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n the haze' of a summer afternoon, two lions stretched
g across a sunbaked rock. A warm wind blew through the
larger lion’s mane’ as he stood and looked into the distance.
His name was Samson, and he was known for being the most
ferocious lion for many miles around.

He was also known for his exciting stories of adventure.
“It all started,” Samson said with a swagger’, “in a little place
1 like to call the Wild.”

Young Ryan listened as his father told him stories of the
great hunts on the plains of Africa. Ryan could almost feel the
ground tremble with the thunder of hooves from the vast herds
of fleeing wildebeests®.

“We’re talking fast,” Samson said, describing a chase.
“All the other lions had given up the hunt hours ago, except
your old man,” he said to Ryan with a wink. “Fortunately, I
knew a shortcut.”

Ryan’s father described how he single-handedly chased a
wild herd into a gorge.
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“I thought I had em—until the dust cleared.
Classic wildebeest trap',” said the old-timer.

“That’s when I gave them the roar!” Samson bellowed a
loud roar. Ryan’s ears flattened against his head as his father
unleashed the earth-shattering sound. He believed that those
beasts must have fallen like dominos when they heard that
terrible roar.

“That’s it?” Ryan asked, anticipating more.

“I only thought it was over,” Samson said, smiling. “But
they had a secret weapon,” he continued.

Samson and Ryan jumped from the rock and crouched in
the tall grass.

“He was the biggest wildebeest I had ever seen!” Samson
declared as they peered through the grass.

Ryan paid close attention, even though he had heard this
story many times before.

“He was fourteen feet tall!” Samson exclaimed.

Ryan’s ears tilted up. “Fourteen?” He remembered a
different version.

“I meant fourteen hundred and one feet tall,” Samson said
quickly. “And he had two ... no, four of the biggest horns I'd
ever seen!” Ryan’s eyes grew wide as Samson explained that the
animal’s very breath could set the trees of the savannah® on
fire.

“To pull this off, I knew I was gonna have to dig
deep,” Samson told his son. “Deeper than I ever had before.
So I swallowed my fear, sucked in the biggest breath I
could ...”
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Ryan knew that this was where his dad’s big
roar came in. He took in a big breath himself.
“Dad, I'm ready. I can do it!” he shouted, ready to roar like a
huge lion.

“Well, let him have it!” said Samson. “Roar, son!”

The young lion pushed out of the weeds. He threw his
head back and opened his mouth, and out came a scratchy'
squeak.

The crowd outside the lion enclosure pointed at Ryan and
laughed. Samson suddenly let out a ferocious roar to quiet
them.

“Story of my life,” Ryan said as the zoo visitors clapped
for Samson’s booming voice. “Your roar stops a herd of
wildebeests. Mine makes the babies laugh.”

“Hey, c’mon®” Samson said, “that was much better. I’'m
serious; it dropped half an octave’. And it sure scared me. I
mean, look.” Samson held out his giant paw and tried to blow
on the fur without Ryan seeing. “Made my hair stand up on end!”

Ryan shrugged. “Yeah, right, Dad,” he said, and walked
toward his favorite tree.

Samson went after him and tried to get him to roar again.
“Come on. Let’s take it from the top. You were so close.”
He pulled Ryan’s cheeks to make his jaw wide. “Maybe it’s
something technical. Maybe you’re not opening your mouth
wide enough. You’ve got to roar to the wildebeests in the back
row.”

The young lion pulled away from his father. “If you really
wanted me to roar like you, you’d take me to the Wild.”
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Samson was stunned. “Whoa, hold on a sec'.
We’ve got everything we could ever want right
here! A great lifestyle, three squares’ a day ...”

“And it’s boring,” Ryan said flatly. “I’m never going to
learn how to roar here, Dad. But don’t worry, I finally figured
out how we can get to the Wild.”

“You did?”

Ryan nodded enthusiastically. “The pigeons say those
green boxes go there!”

“Ryan, listen. I know you’re frustrated, but a lion finds
his roar ...”

Ryan pointed to his heart. “Here?” he asked impatiently.
The big lion nodded. “Ooohh! I'm so tired of hearing that,
Dad!”

Samson and Ryan suddenly heard a woman scream,
“Aaaagh! Get that rat off my baby!”

Outside the lion enclosure, Benny the squirrel was
desperately trying to snatch a candy bracelet from the hands of
a baby in a stroller’. Benny stopped pulling for a second. “A
rat?” he asked, insulted®.

The woman raised her purse and swung. The blow
knocked Benny onto the pavement, where he landed with a
thud. “Rats don’t got bling like this, lady!” said the angry
squirrel, shaking the candy bracelet in his fist.

He put up his paws in a fighting stance when— whap! — the
purse came down again and launched him into the air.

Benny tumbled over the lion enclosure and right into
Samson’s nose.
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“Benny,” said Samson, sounding as if he had
a head cold, “stealing candy from a baby?” He
sneezed out his small friend, right into Ryan’s open paw.

“Hey, kid,” Benny said, turning to Ryan. “Heard the roar.
Down another octave. So are you ready to cheer me and your
old man as we capture our fifth straight turtle-curling title?”
he asked. That night’s game was a huge sporting event. All
the animals wanted to see if Samson’s team would remain
undefeated.

“I can’t even roar. How would you know I’m there?”
Ryan asked. He turned and headed for his tree.

Samson watched his son disappear in the branches. “So
you really think it dropped an octave?” he asked Benny,
hoping his son’s roar really had gotten a little better.

“Absolutely,” Benny reassured' his friend. “What the
heck” is an octave?”
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t feeding time, Ryan still hadn’t come down from his
Oz tree.

“I just don’t know what his problem is, Benny,” Samson
said, ripping at a piece of meat from the feeding drawer. “He’s
eleven, but he’s still roaring at a nine-year-old level.”

Benny took a bite of his own dinner, a meaty little acorn.
“Maybe you’re setting the bar too high for him with all your
stories about Samson the Wild.”

“Hey. He’s always loved those stories. They inspire him.”

“Okay, okay,” Benny agreed. “I’m not gonna' argue with
someone who could use my tail as dental floss>.” He suddenly
made a face. “Um, Sammy,” he said, raising his tiny lip and
pointing at his front tooth, “you got something here.”

Samson was about to use his giant claw as a toothpick
when a voice announcing the zoo’s closing came over the
loudspeaker.

“Attention, friends,” it blared, “before you leave, stop
by the gift shop and get the most popular plush in America,
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Nigel, the I Like You koala. And have a really
nice day!”

As the zoo visitors happily clutched their Nigel plush
toys and headed for the exits, Samson and Benny breathed a
sigh of relief. Benny craned his neck up and looked around.
“Finally,” he said, “the zoo will officially be ours in
T-minus' three, two ...” He could see the lights of the city
begin to twinkle as the zookeeper pulled the main gate shut
for the night. “And ... showtime!” Benny said as an elephant
raised his trunk and trumpeted” with all his might.

With all the humans finally gone for the night, every
animal in the zoo quietly hurried toward the ice for the curling
competition.

A chubby little koala named Nigel — the one the toy
was named for —tried to leap over a fence from his tree.
Unfortunately, he got caught on the fence, fell to the ground,
and was stomped by an elephant. But he kept on going.

In the zoo’s fountain, a giant anaconda named Larry
squeezed from a huge marble spout shaped like an elephant’s
trunk.

At the same time, a group of pink flamingos used the
long neck of a giraffe as a ramp to make their escape. The
giraffe’s name was Bridget, and she patiently waited as the
flamingos scurried up her neck and over the fence.

Despite their huge difference in size, Benny the squirrel
had a crush’ on Bridget. He was determined to ask her out.

He rushed up to her with the candy bracelet and said,
“This is for you, honey. It goes around your left hoof.”
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