside and said: 

‘Barney Bumpkin, this is your big day. Come outside little balloon. 

Remember you have been painted with special magical paint. 

Come on, you can do it! Time is of the Essence, laddie.’ 

Ethan and Drew waved their magic wands over Barney Bumpkin 

and the tiny hot air balloon ornament floated straight through 

the glass of Ethan’s bedroom window and hovered beside Archie 

the Tortoise.  

 

 

 



 

 

 

Archie whispered his secret, magic incantation: 

Abra-cad-abra-cadoo eat Brussel Sprout Stew 

As everyone watched, Barney Bumpkin started to inflate with 

hot gases until he was almost as tall as the rooftop of Deanwood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Archie turned and fixed his shiny green eyes on the two boys. 

Both Ethan and Drew began to feel ‘floaty’ as they fell under 

Archie’s hypnotic powers. 

‘Now boys, are you both ready to help Santa?’ 

‘Yes! Look, we have our magic wands.’ 

The two boys and the tiny dragon floated through the glass of 

the window in Ethan’s bedroom and landed beside Archie in 

Barney Bumpkin’s basket which was now big enough for six 

people.’ 



 

 

‘Good. Phase one completed. Now look down at your feet, boys.’ 

The boys looked and saw they were wearing sparkling wellies. 

Do you think these wellies have special powers? 

‘You too Lightning. Hop in beside us.’ 

‘No, please Archie, I want to fly-eee! I want fly-eee, free, and 

fast like lightning, like my name!’ 

‘Archie, are we going to Linn Park to find Santa’s GPS?’, asked 

Ethan? 

‘Yes, that’s exactly where we are going. Righty-o, Barney 

Bumpkin, follow that tiny dragon! Full Speed Ahead and Steady 

as You Go!’ 

 

  



 

 

Riverbank Lair 
 

 

 ‘Down there, Barney Bumpkin, where Lightning is waiting for us.’ 

‘That’s the far side of the river,’ said Ethan. ‘We don’t usually go 

there.’ 

‘No Archie,’ said Drew, ‘don’t go over there, it’s too muddy and 

there’s lots of duck poo.’  

‘No, Drew, they’re geese, not ducks.’ 

‘No, it’s duck poo, from poo-ey-yucky ducks.’ 

‘No Drew! They’re geese and they’ve flown south for the winter.’  

‘Watch out, Barney Bumpkin,’ said Archie. ‘No, please don’t land 

in the river, I hate icy cold water. Look, land over there. Yes, 

that’s a good place. Right, here we are. Quickly now, Time is of 

the Essence. Everyone out,’ said Archie. 

‘Now, Lightning, I have an extra special job for you. Are you 

willing to try?’ 

‘Yes, Archie, what is it?’ 

‘That waterfall over there, you see it?’ 

‘Yes, of course I do. Great Uncle Bernard lives behind the 

waterfall. Everyone knows that.’ 

‘Good, then while we try to find Santa’s GPS, you go and tell your 

Great Uncle Bernard about Santa. Tell him we need him to do 

some heavy lifting.’ 

‘Righty-o, Santa!’ 

And with a quiet ‘whoosh”, Lightning swooped towards the 

waterfall. 



 

 

 

 ‘Now boys,’ said Archie, ’let’s see if we can locate my second 

cousin’s underground lair? Do you know, I haven’t seen Terrence 

for years and years. In fact, I’ve forgotten where he lives. Let’s 

see if you can find him for me.’ 

‘Why do we need to find him?’ asked Ethan. 

‘Because Terrence is a Turquoise Tortoise and, as you probably 

already know Ethan from your encyclopaedia, all Turquoise 

Tortoises are inveterate litter pickers and hoarders. Of course, 

they are never seen because they operate only at night.’ 

‘Archie, Tortoises are not “invertebrates”, they have internal 

bones as well as a hard shell.’ 

‘Quite right, laddie.’ 

‘Why can Turquoise Tortoises see in the dark?’ asked Drew. 

‘Because they only eat river and pond weed, which gives them 

superb eyesight, even without special night-sight goggles. If 

anyone can find Santa’s GPS, my cousin Terrence can.’ 

‘But if his lair is underground, how can we find him?’ asked Ethan. 



 

 

‘Ah, use your noses. That’s your job, boys, my sense of smell is 

almost non-existent. After all, I am almost a hundred and fifty-

nine.’ 

‘No you’re not! said Drew.’ Auntie Sharon said you’re only about 

five, same age as me.’ 

‘No, that’s rubbish. Honestly, I am much older because of the 

way tortoise years work. You see, tortoise years are different 

from human years, just like tortoise ears are different from 

human ears. Now, enough of this talk. Onwards and upwards. 

Remember?’ 

Both boys said together. ‘Yes Archie, we know, Time is of the 

Essence.’  

‘OK,’ said Ethan, ’what does Terrence smell like?’ 

‘A sort of lavender smell, like those plants in your Grandma’s 

garden, the ones the bees love. Try sniffing, see if you can find 

Terrence.’ 

Both boys took great long sniffs.  

‘Yes, I can smell him. There’s definitely a hint of lavender,’ said 

Ethan. 

‘Yes, I can smell it too, like the plants at our front door,’ said 

Drew. ‘Grampa crushes the leaves and puts them in his shirt 

pocket.’  

 ‘We’ve found it! Look, Archie, it’s over here. That’s it, 

definitely! That’s his lair!’  

‘Yeah, definitely’ said Drew. 



 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Archie moved close to the entrance to Terrence’s hideaway.  

‘Terrence, Terrence?’ 

‘Yes?’ said a sleepy voice. 

‘It’s me, Archie. Archie, your long-lost cousin.’ 

Inside his tunnel house, Terrence the Turquoise Tortoise threw 

off his bedclothes and rubbed his eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Archie? Archie from Auntie Sharon’s house?’ 

‘Yes, we need your help, we need you to find Santa’s GPS. He 

dropped it near the waterfall, we think?’ 

‘Sorry, Archie, “finders, keepers”. I’m planning a big trip to the 

Amazon and I need a GPS.’ 



 

 

‘Terrence, that’s stealing, you have to give it back. All the boys 

and girls in the whole world are depending on Santa finding his 

way back to Lapland and he can’t do it without his GPS.’ 

‘Santa never comes here with a present for me, does he?’ 

‘I tell you what, Terrence, if you give us back Santa’s GPS, I’ll 

make sure Santa gives you a GPS of your own for Christmas.’ 

‘Archie, do you promise. Really, really promise?’ 

‘I promise with my pledge to you: 

Car-unda-de-runda eat lavender chowder. 

‘OK, close your eyes everyone,’ said Terrence. 

They closed their eyes and waited. 

‘OK, you can open them.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Thank you, Terrence. Have a nice day! See you later, alligat. . ..’ 

‘NO ARCHIE, no mention of “you-know-whats”, please, or you’ll 

give me nightmares! Just say “Cheerio” instead, that will do just 

fine, thanks.’ 

‘OK, Terrence. Cheerio, cheerio, cheerio!’ 

 



 

 

Have you any ideas about the “you-know-whats” Terrence is 

afraid of? 

Do you think there are any of these animals in the wild in 

Linn Park? Which of these reptiles live in fresh water and 

which live near the sea? 

 

  

  



 

 

Sanctuary 
 

 

‘Ethan, zip Santa’s GPS into your pocket,’ said Archie. ‘Quickly 

now, everyone back into Barney Bumpkin’s basket. Look, the Sun 

is coming up behind the clouds. It’s getting brighter by the 

minute. We don’t want anyone seeing Santa and his Reindeer 

stuck on a roof back at Deanwood. That would be appalling 

publicity, agreed?  So, onwards and upwards. Remember?’ 

‘Yes, we know, “Time is of the Essence”.’ 

‘EXACTLY,’ said Archie,’ Right, up, up and up we go. Oh, look! 

What an amazing sight!’ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Great Uncle Bernard, The Great Horned Dragon of Netherlee 

was three times the size of a mature elephant.  



 

 

Flapping his huge wings, Bernard rose into the sky and roared 

out his trademark greeting:  

Hello to You and Hullabaloo.  

‘Hey,’ said Ethan, ‘I didn’t know Bernard was orange!’ 

‘That was because you only saw him through the waterfall which 

made him look grey,’ said Lightning. ’Come on. Follow me, guys, I’ll 

lead us back to your house. 

***** 

At Deanwood, everything was quiet and calm. Santa was curled 

up in his seat, fast asleep, under a blanket with his Reindeer lying 

along the ridge of the roof, snoring softly.  

Lightning swooped down and untangled their reins, freeing them 

from the satellite dish. Then he clipped Santa’s GPS back onto 

the lanyard around his neck.   

Bernard hovered above Santa’s sleigh and grabbed it with his 

four great claws then lifted Santa and his sleeping Reindeer into 

the morning sky, soaring higher and higher until he looked like 

an aeroplane taking off from Glasgow Airport. 

 

 



 

 

‘Right, everyone,’ said Archie, ‘let’s leave Bernard to do his part 

in the rescue. Remember?’ 

‘Yes, we know,’ shouted the boys, Time is of the Essence.’  

‘Where is Bernard going with Santa?’ asked Drew. 

‘A place of sanctuary where they can rest and recover for a few 

days,’ said Archie. ‘Can you guess where it is?’ 

‘Is it Pollok Country Park, beside the Highland Cows?’ 

‘Yes, it is! An excellent answer. And their ETA is three minutes. 

Right, Archie’s Rescue Team, time to resume normal positions, 

back to reality, back through the time portal.’ 

‘Archie, what’s a time portal?’ asked Ethan. 

‘Have you read the “The Lion, The witch and the Wardrobe?”’ 

‘Oh, yes, so now we have to go back to reality?’ 

‘Exactly!’ 

‘So,’ said Ethan, ’that means we can’t tell anyone what we did, 

rescuing Santa?’ 

‘No. It must be kept a secret, our special secret, just the three 

of us and Lightning and Barney Bumpkin of course. No one else.’ 

‘’Archie, can we tell Grampa?’ asked Ethan. 

‘Yes, you can tell Grampa and maybe he can make it into a story.’ 

‘Then it becomes ‘make-believe’ like “Once upon a time” ‘’ said 

Drew. 

‘Exactly!’ 

‘Archie, sometimes you sound a bit like Grampa,’ said Drew. 

‘Do I indeed, odd that, I hardly know him. In fact, I only ever 

saw him on Zoom. Chubby chap with funny hair? Very chatty. But, 



 

 

oh, look, here is my Organic Uber Drone, right on time, must fly 

back to Auntie Sharon’s. Have a nice Organic Christmas when it 

comes. See you later, alligators!’ 

Abra-cad-abra-cadoo eat Brussel Sprout Stew 

**** 

In their bedrooms, under their duvets, wearing their pyjamas, 

with Lightning and Barney Bumpkin back hanging on their 

windows exactly like proper ornaments, the two boys were fast 

asleep. 

Mummy’s voice called up from far away: 

‘Ethan, Drew, come and get breakfast, Daddy’s ready to take you 

to Linn Park. Come on, the rain’s off at last and the Sun is up. 

It’s a really lovely day.’ 

‘Mum, can we go to Pollok Country Park instead,’ shouted Ethan, 

’to see the Highland Cows?’ shouted Ethan.  

Drew said nothing because he was fast asleep, dreaming of flying 

to Lapland in Barney Bumpkin. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Great Uncle Bernard, aka The Great Horned Dragon of 

Netherlee. (Coloured by Grandma on her iPad with her Apple 

Pen.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bernard hidden behind the waterfall.  (In pencil, drawn by Ethan 

Bonthron.) 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Archie and his long-lost cousin Terrence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lightning and Barney Bumpkin who were 

painted with magic paint. 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

  



 

 

 

 

This story began during a Zoom conversation with Ethan and 

Drew who were painting suncatcher ornaments which Grandma 

had sent them. 

 

The boys were being careful and, as they painted, the embryo of 

this story emerged. Then, without hesitation, Ethan drew his 

image of Bernard, “The Great Horned Dragon of Netherlee”. 

 

It was from Ethan we learned Bernard lives behind the waterfall 

at Linn Park, near Netherlee Primary, a place they visit 

frequently on their bikes and scooters, to feed the ducks and 

geese and throw sticks at the waterfall. 

 

If you enjoy this tale, ask your parents or guardian to visit the 

website below and search for other Children’s stories you might 

enjoy: 

 

www.thebuzzinbee.co.uk 

 

All stories are free for personal use, downloadable as PDFs 

which read well on an iPad or tablet. 

 

http://www.thebuzzinbee.co.uk/

