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Long, long ago—longer ago than 
all the once upon on a times in all 
the stories you’ve ever heard or 
ever read—there was a cave; and 
in that cave lived three brothers: 
Ug, Bug, and Dug.

Ug was the eldest. He was 
really brave and really strong. He 

was the best hunter in the family. 
He always carried a wooden club 
around with him. Every day he 
would say “Hah!” to show how 
tough he was!

Bug was younger than Ug but 
older than Dug. He was also quite 
brave and quite strong, but he was 
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wasting his time. If they could have, 
they would have said, “Oh what 
are we going to do about Dug? 
He can’t run fast! He’s not strong! 
And he’s rubbish at hunting! All he 
does is paint those silly pictures on 
our nice clean walls. He needs a 
good career like hunting... or tool-
making... or, erm... hunting!”

However they couldn’t say 
this because language had not yet 
been invented properly, so all they 
could say they was: “Ug and Bug 
good hunters! Dug silly! He just go 
painty painty painty!”

You’ve probably realised by 
now that Oompah, Loompah, Ug, 
Bug, and Dug were cave people. 
They were part of a clan called 
the Oogadugga Oogadugga 
Oogadugga clan—which basically 
translates as: “Big Family In A Cave 
Clan.”

(A clan, by the way, is like a 
tribe—but clan sounds much more 
cave like.)

very fast and could run for a very 
long time. Bug always carried a 
wooden spear tipped with a sharp 
piece of bone. Every day he would 
say “Huh!” to show how tough he 
was!

Ug and Bug used to tease Dug. 
Dug wasn’t good at hunting and 
wasn’t good at running. He wasn’t 
very strong either. He spent too 
much time thinking, his brothers 
said, and too much time painting. 
Oh how he loved to paint!

When he had time, Dug loved 
to paint the walls of the cave. The 
cave had lots of small chambers 
which went back and back, deeper 
into the hillside. He would grind 
up coloured rocks and roots and 
mix them with the fat that dripped 
off the meat into the fire. Then he 
would paint this on the walls with a 
stick or leaf or feather—or just his 
fingers. He loved getting paint on 
his hands!

His parents Oompah and 
Loompah thought that he was 
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about. Tall ones, short ones, hairy 
ones, scary ones. Ones who lived 
in trees and ones who didn’t have 
knees.

In those days people, no 
matter what sort they were, kept 
themselves to themselves. If one 
clan saw another clan they would 
probably fight each other or just 
run away from each other. They 
certainly wouldn’t discuss what a 
fine day it was or where to find the 
best berries or what their favourite 
type of snow was! So as a result not 
many ideas got passed around.

Some clans were more 
advanced than others. Some clans 
had more technology than others. 
Some had fire and some didn’t. It 
was as simple as that. Those that 
had fire generally found that life 
was a lot more comfortable and 
that they could eat more interesting 
food than those who didn’t have 
fire. Imagine eating uncooked 
earthworms, raw bark, and snails in 
their shells. Yuck!

Alongside these five family 
members, there were also the boys’ 
Uncle Unky and Auntie Punky; their 
Granny Ganky and Grandad Manky; 
and their next door neighbour 
Lanky, who had come to live with 
them after a bear had stolen his 
cave.

Lanky was very tall and kept 
hitting his head on stalactites in 
the Oogadugga cave.

The cave was very damp and 
very echoey. If you were there 
right now and listened very hard, 
you would hear the constant drip, 
drip, drip of water. It was also very 
cold—especially in winter—but 
luckily the clan did have central 
heating.

Well—they had a fire right 
in the middle of their cave. You 
couldn’t really say that the fire made 
the cave cosy—but it definitely 
improved it.

Now, here is a difficult thing 
to explain. At the time of this story 
there were lots of different humans 
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Even though the Oogadugga 
Oogadugga Oogadugga clan had 
fire, they didn’t know how to make 
it. There were no matches or lighters 
in those days. The Oogadugga 
Oogadugga Oogadugga clan had 
got their fire years ago, before Dug 
was born.

It had been really hot and dry, 
and the sun had set fire to the long 
grass. Oompah had taken a piece 
of burning bush back to their cave 
but they had no idea how to make 
fire itself. They just kept their fire 
going by feeding it twenty times a 
day. The fire was a bit like their pet. 
They even had a name for it: Figgy, 
which meant “hungry hot thing” in 
their language.

They would feed it dry leaves, 
dry moss, and dry twigs to keep 
it going so that it never went 
out. Once a week, Ug, Bug, Dug, 
Oompah, Loompah, Unky, Punky, 
Ganky, Manky, and Lanky took it in 
turns to watch Figgy to make sure 
it never went out. In those days 
they had a ten-day week.

They lived like this for years, 
and had no idea what they would 
do if it went out.

Dug loved feeding Figgy, 
especially at night time when 
everyone else was asleep. He would 
stare into the flames and think of 
stories and what he was going to 
paint next.

One night it was Dug’s turn to 
watch Figgy. He was really looking 
forward to this because he was in 
the middle of painting his best art 
yet. It was a painting of a woolly 
mammoth, a woolly rhino, and a 
giant elk who were having a race. 
He could

only paint when everyone was 
asleep, otherwise they would tease 
him or complain at him—or even 
get angry at him.

So he waited until the only 
noise he could hear was snoring, 
then he piled plenty of twigs on 
Figgy so it would burn for a long 
time without needing more food. He 
pulled a burning branch from Figgy 
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They knew that without fire 
they could not survive—or at least 
their life would be miserable from 
now on.

“No worry!” Ug said. “Me go 
find fire! Me strong. Me brave! Me 
bring back fire!”

So Ug left the cave as soon 
as it was light, and the rest of the 
clan all huddled together. No-
one talked to Dug. Everyone was 
extremely moody because they 
knew they would have to eat 
uncooked earthworms, raw bark, 
and snails in their shells—when 
they could have been eating roast 
rabbit, hot beetroot, and baked 
fish.

On his journey Ug bumped 
into a woolly rhinoceros. “Hey you, 
hairy horn guy! I want fire! Where 
find fire?”

“Well,” the rhino said. “I 
do believe that very soon a 
thunderstorm will come along. You 
see my horn gets a little bit itchy 
when a storm is coming. If you wait 

and went into the back chamber 
where he had left his painting kit. 
He wedged the burning stick into 
the wall and started to paint. He 
was enjoying this so much that he 
lost all idea of time.

(Actually, that was quite easy 
to do; no one had invented time 
yet.)

When he finally finished, he 
took the burning stick (which was 
almost at its end) and stepped 
back from the wall to look at his 
painting—but then tripped on a 
rock and dropped his torch and 
ended up in darkness.

He fumbled his way out of 
the back chamber to take more fire 
from Figgy—but oh no! Figgy had 
gone out!

It was now very cold in the 
cave—and, one by one, the clan 
started to wake up.

“No!” they all cried. “What you 
done Dug? Too much painty painty! 
Not enough watchy watchy! You 
bad bad boy! We all gonna freeze!”
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lightning. A bolt of lightning hit the 
tree, setting fire to it. Ug bravely 
snapped off a burning branch and 
carried it carefully all the way back 
to the Oogadugga cave.

He had almost reached the 
cave when Oompah and Loompah 
saw him.

“Look!” Oompah said. “Clever 
Ug come back with fire!”

The whole clan came out to 
greet him. They were cheering and 
jumping up and down, which made 
Ug very proud—so he showed off 
by doing a backflip!

Oh dear me! Silly Ug. He 
landed badly and dropped the 
burning branch in a nearby swamp. 
Out went the flame!

“No! Silly Ug! Clumsy, clumsy 
caveboy!” Loompah said.

“Me sorry,” Ug said.
“No worry,” Bug said. “Me go 

find fire!”
So off went Bug, leaving the 

rest of the clan in a really sulky 
mood. Now no-one was talking to 
Dug or Ug.

by an old dry tree, with a bit of luck 
it might get hit by lightning; then 
you’ll have your fire. And oh, by 
the way: please stop hunting us. 
We are nearly extinct!”

(Just in case you are 
wondering, at the time of this story, 
although people couldn’t talk very 
well, animals had a surprisingly 
large vocabulary and spoke very 
eloquently.)

“Thank you!” Ug said.
Now although Ug was not the 

cleverest caveman on the planet, 
he knew that only the tallest and 
driest tree might catch fire if struck 
by lightning. He found the perfect 
tree and waited by it. 

He waited…
…and waited…
After many hours Ug heard a 

rumble. He got very excited. “Here 
comes storm!” he thought.

But the rumbling was his very 
hungry tummy.

More time passed, and 
eventually a storm did come—
with lots of thunder and lots of 
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twitch, which means that a volcano 
is about to erupt. So if you wait by 
that one there, very soon I am sure 
it will be flowing with red hot lava. 
You can dip a branch in it, and you 
will get your fire. And oh, by the 
way, please stop hunting us. We’re 
nearly extinct!”

“Thank you,” Bug said—and 
he went on his way.

As he approached the foot of 
the volcano, he heard a rumbling… 
but it was his very hungry tummy! 
So he waited…

…and waited…
Eventually he could feel the 

ground shake beneath his feet—
and then…

“BOOM!”
…bright red lava spat out of 

the volcano and flowed down the 
slope!

Bug ran as fast as he could to 
the lava and dipped in his spear, 
which caught fire instantly. He then 
ran back towards the Oogadugga 
cave.

Bug walked for about half a 
day without knowing where he was 
going. Eventually he bumped into 
a giant elk.

An elk is like a really big deer—
so a giant elk is like a massive super 
deer. One day later, archaeologists 
and people who study cavemen 
gave these creatures a very long 
name: Megaloceros (“meh-ga-
loss-eros”). This means “giant 
horn”—because its antlers are so 
big!

(It’s not to be confused, by 
the way, with the rather scary 
Megalosaurus (“meh-ga-lo-saw-
russ”), which is like a humongous 
T-Rex and lived even longer ago 
than the Megaloceros. Why was 
everything in ancient times so 
ginormous?!)

“Hey you, massive cactus 
head!” Bug said. “Me need fire! 
Where I find fire?”

“Well,” the very friendly 
Megaloceros said. “Just this 
morning my antlers began to 
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good at hunting. You silly boy! You 
can’t find fire! All you do is painty 
painty painty!”

“Well, I will jolly well give it 
a go!” Dug said, and walked off—
leaving the rest of the Oogadugga 
Oogadugga Oogadugga clan 
sulking more than ever.

Fairly soon, Dug came across 
a very friendly woolly mammoth.

“Excuse me, Oh great Tusk 
Master: do you know where I can 
find fire?”

“Well,” the very friendly 
mammoth said. “Every night I see 
a bright light coming from a cave 
over there…” 

And he pointed to a mountain 
with his trunk.

“Every evening as it gets 
dark that cave lights up and glows 
orange. My guess is that whoever 
lives in that cave has fire. Perhaps 
they might share it with you. Oh, 
and by the way: can you please 
stop hunting us? as we are nearly 
extinct.”

As he approached the cave, 
Oompah and Loompah could see 
him.

“Look! Good Bug! He got 
fire!” Oompah said.

Everyone cheered and clapped 
and jumped up and down—which 
made Bug incredibly proud. He 
started twiddling his burning spear 
just like a modern-day majorette.

Oh dear me! The spear flew 
out of his hands, straight into to 
the swamp—and out went the fire 
with a hiss.

“No! No! Silly Bug! No more 
fire!” Loompah said.

Everyone sulked even more 
than before.

“Me sorry,” Bug said.
Oompah and Loompah 

looked at each other. “What we 
gonna do?”

“Don’t you worry,” said Dug, 
whose language was far more 
advanced than the rest of his clan. 
“I will go and find fire!”

“You?” they all said. “You no 
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little old lady said. She gathered up 
some twigs into a pile on the floor, 
then she started to roll the stick 
forwards and backwards in her 
hands, with one end of the stick 
drilling into the lump of wood.

Backwards and forwards 
rolled the stick in her hands. Time 
went by, and the little old lady 
began to sweat—but soon a thin 
spiral of smoke appeared from 
the lump of wood. She blew on it 
gently and the smoke got thicker.

Dug looked on amazed. He 
couldn’t believe his eyes. A tiny 
amount of hot ash had formed on 
the lump of wood, and the little 
old lady tapped this onto to an 
old birds’ nest made of dry leaves, 
moss, and grass. She gently blew 
into the nest and it started to glow. 

And… Wow! It caught fire! 
The little old lady carried this over 
to the pile of twigs and started a 
proper bonfire.

Dug held his head in disbelief. 
The little old lady had made fire! 

“Thank you very much 
indeed—you have been so kind 
and helpful,” Dug said, and off he 
went.

Dug climbed up the mountain 
(which was actually a very brave 
thing to do) and eventually reached 
the cave. Inside was a little old 
lady—but no sign of fire.

“Hello dear,” the little old lady 
said. “I guess you have come for 
fire?”

“Yes,” Dug said, who was 
amazed; not only did the little old 
lady know why he was there, but 
she spoke the same language as 
him.

(Strange, you might think, 
that he wasn’t at all surprised by 
the talking mammoth...)

“Well,” the little old lady said, 
“this is what you need.”

She gave Dug a lump of wood 
and a stick.

“What do I do with this?” Dug 
asked.

“Let me show you deary,” the 
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Oompah, Loompah, Unky, 
Punky, Ganky, Manky and Lanky 
hit their heads in despair—while 
Ug and Bug just laughed at Dug 
and punched his arm.

“Told you! Dug so silly!” they 
said.

But just like the little old lady 
had shown him, Dug rolled the 
stick backwards and forwards in 
his hands. Even though it took him 
longer than the little old lady, and 
even though poor Dug sweated 
and sweated, eventually… the 
smoke came.

Dug placed some dry grass 
over the smoke, and blew on it. 

Everyone was amazed. Their 
mouths and eyes opened wide. 
Ganky began to cry. Unky began 
to laugh like a hyena—then Lanky 
hopped about, until he banged his 
head yet again on a stalactite.

“Oh Dug! Clever Boy!” they all 
said.

They slapped him on the back 
in a very friendly way, and then all 

He’d seen never seen anything like 
it in his life!

“That is amazing,” Dug said. 
“You must be magic!”

“Oh no, I’m not magic—
whatever ‘magic’ means. It’s not 
that difficult, it just takes a lot of 
effort. Here you are: you can have 
my kit.” And she handed Dug the 
stick and the lump of wood.

Dug held this kit as if it were 
the most precious thing on the 
planet, and carried it all the way back 
to the Oogadugga Oogadugga 
Oogadugga clan. 

When he was close enough 
for the very sulky clan to see him, 
Oompah and Loompah just shook 
their heads.

“Oh dear! Typical Dug! He so 
silly! Not got fire!” Ug said.

“Yes I have,” Dug said. “Look!”
But when Dug showed them 

a lump of wood and a stick, they 
actually got angry with him.

“Oh Dug! Naughty boy! This 
not fire!” Oompah said.



Ug, Bug, and Dug  |  Copyright © 2020 Andy Lawrence  |  Page 11

burst into song. It was probably 
the first ever song in history, and it 
went like this…

For he’s a jolly good fellow 
For he’s a jolly good fellow 
For he’s a jolly good fe-eh-low… 
And so say all of us!

The Oogadugga Oogadugga 
Oogadugga clan now had fire 
whenever they wanted. They never 
had to eat uncooked earthworms, 
raw bark, or snails in their shells 
ever again. 

As for Dug, he was allowed 
to paint as much and whenever he 
wanted, and many of his paintings 
are still around today—but no one 
has found them yet… To listen along with this story, 

download the
Epic Storytime Podcast

using your favourite podcast app
or by visiting www.epictales.co.uk


