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Once upon a time there was a fetching little Goop 
girl called Poutine.  Poutine was very bright and 
adventurous.  She was an excellent reader and 
had a great knowledge of the world around her
as she las she loved to study.  She read every kind of 
book, but she especially loved geography books.  
She would stare down at maps of foreign lands 
and look at the rivers and mountain ranges and
imagine that she was in another country. 

PPoutine would often invite her Goop friends over 
to play and she would bake cookies and tell them 
stories of worldly adventures that were inspired 
by the countries she read about.  Everyone loved 
to hear Poutine’s stories and eat her cookies, but 
they knew that if things didn’t go as Poutine 
wished, she would pout and pout and the fun 
would end would end very quickly.

CHAPTER 1
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If Poutine felt as if the other Goops weren’t giving 
her their full attention or if they ate too many 
cookies, she would stop her story and begin to 
pout. Her cute little face would scrunch up and 
her eyebrows would furrow and suddenly she 
didn’t look so cute anymore.
 
One whiOne white and sunny snowy day, Verislow invited 
Poutine over to his home. He had discovered a 
secret attic room full of old books and he knew 
Poutine would love to dive in and explore the 
books with him. Poutine was thrilled. She baked 
up a batch of Verislow’s favorite snickerdoodle 
cookies, put on her little bonnet and went off to 
meet meet Verislow. When she arrived at his house, 
Poutine zoomed straight to the attic room while 
Verislow slowly followed after her. There were 
shelves and shelves of books stacked on top of 
each other straight up toward the sky. Some of 
them even had glass cabinet doors in front of 
them to keep them free from dust.
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Poutine’s eyes widened as she gazed around and 
pondered all the adventures stored inside the 
books of Verislow’s secret library.  

Verislow made his way into the library and said, 
“Isn’t it spellbinding?  I don’t even know where to 
begin.  There are so many stories here!” 

““There are indeed,” replied Poutine.  “I’ve brought 
some cookies along so we can read and eat
cookies.”

“Splendid idea,” replied Verislow.

“Where shall we begin?” asked Poutine.

““Well, I do know that one of these books has very 
special powers and it can take you anywhere you 
want to go, but I just don’t know which one it is; 
there are so many. I think that we need to pull 
down some books and start looking through them 
until we find it,” replied Verislow as he slowly 
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reached for a cookie.

Poutine immediately started dreaming. A book 
with special powers that would take her anywhere 
she wished? This was the sort of thing she had 
always dreamt of. She couldn’t wait to find it.

““Well, let’s just start taking books off the shelf. We 
can go through them one by one to make sure we 
cover them all until we find the book that can 
transport us to another land,” said Poutine as she 
began to scale the bookshelf.  

She pulled out book afShe pulled out book after book and handed them 
down to Verislow. Soon there was a large pile of 
books on the floor. Poutine climbed down and 
started to pore through them. The books even 
opened themselves up and flipped their pages 
over. It was like they were trying to help Poutine, 
but she didn’t notice. She wanted only to find the 
book with special pbook with special powers.
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After some time, she looked over at Verislow. He 
was sitting in a corner slowly turning the page of a 
book. He was moving so slowly that Poutine
started to grow irritable. She put on a scowly little 
face and said, “Hurry up Verislow! We have
hundreds of books to go through and you’re 
moving too slowly!”  

VVerislow just looked up at her and nodded.

PPoutine scowled even harder and turned to her 
pile of books to continue her search. She flipped 
through book after book determined to find the 
book that possessed magical travel powers. Just 
as she was about to reach up and grab another 
book off the shelf, she heard a sound that sounded 
like fairy sprinkles. She turned to look and there 
was was Verislow sitting in the corner with a book. He 
slowly opened it and little tiny starlights floated 
right out of it.  This was it, the book with special 
powers. Poutine was so upset that Verislow had 
found the book first that she sat down on the floor 
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and began to pout and pout.

“Don’t pout, Poutine. We can both look at the 
book!  Come over here,” called out Verislow.

Poutine went over to Verislow and stared down at 
the book. It was open and a golden light was
shining from every page. She could feel the magic.

““What is your name?” asked the book.
“Poutine,” she answered back.
“Poutine?”
“Yes, I’m Poutine.”

“Poutine, come closer,” the book said in a very soft 
voice and Poutine leaned down closer to hear the 
book.

““You are a charming Goop, but you must learn to 
stop pouting.”



7

POUTINE AND THE PORTUGUESE TRITON - Maria Calanchini

Poutine felt as if she were trapped inside a small 
dark box with no way out. She could feel the 
edges of the book and she could feel the pages, 
but she couldn’t see anything. She used her arms 
and legs to push, push, push against the sides of 
the book but nothing moved. Nothing happened.  
Poutine rested for a moment to catch her breath.  
She She was determined. 

She decided that she would try again and this 
time she would break through.  She gathered all 
her strength, closed her eyes, lay on her back and 
pushed with her hands and feet.  She pushed so 
hard that she felt as if she would break in two and 
just when she had no push left in her, the top of 
the book popped open. Poutine hopped out and 
loolooked around. She wasn’t in Verislow’s attic
library anymore. 

CHAPTER 2
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All around her was a foreign land that she didn’t 
recognize. Off in the distance, she spotted the 
most magnificent palace seated atop a wooded 
hill and perched over all the land sprawling below. 
The palace walls were painted in deep rich tones 
of sunflower yellow and a brick red. It was
sursurrounded by tall green trees and a brilliant pink 
and orange sunset crept through the sky.
 
Poutine stood and stared at the palace transfixed. 
She was such a voracious reader and had read so 
many geography books that she suddenly
remembered she had seen this palace before.  

“I’m “I’m at the Palace of Pena in Portugal!” she said out 
loud to herself.

“Yes, it is. That is the Palace of Pena,” she heard a 
little voice say.

Poutine looked down to see a small green frog at 
her feet. The frog continued in a friendly voice  
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“I’m Bianca. I’m one of the official palace frogs, but 
Triton has put a curse on me. He thought I hopped 
around too much, so now I turn into a frog statue 
from sunset to sunrise. Soon I will be a statue, so if 
you have any questions you better ask me now.”

PPoutine’s head was swimming with questions, but 
she knew her time with Bianca was limited so she 
chose wisely.

“Who is Triton? And how can I avoid him if I want 
to explore the palace?” asked Poutine.

““Well, Triton rules the Palace of Pena.  He lives over 
the palace entryway.  He is made of stone all 
during the day, but from sunset to sunrise, he can 
transform himself and move around the palace. He 
has made statues out of many palace visitors, so 
you had better behave. The Palace is large and if 
you go during the day you can move around easily 
and and Triton will never know you are there, unless, of 
course, you behave badly, in which case he will
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find a way to catch you, and if he does, he will have 
you thrown down the initiation well and once that 
happens, well, there is only one way out; you will 
come out as a stone statue,” answered Bianca
very excitedly.

“Wait, wait, wait….so if I behave well, everything
will be owill be okay? Where is this initiation well? I need to 
make sure to steer clear.”

“Well, it is right behind you,” replied Bianca.

PPoutine flung around and noticed the wall of a 
deep stone well. She walked to the edge and 
peered down. There was no bottom to be seen.  
The well was bottomless and covered in moss.  
There were windows and stairwells that twisted 
around the well as it spiraled downward.
Poutine could feel her heart thumping. She
bacbacked away from the well and made a mental 
note of its location and to make sure to stay away 
from it.
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“And yes, if you behave well, you should have no 
problem with Triton, but just so you know, I’ve 
never met anyone that Triton didn’t have a
problem with,” piped in Bianca.

This last warning didn’t deter Poutine.  She so
desperately wanted to explore the glorious yellow 
and red palace.

““Well, if you insist on visiting the palace, I will show 
you the secret way. Come along before I turn to 
stone,” said Bianca.

Poutine quickly followed Bianca as she hopped
up the hill through the woods towards the Palace.  
They arrived at the bottom of the Palace just as 
the sun was setting.  

“Quickly this “Quickly this way,” said Bianca as she hopped
towards a stone wall. Then, without warning, 
Bianca turned into a beautiful white stone frog
and became part of the wall.  
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Poutine was horrified. She grabbed at Bianca and 
called out to her, “Bianca, please, please, show me 
the opening!” but it was too late. Bianca would 
remain stone until sunrise. Poutine looked around 
for the secret palace entry, but she couldn’t find it 
anywhere. She grew increasingly frustrated and 
soon she sat down on the ground and began to 
pout. She whined and squinpout. She whined and squinted her face and 
pursed her mouth together and pouted like a pro, 
making all sorts of squeaky noises. Suddenly, she 
was interrupted by a deep voice, 

“Who is trying to out pout me? I’m the best pouter 
in the Palace.”

Finish the story and tell us how Poutine gets
back to Goop World.

Make sure and submit your story ending to
GoopTales.com/Poutine

so the rest of the world can read it!

NOW IT’S UP TO YOU!
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