
Long ago, but not so very far away, there was a valley where rain never fell.

There were no creeks or streams in the valley either, and the only water 

for all the animals and plants that lived in that land was kept in a big tank.   

The tank was made of thick rock and it sat smack bang right in the middle 

of the valley.

Every morning the animals had to use buckets to water the plants they 

needed for food and shelter. The kangaroos and wallabies watered the grass, 

so they could graze. The koalas and possums watered the trees so they could 

have leaves to eat and branches to live in. The birds helped the other animals 

by gathering strips of cloud from the sky, and storing it in the tank to make 

more water.

Groundwater worksheet 1:   
the tale of Grobbin and wessel

a story about rivers, and why some of them still flow durinG drouGht 
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But there were other things 

living in the valley besides the 

hard-working animals. Grobbin 

the Goblin and Wessel the 

Witch were best friends that 

lived in a secret, underground 

cave. Grobbin ate only rocks 

and Wessel ate sunlight. They 

weren’t very friendly—instead 

of helping the animals to water 

the plants and gather the clouds, 

Wessel and Grobbin played 

tricks on them and caused them 

no end of trouble.  Sometimes, 

they put holes in the buckets, 

and other times they tripped the 

animals as they were working 

and made them spill their water.  

The animals found Grobbin and 

Wessel very annoying, but there 

was nothing they could do to stop 

their silly tricks.

One day, Grobbin and Wessel were terribly bored, so they decided to think 

up a new trick. All day long they sat together eating rocks and sunlight and 

watching the animals work. And by the end of the day, they had thought of 

a new, big, annoying trick.

Just before sunrise, Wessel 

and Grobbin crept down to 

the cloud tank. While Wessel 

kept an eye out for the animals, 

Grobbin began eating the rock 

wall of the tank as fast as he 

could. Now rock is very hard, 

so it took quite a long time to 

chew through it, but by the time 

the animals began gathering 

around with their buckets, 

Grobbin had gnawed a small 

dent in the wall of the tank.



Grobbin and Wessel crept away before anyone could spot them, and spent 

the rest of the day in their cave, giggling to themselves. The next morning, 

down they went to the cloud tank, and Grobbin ate a bit more of the rock 

wall while Wessel kept watch.   

On the third day, Grobbin finally ate right through the cloud tank wall. Now 

there was an awful lot of cloud squashed into the tank, so as soon as Grobbin 

chewed through the wall, cloud began whistling out of it. The noise tore 

through the still morning air and brought all the animals running full pelt 

to the tank.

And there, to their horror, they found Grobbin and Wessel, rolling on the 

ground in fits of laughter, while the cloud hissed out like steam from a kettle.  

Before the animals could do anything to plug up the hole, the cloud had 

escaped and all they could do was watch it spiralling up into the air.

What a disaster! How on earth were the animals going to keep the plants 

alive now? They were very angry with Grobbin and Wessel, and very upset.  

Some of them even started to cry.



Suddenly, Magpie and Kookaburra began making a huge racket!

‘Look at the sky, look at the sky!’ they cried.

Everyone looked up and gasped.  The sky was filled with a huge, grey, 

thundery storm cloud.

In a panic, the animals ran to a nearby rock shelter. Grobbin and Wessel 

were glued to the spot, trembling and staring at the gigantic, dark cloud.

Suddenly, there was a blinding flash of lightning, a deafening rumble of 

thunder, and then the most enormous drops of rain began pelting down 

into the valley.

Grobbin and Wessel ran as fast as they could, and hid in their underground 

cave.  The rain poured down harder and harder, and big hailstones 

hammered the land. It rained and it rained and it rained—all day and  

all night.

Wessel was woken very unpleasantly the next morning by water pouring 

into her nose and mouth. She was cold and wet and this made her very 

grumpy indeed!  Wessel was also very hungry because, since the cloud had 

escaped the tank and the big thundercloud had filled the sky, there had 

not been one twinkle of sunlight.  It was still bucketing with rain.  Wessel 

was so miserable she though she would burst into tears. But just then, she 

heard someone else crying.  It was Grobbin.



‘Oh Wessel’ cried Grobbin, ‘The whole valley is flooded and the water is 

pouring into our cave. Our house is turning into an underground lake! 

Whatever are we to do?’ and he sobbed into his wet hands, just like a baby.

Wessel had never seen Grobbin cry before. It was not something a rock-

eating goblin normally did, and Wessel was a little bit shocked. She looked 

around their cave and saw the water flooding in, and right then, Wessel 

knew just what they needed to do.

‘Grobbin,’ said Wessel firmly. ‘We will have to ask the animals for help.’

Grobbin wiped his wet nose on his wet hand and just nodded unhappily.

Feeling very sorry for themselves, Grobbin and Wessel trudged to the rock 

shelter. All the animals were there, safe and dry, but hungry and worried.

‘We’re so sorry,’ said Wessel and Grobbin. ‘What can we do to help?’

The animals immediately sent the witch and the goblin back out into 

the rain to bring them some food, which didn’t make either of them any 

happier at all. In the meantime, the animals tried to figure out what they 

were going to do about all the water. After Grobbin and Wessel returned, 

and all the animals had eaten something, Kangaroo told them the 

animals’ plan.



‘Now, you can help to make things right again,’ he said sternly, ‘but it is 

going to take a lot of hard work. We need to stop the water building up in 

the valley—so Wombat will lead a team to dig a ditch that will carry some 

of the water away. Echidna and some of the others are going to make a big 

waterhole in one part of the ditch to store some water. Your job is to move 

all the water into the ditch.’

Wessel and Grobbin eagerly agreed and everyone got to work.  While the 

animals dug the ditch and waterhole, Wessel made a broom from some 

twigs and began sweeping water into the channels. Meanwhile, Grobbin 

started emptying their cave with a bucket.

By sunset, the animals had dug a deep waterhole, and the ditch was 

finished.  Wessel was quickly sweeping water into the ditch, which had 

become a creek that flowed out of the valley. And even though it was still 

raining, the water wasn’t getting any deeper.

The next day, the rain wasn’t falling quite so hard.  Wessel was still 

sweeping water into the creek and out of the valley. Grobbin was still 

trying to empty the cave.  It was terribly slow work with only one bucket. 

By the end of the day, the cloud and rain had started to break. The next 

morning, the sun came out.  Wessel ate sunlight until she thought she 

would burst. 



Because so much rain had fallen on the ground, the animals didn’t need 

to water the plants. They came to the water hole and channel every day 

to drink and to check if it was drying up, so they could make sure they 

watered the plants again. But whenever they thought they’d have to start 

watering, the clouds came back into the valley and sent down more rain.  

The birds said that the wind was pushing the clouds across the whole sky 

to wherever rain was needed most.

Wessel still uses her broom to sweep the water into the riverbed when it 

rains. She is rather proud of the river and waterhole now. On sunny days, 

she likes to sit on a rock by the river, eating sunlight and watching the 

water flow by.

Grobbin spends every day trying to empty the water out of their cave, one 

bucket at a time, into the river. It is still very slow work. The underground 

lake is never quite emptied before it rains again, and the river never 

completely dries up because Grobbin is always trying to empty the cave.

Today, the valley looks quite different, but if you look very carefully around 

the waterhole, perhaps you’ll be lucky enough to see a bit of the cloud tank 

or the rock shelter that the animals used.

You might even be lucky enough to catch a glimpse of Wessel the Witch or 

Grobbin the Goblin.



discussion notes
• What does the story tell us about groundwater and surface water?

• Has anyone read any Dreamtime stories?  Do you think they also have 

hidden information?

• Why do you think people might turn important information into 

stories?

• Groundwater is a very important resource to living in dry places.  

Australian Aborigines have many stories about hidden water in them.  

Have a look for Tiddalik the Frog in your library.

Prepared by


