
Lolla’s ‘caravan’ was a dark horse trailer. Her bed was the 
floor of the trailer. Sid didn’t take much notice of Lolla.  
He didn’t talk to her. He didn’t brush her. He didn’t feed her. 

Wherever Sid stopped to show off Lolla, he sold food. There 
was candy floss and popcorn. There were cupcakes and French 
fries. While Sid took the money, Lolla ate the leftovers. She 
loved them. 

For a while, things were okay. But after a few weeks, Lolla 
wanted a break. She was tired of riding in her dark trailer.  
She was tired of smiling for cameras. She’d had enough  
of people poking her map of America. Lolla wanted some  
peace and quiet. 
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