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The Gollipoo

Gollipoos are hard to describe because they change sofi ! 01 | l eave a Ilight on, b
quickly. As a matter of fat®O9Mi®% no time at all the
longer Gollipoos. AL

right Grandma, i said
One little Gollipoo who lived with her mama, papa and mother began to close the bedroom door ‘the Gollipoo cried
grandmother was quite normal in every way that is normal A No Grandma, please donodt

to Gol l'i poos, except that she W3S afendl 9 a%fk Bt ® Nt h e Oc
things. She sat on the edge of the bed for the longest while, look
The Gollipoo did not like going to bed because she was INg at the little Gollip')loo with a strange expressionl.' Finally
afraid of being alone, especially in the dark. So, after her the Gollipoo asked, "Grandma, what's the matter?
grandmother had tucked her in the Gollipoo said, « gt ngos. the matter my c
iGrandma, please leave the fd tﬁlr{’klﬁg tHAt"t is Qime for you to take a trip to the zoo.

Oh my little Gollipoo, o s dpudyadlikgtedodat? sherask@dr e i s not

fi
here to be afraid of.o "Oh yes Grandma, that would be wonderful."

know, 0 said the Gol |l i poerpenfblbtosiep &nd driorrow Plid¥afge k't ©N
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The next day the Gollipoo went to the zoo with her mother and father. For some reason her grandmother had decided
go. This seemed a bit strange since the idea of goin
excited and quickly forgot about Grandma.

When Mama, Pappa and Gollipoo passed through the gates of the zoo, Gollipoo became so excited that she ran off i
crowd. She rushed from cage to cage looking at all kinds of interesting creatures. The Gollipoo was having a very, gooc
such a good time that she soon was very lost. She had wandered beyond the normal area of the zoo into the place w
and speci al ani mals are kept before theydre given cag
came to one that had thi&ggest tiger she had ever seen.




The big cat, who was lying on his side in the center of the
cage, appeared to be tired and very old. As the Gollipoo
walked around the cage the old cat never moved. Sud-
denly the Gollipoo heard a voice coming from inside the
cage. "Hello Gollipoo," said the voice. The Gollipoo
looked around to see who was speaking, but found no
one.

"Hello Gollipoo, it's me," said the voice again. The Gol-
lipoo continued to look for the person who was speaking,
but the voice was coming from inside the cage. As the
Gollipoo examined the tiger, she noticed he had a strange
look about him. As she looked carefully at his face, she
saw what appeared to be a smile. No, she knew that ti-
gers don't smile. It couldn't be that. But when she heard
the voice again, she saw the tiger's lips slightly moving.
The voice was coming from the tiger!

The Gollipoo thought to herself, "This can't be. Tigers

don't tal k and

doing both!

they surely

"Hello Gollipoo," said the tiger, "I've been expecting you."

"You have?0 asked the Goll

"Yes, most Gollipoos visit me eventually. Some come
when they're little like you, others wait a while. Of course
there are a few that never make it, and that's too bad."

"Tiger," asked the Gollipoo, "how did you know that |
would come today?"

"You're grandmot hiseold tadylyal
know. " As the tiger said
way that the Gollipoo did not understand. He was reme
bering something he did not care to reveal.

The Gollipoo wondered how Grandma could have known :
tiger like this. He was so scary, but then he was old, and ¢
was her grandmother. She thought to herself, "Maybe a
old people just know each other. I'll have to ask her when

ggtéamet smile. o0 But this on
"She won't tell you," said the tiger.
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She won't tell me what?"
"How she knows an old tiger like me."

"How did you know what | was thinking?" asked the Gol-
lipoo.

Slowly, and with an air intended to reveal his own wis-
dom, the tiger said, i Oh, |

The Gollipoo was beginning to feel at home in the pres-
ence of the old cat. He seemed so lazy and his eyes so
languid, but also a bit mysterious, which peaked her in-
terest.

"How old are you?" asked the Gollipoo.
"A lot older than you think," he replied.

"You have such wonderful stripes and soft looking fur.
Is it as soft as it looks?" asked the Gollipoo.

"Oh, it's even softer than it looks. Would you like to
stroke it?" The tiger' s tone becaweryencouraging.

The Gollipoo considered the tiger's invitation to stroke
his fur and then replied, "Yes | would. Why don't you
come over here by the bars so | can reach in and pet
you?" The thought of reaching into a tiger's cage would
have normally been much too scary for the Gollipoo to
even think about, but this old cat had a kindly air that was
putting the Gollipoayuiteat ease.

The old cat never moved. He sighed or purred, it was
hard for the Gollipoo to tell the difference. He was so old
that the one sound had become indistinguishable from the
other. "What's the matter Tiger?" asked the Gollipoo
with a concerned tone in her voice.

"Oh I'm so old and tired that it is painful for me to move
about, that's all," answered the tiger. "It would be much
easier for you to come in here," he added.

Though the Gollipoo had become quite comfortable in

the presence of this very big tiger, she was not comfort-
able enough to actually enter the cage. Besides, how
could she get in? The cage was locked.

Not wanting to show her fear, the Gollipoo said, "Yes,
that would be okay but | can't get in for the same reason
that you can't get out; your cage is locked and | don't
have the key." The Gollipoo was feeling quite good
about her clever answer, when the old cat once again sur-
prised her.

"Gollipoo, you don't need a key to get in," replied the
tiger.

"Well of course | do," said the Gollipoo and then thought
to herself, "Certainly this wise old cat is smart enough to
see that the door has a lock on it."

Again the cat surprised her, he had read her mind,
5

"Gollipoo you don't need to use the door to get in."

The Gollipoo was getting accustomed to this strange
form of conversation that required no words and said
with a bit of contempt in her voice, "Of course | do."

"Listen Gollipoo," the tiger's voice changed, "l have been

Wstied by Gallipeps feraongerrtr@mypu canhimagine sand.
none of them has ever needed the door to get it."

The change of tone in the tiger's voice scared the Golli-
poo, but his words intrigued her. "What could he possi-
bly mean by that?" she wondered.

She stood by the bars for a long time saying nothing. The
tiger also grew silent. After a while the Gollipoo placed
her hands on the bars of the cage and leaned forward res
ing herself. As she pressed her forehead against the bal
she discovered, quite by chance, what the old cat hac
meant. The Gollipoo's head slid between the bars. It was
a tight fit, but she could pass between the steel bars.

The tiger was still lying on his side facing away from the
Gollipoo. "So now you understand,” said the tiger with-
out looking toward the Gollipoo.

The Gollipoo knew that the cat had not been able to see
her, but she was now fully accustomed to his uncanny
powers. "Yes | do," replied the Gollipoo.

"Then come in and sit with me for a while, and I'll let you
stroke my fur." T h everyten- g e
couraging. So, without hesitation, the Gollipoo pushed
her little body through the bars; it actually fit quite easily,
and she entered the cage.
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Now while all this was taking place in the back of the
zoo, the Gollipoo's parents were frantically searching for
their missing Gollipoo. They went in different directions
and looked in each of the buildings and displays. They
asked everyone they met, "Have you seen our Gollipoo?"

Some said, "No, o and
for only a moment and then moved on."

Finally they came to the policeman, whose job it was to
watch out for things such as this. He had seen the Golli-
poo several times, and he said something strange, "You
know," he said to her parents, "she went from cage to
cage and from building to building with such," he paused
while trying to find just the right words for what he had
seen, "... with such determination that | thought she must
be a regular visitor to the zoo. She also appeared to be
looking for something or someone and wasn't quite sure
where it or they had gone." The officer shook his head
and said, "Lost you say, she certainly did not look lost to
me. More like she had lost... no, no," he stopped again

6

ot her s

and pondered, "no, more like she was searching. But
lost, no, definitely not lost."

"Well," replied the Gollipoo's mother, "she is lost and we
can't find her."
"Then let's get,.sqne h(?lp agduv¥e wgl ﬁengh\,\t,hae é/vho e

z8ccuhtifwe find Ref.">

The officer began to talk into his radio, and within a few
minutes the head zookeeper, several more policemen an
a number of other zoo workers had all assembled and
search was quickly organized.

*kk



The tiger, having sensed that the Gollipoo had entered his
cage, never moved. The Gollipoo stood just inside the
cage with one hand stretched out behind her holding on
to the bars. "Your grandmother was afraid too!" the tiger

said in a casual tone, which caught the Gollipoo by sur-

prise.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"Yes, your grandmother visited me once, a very long

time ago. You are much like her..." the tiger paused and
pondered before adding, "maybe that's why she sent
you." The Gollipoo could no longer resist. The tiger had

roused her curiosity so much that she forgot about her
fear of him. "Come sit by me," said the tiger once again,

and the Gollipoo did.

The Gollipoo sat behind the tiger and began to stroke his
fur. It was softer than it looked and surprisingly warm.
The Gollipoo began to feel at ease sitting next to this very
large, very old, very wise, and though she did not yet
know it, verycunningtiger.

"Yes, she visited me," began the tiger, "it wasn't much o
a visit though," he said after a pause. The Gollipoo coul
see that the tiger was thinking back to that time so lon
ago. "Perhaps this time things will go better,” he said
very softly as if he didn't want the Gollipoo to hear, and
she did not.

"Tell me about her visit," asked the Gollipoo.

"I would rather know more about you," said the tiger,
quickly changing the subject. "Are you here all by your-
self?" The tiger moved his head just enough to look
around the perimeter of his cage as he asked the questic

The Gollipoo quickly slid back a few feet when the tiger
moved. She was feeling comfortable sitting next to himr
when he was motionless, but his sudden movement sta
tled her. The tiger sensed he had moved too quickly an
silently chided himself, "Slowly old boy, slowly, she's

probably got the same stuff her grandmother had. Tak
your time."
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The tiger slowly laid his great head back on the floor of
the cage and asked, "Did | frighten you?"

"Yes, a bit," answered the Gollipoo.

"I'm sorry, | was just getting a bit stiff. The floor is quite
hard you know. | wish the zookeeper would give me
some straw or something soft to lay on," he added wist-
fully. His ploy worked. The Gollipoo nestled herself
against him and began to stroke his fur. She said, "You
poor old tiger, the zookeeper should take better care of
such a nice tiger like you." The old cat softly purred with
satisfaction.

The zookeeper was now almost finished with his search
of the public part of the zoo, and still there was no sign of
the Gollipoo, although many people had seen her. It
seemed that she had been everywhere.

The zookeeper gathered his helpers and began to instruct
them as to how they would search the back part of the
zoo. Workers were dispatched in pairs to various corners
of the zoo's working area and a final careful sweep of
every corner of the zoo was begun. The keeper was cer-
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tain they would find the Gollipoo. He reassured the Gol-
|l i poods parents and then |

"Gollipoo," asked the tiger, "do you know where a tiger's
softest fur is?"

"No," replied the Gollipoo.
"It's on my tummy."

The Gollipoo leaned over the tiger to try and see his
tummy, but he was so big, and she was so small that sh
coul dndét see. The tiger
around here." The Gollipoo, without giving it a second

thought, got up, walked around the huge cat, and sai
down alongside his stomach.

She was now sitting between his front and rear paws.
The old cat once again began to purr. "Take your time
old boy, take your ti me,
be."

The Gollipoo buried her hands in the soft fur of the tiger's
underbelly and began to softly rub his stomach. The old
cat played his part perfectly; he laid motionless and
purred.
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The search for the Gollipoo had been underway for over
an hour, and the searchers were finally closing in on the
area where the old cat's cage was located. They could be
heard in the distance shouting to one another.

When the tiger heard the shouting he knew that he was
running out of time. He had to act now. His fur really was

wonderful to touch and he had made himself appear so
docile that the Gollipoo was now fully at ease in his pres-

ence.

"Nowbs the time old boy,
big cat began to project the long sharp claws that he had
kept carefully retracted. One paw at a time he extended
them to their full limit. His plan was to swing his power-
ful front paws down into the Gollipoo and pull her
against his belly, while he jumped to his feet. The antici-
pation caused his upper lip to quiver, and as it did, one of
his long white teeth was uncovered.

The Gollipoo, who had been completely absorbed in her
rubbing of the cat's tummy, saw just a glimmer of light

he

bounce off that huge tooth. Without an instant of hesita-
tion, both the Gollipoo and the tiger reacted.

Pushing off the cat's tummy with her hands and the floor
with her feet, the Gollipoo sent herself hurtling away

from the tiger. At the s
claws came whistling toward her, but missed. The old
cat had been right, he wasn't as fast as he used to be al
this Gollipoo was unusually speedy, just as her grand-
mother had been.

said to himself. Sl owl vy
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