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Zoologicalities

THE
SEA-LION
SPEAKS

{The following is a verbatim report of a
conversation I had with the sta-lion in the
Auckland Zoo on Tuesday, March 30,
1943. The only bits I have left out are a
few questions she asked me-unnecessarily,
as I thought at the time.-J.].
6 HOOSH-UH! Who are you?"

She came up for air, saw me,
and flipped to the edge of
her pond.

"My name is J. and I represent The
Listener, I'd like to ask you a few ques-
tions about yourself," I said, getting outthe back of the envelope and my pencil,
"O; you mean Otaridae Gillespii,
eared sea-lion from the Pacific, known
for intelligence, agility, and barking
voice? All that stuff?""Well, yes. Other things, too. For in-
stance, have you ever been in one of
the rookeries where the sea-lions rear
their young?"
"Not since I was a pup myself, But
they live in families, and one~bull will
have as many as 30 or 40 wives-if he
can control them. The females have one
pup each once a year. They all arrive
from day to day at the rookery on a
rocky shore or headland. Funny thing
is the bulls don’t eat for 10 days or so.
Everybody helps to teach the young pup
to swim, which it can do in about a
month."
"Do you find spinsterhood satisfactory?I mean, are you sometimes very lonely?"I asked.
"Well," she said, "how do you find it
yourself?" I pointed out that I was in-
terviewing her.
"T see," she said. "Well, of course I
have lots of visitors, and conversations
with Jumuna, and plenty of time for
swimming and rolling. But it would be
fun to have a companion. But please
don’t publish that. I don’t like to hurt
the feelings of the Zoo people. I know
they find it hard to get new shipments
of animals from overseas-and they look
after me very well."
(I persuaded her that the publicity
might help.)
Philosophy And a Sore Throat
She told me about her predegessors,
"Yes, tHere’s rather a veil of mystery
over the whole thing," she said. "It is
known however, that they had a pup
which lived for one day. Then the poor
little thing fell into the little pond over
there andwas drowned. I expect the
mother and father died of grief. Per-
haps I’m really just as well alone.
Nothing to die of grief over, you know."I suggested that this was rather a
negative philosophy, and asked her
what was the matter with her the last
time I visited her and she wouldn't
speak to me but only barked and backed
further and further into her house.
"Well, I had a sore throat, and I'm
always nervous when I have a sore
throat."
"How did they cure your throat?"
'
"QO, they tried to feed me on a lot
of new fangled stuff with vitamins in
it, because, of course, I don’t get all
the natural foods I would get at sea,
chasing little fishes and eating them,

bones and all. But I didn’t want their
baby food. The keeper gave me the little
pool full of sea water and lots of cod
liver oil on my fish, and, my throat got
better and now I’m as good as ever."
"Do you mind my asking how old you
are?"
"Not at all, I’m not ashamed of being
six. One’s only as old as one feels, I
always say. And I only feel two, and I’m
often told I don’t look more than
four."
"Not a day," I said. "I thought you'd
be about three."
"You’d be a bit more than that your-
self, I suppose?"
"Well, yes," I said. "Quite a bit more,
Do you know, I really think I’ have to
rush off now. Thanks so much, And I
hope you get a husband and don’t get
another sore throat."
"The same to you," she said, "good-
bye."
"Good-bye," I said again. But she had
gane below, and there were only swell-
ing waves in the pond to show where
she rolled, laughing to herself, I expect,

She leaned on her elbows and recalled
old times

PAULINE ROGERS, who, conducts"Music and the Story," the session
heard from 1ZB every other Sunday
afternoon at 4.15, is a young New Zea
land pianist. She holds the N.S.W. State
Conservatorium Diploma, and has been
associated with broadcasting since she
was a child. Miss Rogers tells the story
of composers and their works, and
though she does not hesitate to debunk
some of the anecdotes which have been
woven round certain musicians and cer
tain compositions, the fact is sometimes
as entertaining as the fiction. Her next
broadcast will be this Sunday, April 11.


