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A strong curtain-raiser for the ellermann Fold-out Feelings series 

Two animal families make their new homes in the jungle. But whilst the shy tiger Jonty is rather 
nervous and prefers to stay close to Mum, the little Orang-Utan Olivia bounces around all over 
the place. Sometimes we feel really scared, and sometimes we feel really brave. What happens 
when two characters meet - one bold and one fearful? As you’ll discover in the middle of this 
book, with its big fold-out double page: they can become best friends! 

• Reticence and boldness: an entertaining way to tackle opposing feelings. 

• Fold-out central page reconciles the two emotions. 
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I Can Do It! 

This is Olivia. 
Just look at the reddish glow of her shiny coat. Isn’t it beautiful! 
Everyone who knows Olivia immediately takes a liking to her, because she’s friendly and always 
cheerful. She’s also often wild and on the lookout for adventure. And sometimes that can be 
quite a strain on others. 
 
What a sight! Olivia’s family are delighted to move into their new house. The things they 
discover! 
“Who’s going to reach the top first?” shouts Olivia, racing up the tree trunk. “Wow, I can see the 
moon!” 
“Come down at once!” snaps her father. “That’s much too high. Children sleep on the first floor.” 
“But I shan’t fall!” protests Olivia, and she jumps into the next tree. “See what I can do?” 
She swings so crazily on a liana that she almost does a somersault. “Just you wait. That was 
nothing. I’ll do it again!” 
Mummy sighs. “I can’t bear to watch…Come down at once and help us move in.” 
“Ugh, what a bore!” moans Olivia. But then she gets hold of her pillow. 
“Pillow fight!” she yells at the other ape children, and before you can say “banana”, there’s a wild 
battle up in the tree. 
“So do you like it here?” asks Grandma, as she puts Olivia to bed. 
“Yes!” shouts Olivia, “and I’d like us to stay here forever!” 
“Well, we’ll see,” smiles Grandpa. “At least the river is far enough away not to be a danger to us.” 
“And I’m now big enough to take care of myself,” promises Olivia with a yawn. 
“Eyes shut and no more talking,” says Daddy. But it still takes quite a while for all the ape 
children to fall asleep. 
Mummy strokes her round tummy. “I hope my next baby will be at least a bit less cocky…” 
 
During the night, Olivia is woken up by a strange noise. With thumping heart she listens in the 
darkness. Her eyes are wide open, so that she won’t miss anything, “I’m the fearless jungle 
pirate!” she whispers, clenching her fists. “Come on out, I dare you, you villain, you sea dragon. 
You’ve got no chance against Pirate Olly and her ship!” Olivia bounces up and down on the 
branch. “Rough seas, big waves!” Then her pillow falls down from the tree. 
“Ouch!” says a snake, and hurries away into the bushes. 
Olivia climbs up to Daddy and shakes him awake. 
“Daddy, I’ve just saved us all from a sea monster!” 
“What am I going to do with you, Olly? You’re an orang-utan, not a tiger!” mutters Daddy, and he 
goes to sleep again. 
 
During the next few days, Olivia and her cousins explore the region. “Always stick close 
together,” Daddy warns them every day before they set off.  
“Yes, yes, of course,” Olivia always promises. 
It’s lucky that Daddy doesn’t know she often wanders off on her own. And more than once she’s 
almost lost her way. 
But even that can’t stop her from being cheerful. After all, there’s so much to explore. And 
there’s always someone she can play with. 
 
But something is worrying Olivia all the same. 
“Tell me about it,” says Grandpa, when he sees her sitting alone on the swing. 
Olivia shrugs her shoulders and points at the others, who are tumbling around further away. 
“Everybody loves everybody else, and we’ve all got one another, but…” 
“But?” asks Grandpa. 
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“But I wish I had somebody who only loved me,” says Olivia quietly. “Someone I didn’t have to 
share with everybody else.”  
Grandpa puts his arm round her shoulders. “I know what you mean. You know, I was exactly the 
same when I was young. But one day my wish was granted…” 
“Tell me about it!” asks Olivia, cuddling up in Grandpa’s embrace. 
She listens intently as Grandpa tells the story of how, when he was a little boy, he got to know 
his very best friend. 
“And can that happen to me too?” asks Olivia. 
“But of course,” says Grandpa. “You must simply be patient and believe that it’s going to 
happen.” 
“Patient?” asks Olivia doubtfully. 
Grandpa smiles. “This might help,” he says, and he shows Olivia a little wooden ball. It’s made of 
many tiny pieces of wood. But before Olivia can take it, he squeezes it apart and lets the little 
pieces fall into her hand. 
“You can train yourself to be patient,” he says. Olivia can hardly wait to sit on her own and put 
the puzzle together again. The river bank would be the best place, as she’s sure to be alone 
there… 
 
 
“What are doing?” a voice asks suddenly. Olivia looks up in surprise. She hadn’t seen anyone else 
on the river bank. 
The young crocodile points to her patience puzzle.  “Give it to me.” 
“No.” Olivia shakes her head. 
“Pfff, all right, don’t give it to me. My name’s Rokko. What’s yours?” The crocodile raises his nose 
in the air. 
Olivia tells him her name and stands up. She quickly hides the patience puzzle behind her back. 
“I live over there,” says Rokko, pointing to one of the little islands in the river. “If you like, you 
can be my friend…” 
For a moment, Olivia doesn’t know what to say. It’s actually great, and is exactly what she was 
wishing for – but on the other hand, she’s not sure if she likes Rokko or not. He hasn’t actually 
asked if she wants to be his friend… 
“…but only if you pass a bravery test,” Rokko adds. “In two days from now, we’ll meet here at the 
same time.” 
And before Olivia can answer, Rokko has dived under the water and disappeared. 
 
“Always listen to your heart and your tummy,” Grandpa warns Olivia as she’s about to set off for 
her bravery test. “And don’t rush into anything.” He’s said that to her several times over the last 
two days since she told him about the meeting with Rokko. 
“I’ll be careful, Grandpa,” promises Olivia. 
She can already feel her heart thumping a bit. Because in Grandpa’s story, his best friend never 
imposed a condition beforehand, or demanded anything from him. And somehow it doesn’t feel 
right anyway. But Olivia is far too curious not to go. That would be like running away, which is 
definitely not her style.  
When Olivia turns off the track to go to the river, the old parrot screeches: “Stooop! Nooo 
ennntrrry!” But Olivia pretends not to hear him. 
 
Olivia reaches the river bank, and looks around. There’s no sign of Rokko anywhere. “But we’d 
fixed the time and place,” mumbles Olivia. 
She aimlessly pokes a branch around in the sand and wonders what she should do now. But just 
as she’s decided to go home, she hears him call. 
“Hello, I’m over here!” Rokko waves at her from his island. 
But what happens next? He turns round and also waves to the other bank! 
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And there stands a boy tiger. 
Olivia stares in surprise at him across the river. 
“OK,” shouts Rokko. “You know the rules. Whichever of you wants to be my friend must show 
what they’re made of.” He bares his teeth in a grin. “Any friend of mine has got to be cool.” 
Olivia lets the pieces of the patience puzzle click through her fingers. This is where it gets 
serious. She is concentrating so hard that she doesn’t notice that suddenly there are turtles 
creeping out of the river. They watch the three animal children attentively. 
“Are you ready?” roars Rokko. 
“Ready!” shouts Olivia, hopping up and down in all the excitement. 
“On your marks…” roars Rokko, pointing to the tiger. 
“Ugh, so he’s going to be first!” moans Olivia impatiently. 
“You must climb the gigantic giant tree and give me a signal when you get to the top!”  
“That’s easy,” complains Olivia. “I could do that with my eyes shut.” 
“And you,” says Rokko pointing to Olivia, “must swim across the river to join me on the island.” 
Olivia frowns and folds her arms. 
Wait a moment… 
The sounds of the jungle seem to fade away, as if every creature is holding its breath.  
The fact that, of all things, Rokko is telling her to swim…even though…Olivia is sick and tired of 
her family’s constant warnings to “be careful, don’t do anything too risky.” Bravery tests are a 
doddle for her – she spends the whole day thinking them up for herself.  
“Who cares…?” Sometimes, you just have to force yourself and… 
“I’ll count to three!” roars Rokko, interrupting her thoughts. “Are the two of you going to do it or 
not? One…two…” 
Olivia raises her fist in the air. 
“…three!” 
 
“NO!” Again the jungle seems to fall silent. Olivia sees Rokko furiously punching the air with his 
fists. 
“Cowards!” he rages. “I thought as much. I don’t need friends like you.” Deeply disappointed, he 
dives into the river and swims away. Suddenly, the turtles form a bridge between the two banks. 
“Ah, I get it. Thank you,” says Olivia, and hops across their shells to the tiger on the other side of 
the river. 
“Hi,” she says. “I’m Olivia.” 
“And I’m Jonty,” says the boy tiger. 
For a moment or two they look at each other in silence. Then… 
 
 
…they each blurt out the same thing: “I never thought you would say no!” 
Olivia grins. “Normally I dare to do practically anything.” She taps her forehead. “But I’m not 
stupid. That would have been a crazy thing to do. A one hundred per cent no-no. Have you ever 
seen an orang-utan swim?” 
Jonty shakes his head. 
“And you, why didn’t you want to do it?” 
Jonty blushes. “As usual, I didn’t dare,” he quietly admits. “I’m not very brave.”  
“Nonsense!” protests Olivia. “You were amazingly brave.” 
“I don’t understand,” says Jonty. 
“Come on, it’s perfectly logical. Saying no was your act of courage. Have you ever seen a tiger 
climb a gigantic giant tree?” 
Jonty looks at Olivia in surprise. 
“So you were brave to say no, even though you’d have dared to swim?” he asks. 
“It’s logical,” says Olivia. 
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Jonty nods. Then he shows Olivia his courage-making stone. “This helped me,” he says.  
“And this helped me,” says Olivia, showing him her patience puzzle.  “So can you and I be friends 
now?” she asks.  
“Yes,” says Jonty. 
And never in all their lives have the two of them felt as hugely happy as they do now. 
 
 
 
 
 

I Can’t Do It! 
 
This is Jonty. 
Just look at the wonderful stripes in his coat. You can never get tired of admiring them. 
Everyone who knows Jonty immediately takes a liking to him, because he’s nice and great fun. 
But he’s often shy and nervous as well, and dealing with that is sometimes not so simple. 
 
Jonty and his Mummy arrive at last. In their search for a new home, they’ve been wandering 
through the jungle for several days. 
Mummy always finds something she doesn’t like, but this is perfect! 
“Look, Jonty, isn’t it lovely?” she cries, blinking in the sunshine which filters through the thick 
roof of leaves. “We shall feel at home here.” With a deep breath, she sinks down into the soft 
foliage and yawns. 
“I don’t know…” Jonty isn’t sure, and he snuggles up close to Mummy.  
There’s a nasty rattling sound underneath them. “Supposing there’s a snake in here?” he asks, 
and the very thought makes the hairs on his neck stand on end. 
“If there is, she should hurry up and find herself new accommodation, if she doesn’t want to end 
up as flat as a flounder.” Mummy Tiger laughs and tickles Jonty’s tummy. “I’m not exactly as light 
as a leaf.” 
“All the same…” murmurs Jonty. 
 
He looks around suspiciously. It’s a strange place. He’s sure he’ll never get used to living here. 
“Come on, Jonty…” His mother gives him a squeeze. “It’s great here. And the river’s very near, 
and you know you love swimming. And soon you’ll get to know every butterfly and every 
dragonfly, and you’re sure to make lots of new friends.” 
Jonty shakes his head. 
“I doubt it,” he says, and he immediately gets the same old silly ache in his tummy. He makes 
himself as small as possible and curls up beside his mother. 
“If only I could help you to be less nervous about everything…” she murmurs. 
 
During the night, Jonty is woken up by a strange noise. 
With thumping heart he listens in the darkness. 
“Kruuurrrk, krooooook!” It’s a kind of grating, groaning, grinding noise. 
Jonty hardly dares to keep his eyes open, he’s so afraid of what might be lurking in the darkness. 
From all directions they seem to be staring at him – the ghosts of the jungle, the monsters of the 
rainforest. 
And then, right in front of his face, something dangles down from the tree! It’s a snake! 
“Aaaargh!” screams Jonty, and his mother wakes up with a start. 
“It’s only a monkey’s tail,” she mumbles, and pulls it. 
“Shhh, shhh! Keep quiet up there!”  
At once the snoring stops. 
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“What am I going to do with you, Jonty? You’re a tiger, not a monkey!” moans Mummy, and then 
she goes back to sleep. 
 
Jonty spends the next few days looking out for other animal children. But he never goes so far 
away from his mother that he can’t see her. The fact is that it would only take a moment to get 
lost in the jungle… 
“I’m here, darling. Keep going,” says  Mummy , trying to calm him. “And if there’s a problem, just 
call me.” 
 
Jonty nods bravely. But all the time he’s away from home, he has a horribly hollow, frighteningly 
fearful feeling which makes his mood mighty miserable. And it doesn’t improve when he finds 
out  
 
“There aren’t any other children here,” Jonty reports after a few more days. Secretly, he’s not at 
all unhappy about it. To be honest, eventually he hadn’t even looked – at least, not properly. 
Generally, other children seem to him much too wild, and he’s always afraid that they won’t let 
him play with them, or they’ll make fun of him. Mummy looks at her son and takes his face in 
her huge paws. 
“You know what? Once, I was just like you,” she says. 
“Really?” asks Jonty in surprise. “You? I don’t believe it!” 
In Jonty’s eyes, his mother is a superhero and the best Mummy in the world. 
 
Mummy nods. “It’s true. But then your grandmother gave me this courage-maker.” 
She gives Jonty a stone which looks like a large drop of honey. “It’s made of resin. Hold it up 
against the light.” 
“What is it?” asks Jonty. 
“The seeds of a dandelion clock. They grow on the other side of the world. And with this little 
umbrella, the seeds can fly high up into the sky. And they can take all your fears with them. 
Would you like it?” 
“I’d like it!” says Jonty. And all of a sudden, he somehow feels very light, almost as if he himself 
could fly. “I feel like going for a swim now,” he says, and Mummy smiles. 
And now a relaxed and cheerful Jonty goes splashing around in the river. 
 
“What are you doing?” a voice asks suddenly. 
Jonty splashes back to the shore and shakes the water out of his fur. He hadn’t seen anyone else 
on the river bank. A young crocodile is watching him. 
“I’m…um…swimming,” Jonty replies. 
“Yes, I can see that,” says the crocodile. 
Jonty would like to say: “Why did you ask me then?” but he doesn’t dare to. 
“My name’s Rokko. What’s yours?” 
 
Jonty tells him his name and takes a few cautious steps backwards. 
“I live over there,” says Rokko, pointing to one of the little islands in the river. “If you like, you 
can be my friend….” 
Jonty holds the courage-maker tightly in his fist. He’s not sure if he likes Rokko or not. 
“…but only if you pass a bravery test,” Rokko adds. “In two days from now, we’ll meet here at the 
same time.” 
And before Jonty can answer, Rokko has dived down under the water and disappeared. 
 
“Enjoy yourself, darling,” says Mummy. “I’m sure you’ll have lots of fun with your new friend.” 
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Up until the very last moment, Jonty has hesitated. And in fact he’s still not sure whether he 
really should go. He’d much prefer to drop the whole idea, but his mother has been so happy 
since he told her he’d found a playmate that he simply can’t disappoint her now.  
“Hmmm…” he murmurs, and he feels awful. 
 
The closer Jonty comes to the meeting place, the more scared he feels. What might Rokko ask 
him to do? 
What he’d like to do is go home. All around him the brightly coloured birds of paradise are 
happily twittering away. But to Jonty’s ears, it sounds as if they’re all telling him: “You won’t be 
able to do whatever it is – you haven’t got a chance!” 
 
Jonty reaches the river bank, and looks around. There’s no sign of Rokko anywhere.  
“Phew!” he says with relief. “So I can leave!” 
But just as he’s decided to go home, Rokko calls out to him. 
“Hello, I’m over here.” Rokko waves at him from his island. 
But what happens next? He turns round and also waves to the other bank! 
And there stands a girl orang-utan. 
Jonty stares in surprise at her across the river. 
 
“OK,” shouts Rokko. “You know the rules. Whichever of you wants to be my friend must show 
what they’re made of.” He bares his teeth in a grin. “Any friend of mine has got to be cool.” 
 
Jonty holds on tight to the courage-making stone. This is where it gets serious. But he can’t think 
clearly because he’s so nervous.  He feels so sick that he doesn’t notice that suddenly there are 
turtles creeping out of the river. They watch the animal children attentively. 
“Are you ready?” roars Rokko. 
“I don’t know…” whispers Jonty, hanging his head. 
“On your marks!” roars Rokko, pointing to the tiger. “You must climb the gigantic giant tree and 
give me a signal when you get to the top.” 
He’s pointing now to the tallest tree in the jungle. It’s so gigantic that you’d certainly be able to 
touch the moon from its top. 
Jonty yells with horror. Oh no, there has never ever been a tiger that could climb to the top of 
the gigantic giant, it’s so dangerous. He goes icy cold. 
“And you,” says Rokko, pointing to the other child, “must swim across the river to join me on the 
island.” 
“That’s easy,” complains Jonty. “I could do that with my eyes shut.” 
But can he do what Rokko is telling him to do? His heart is thumping right up into his throat. 
The sounds of the jungle seem to fade away, as if every creature is holding its breath.  
How Jonty would love to be really brave now, and to show them all just what a strong and 
fearless tiger he is. He is fed up with being a scaredy-cat. He clenches  his fists. 
“I’ll count to three!” roars Rokko, interrupting his thoughts. “Are the two of you going to do it or 
not? One…two…” 
Jonty takes a deep breath. 
“…three!” 
“NO!” 
Again the jungle seems to fall silent. 
Jonty sees Rokko furiously punching the air with his fists. 
“Cowards!” he rages. “I thought as much. I don’t need friends like you.” Deeply disapointed, he 
dives into the river and swims away. Suddenly, the turtles form a bridge between the two banks. 
“Ah, I get it. Thank you,” says the orang-utan, and hops cross their shells to Jonty on the other 
side of the river. 
“Hi,” she says. “I’m Olivia.” 
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“And I’m Jonty,” says Jonty. 
For a moment or two they look at each other in silence. Then… 
 
…they each blurt out the same thing: “I never thought you would say no!” 
Olivia grins. “Normally I dare to do practically anything.” She taps her forehead. “But I’m not 
stupid. That would have been a crazy thing to do. A one hundred per cent no-no. Have you ever 
seen an orang-utan swim?” 
Jonty shakes his head. 
“And you, why didn’t you want to do it?” 
Jonty blushes. “As usual, I didn’t dare,” he quietly admits. “I’m not very brave.”  
“Nonsense!” protests Olivia. “You were amazingly brave.” 
“I don’t understand,” says Jonty. 
“Come on, it’s perfectly logical. Saying no was your act of courage. Have you ever seen a tiger 
climb a gigantic giant tree?” 
Jonty looks at Olivia in surprise. 
“So you were brave to say no, even though you’d have dared to swim?” he asks. 
“It’s logical,” says Olivia. 
Jonty nods. Then he shows Olivia his courage-making stone. “This helped me,” he says.  
“And this helped me,” says Olivia, showing him her patience puzzle.  “So can you and I be friends 
now?” she asks.  
“Yes,” says Jonty. 
And never in all their lives have the two of them felt as hugely happy as they do now. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


