LEVEL 10 QUEST: The Case of the Missing... Pooky?

EVENT #1 (Frostham)

You pull your coat tight around your body as you walk through Frostham. Jeez, you knew it was called Frostham for a reason, but you were hoping that it was for an abundance of meat rather than the temperature...

As you wander through the streets, on the lookout for a friendly tavern where you’ll be able to get out of the cold, you walk past a house just in time to see the door crash open and an armor-plated body roll backwards out of it and land in a nearby snowdrift. An elderly woman’s head appears inside the doorframe.
"THAT’S what you get for not taking me seriously! I ask you for help and all you do is throw it back in my face? Shame on you, young man! Shame!"
Behind her you get a second’s glimpse of a large, roaring fire before she slams the door shut again. Hmm, it seems like there’s some wickedness afoot here! And that fire did look very, very cosy...

You rap on the door, which is opened almost immediately. The old woman, no longer an avatar of rage, but now sniffling into a tissue, looks at you. 
"Yes my dear? Can I help you?"
"Perhaps you can M’am, but the real question is, can I help you? It seems like you’re having some kind of trouble, and, as I’m an adventurer on my way to making a name for myself, I’d like to offer my services. You wouldn’t mind if I, eh, came in, would you? ...Please?"
"Oh my, of course! Come in, come in!"s
You casually rush over to the fire (not an easy move to pull off, but you manage it) as the little old lady explains the situation to you.
"You see, I was walking my dear little Pooky in the mountains to the south, when a big scary Troll jumped out from behind a rock and startled us! I was so shocked that I tripped and fell over, but by the time I’d gotten back to my feet both Pooky and the Troll were gone! That brute must have scared sweet little Pooky and chased him away! Now I have no idea where he’s gone or if I’ll ever see him again!" 

She bursts into tears at the thought of it, "Oh please, kind Adventurer, please find my little snookums. He’s never been away from me for more than an hour or two since I got him and I don’t know how he could ever survive out there in the world without me!"
You draw yourself up to full height (or at least as full as it will get without you moving any body part away from the fire in any way) 
"Of course I shall find your beloved Pooky! Helping those in need is what I do, after all. Not like some who are just after the zorkmids that I’m sure you’re offering?"
"Oh, I’m afraid I can’t offer you any zorkmids, I spend all my money on pet food for Pooky."
"Oh... really? There’s no money? Well... eh..."
"But I’m sure I’ll be able to find something to give you."
"Ah, great! Not that it would matter if you didn’t, of course... But you say you last saw Pooky in the mountains south of here? Then that is where I’ll start my search. Is there anything else I should know about Pooky? Any particularly distinguishing traits or anything that will help me identify him?"
"Well, he’s got white fur, a collar with his name on it, and the most adorable little black mark over his eye."
"Hmm. Sounds simple enough."
"Oh, and one other thing! I dropped his favorite squeaky toy in the mountains when that beastly troll startled me, but if you can find it and he hears you squeaking it then he’ll follow you anywhere, so getting him home should be easy."
"Very well then", you puff out your chest with self importance and pride, "I shall go on this mighty quest for you, and save your precious Pooky! Farewell!"
You sweep dramatically out of the house, only realizing when you’re outside again that the whole point of going in had been to get warm again. You really should have asked for a cup of tea or something... Oh well, never mind. Hopefully it will be a little warmer in the mountains... 

EVENT #2 (Flathead Mountains) 
Your teeth chattering in the freezing cold, you bend over and pick up a Grue chew toy, which squeaks playfully. Hmm, judging from the marks on the ground this is where the old lady and Pooky were attacked, but some of these tracks look bigger than those a troll would leave. Maybe she didn’t recognize what it was that attacked her and just assumed it was a troll? No matter, the huge tracks chasing the smaller tracks lead in a very definite direction out of the mountains and down into a particularly dark and shadowy forest. He must be in there somewhere…

EVENT #3 (The Dark Forest)

You part the bushes quietly, not wanting to startle Pooky, if he’s around. With no sign of anything small and cute (or huge and about to eat you) you push through the tangle of bushes and continue along the path. Okay, so maybe hunting someone’s pet wasn’t the plan originally when you became an adventurer, but maybe this is something that all great adventurers have to go through? It’s like when actors have to start off in the theatre as Guard #7, or a tree in the background. Sure, it’s not glamorous, but it’s a start. A very tame and boring start, but it’s not like you expected to be fighting Grues within a week of starting off as an adventurer, right? It’s like your great-uncle Wallace used to say: "There’s something over there, you moron."
You snap out of your daydream and realise that your subconscious has been trying to get your attention for quite a while now, and point out the small, white, cute yipple that’s frolicking happily in the grass ahead of you. You wait until it turns to look in your direction, and you can see that yes, it does indeed seem to be wearing a collar and there’s even a big, black heart-shaped splodge over one of its eyes. Looks like this will be even easier than you thought! You approach slowly, holding out your hand. "Here, Pooky. Here Pooky Pooky Pooky..."
As you get closer you crouch down and then spring, jumping at it with your arms outstretched, trying to grab a hold of its manicured paws or beautifully shampooed fur, but the creature darts away and runs down the path. "Damn," you mutter, getting up off the ground and dusting yourself off, "I should have just used the squeaky toy..."
You look down the path just in time to see the yipple clear the last of the trees before leaving the forest and making its way towards the White Cliffs. Well, at least you know where it’s going to be now. All you have to do is catch the little thing. How hard could it be?

EVENT #4 (White Cliffs)

Aha! After searching all along the cliffs, you finally have that little yipple in your sights! You take the rubber grue toy out of your bag and advance slowly, squeaking it as you go. "Here little Pooky, here Pooky. We have a fun little grue here for you to chew on. Come here boy, come on you dumb little thing- oh no! No no no, I didn’t mean it!!!" You cry out in despair as the yipple turns and runs away from you. "Oh come on, it was just a joke!" 
The retreating pet is now much too far out of reach for you to even try to catch him, but unfortunately he seems to have run straight into the reach of something else, as a huge, hairy hand shoots out from behind a nearby boulder and grabs the yipple, dragging it out of sight before it can so much as yelp. There are a few moments of gratuitous crunching noises, a pause, an earth-shaking belch, and then a deep "pathoowie" as the collar is fired from the unseen mouth, shoots over the rocks and lands at your feet. You sigh, picking it up and examining it, "oh well, I guess that’s the end of you, Po- Wilbur?!? You weren’t Pooky?! I can’t believe I wasted all this time chasing the wrong fricking pet!!! I’ll never find Pooky now..." 
A deep rumble from behind the boulder reminds you that Pooky may not be your most pressing concern at the moment, as two huge hands rise up from behind the rock, resting for an instant on the stone before the creature vaults over it and lands in front of you with a crash. Standing before you is a huge, white abominable snowman, standing well over ten foot tall, using a troll’s club to pick bits of yipple out of its teeth. While you notice many fascinating morphological features about the hulking monstrosity (such as its vice-like hands, bulging muscles, razor-sharp claws, the snowy white fur and the distinctive black patch over the right eye shaped like a skull), the things which most attracts your attention is the chain around its neck from which hangs a board with “Pooky” written in elegant, cursive script. Huh, it looks like Pooky is your most pressing concern at the moment. Go figure...
Pooky lumbers towards you, and you back away, fumbling for your weapon. Unfortunately for you, you already have a rubber toy grue in your hands, which squeaks repeatedly as you try to stuff it into your pocket and replace it with something you can actually fight with. Continuing to back away, you suddenly realize that Pooky has stopped advancing on you. Looking up, you see that his gaze is now firmly fixed on the squeaking toy grue, with a manic look of desire creeping into his eyes.

Maybe this would be a good time to get back to Frostham and that old lady? Preferably as quickly as possible... 

EVENT #5 (Frostham)

The old lady gently dusts off one of her finer tea sets. They look beautiful, but they do take such an effort to clean properly. She sets down one more cup before pausing, straining her ears. Whatever could that noise be?
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"ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGHHHHHHH!!!" 
You come crashing head-first through her window, roll across the floor, scuttle behind the couch and peak over it in terror. 

"Oh," says the old woman, "you’re back! Did you manage to find my poor little Pooky? I hope nothing’s happened to him."
"You hope nothing’s happened to him? Happened to HIM?!?!? I nearly died!!!" You get to your feet and take a couple of shaky steps towards her, your armor dented and cracked, your boots missing, and your clothes hanging in shreds around you. 
"Oh, Pooky can just be a little playful at times-"
"He chased me all the way from the White Cliffs to here!"
"He does like to exercise..."
"He tried to bite my arm off!!!"
"Oh don’t be a baby, he’s just affectionate."
"He’s a monst-"
A crash and the sounds of screaming from outside send you diving back behind the couch, as the old lady shuffles over to the window.“Aww, he’s playing in the neighbor’s yard again. The little scamp!” You lay your head against the couch in resignation. Some people just can’t be helped. "Can I go, m’am?"
"Oh, yes, of course!" she turns back to you, "you must be worn out after your little run, and I did promise you a reward, so please, help yourself to anything you like from the fruit bowl."
"The fruit bowl?"
"Yes dear, the fruit bowl."
"That’s... not a code word for ‘huge pile of expensive jewelry’, is it?"
"Oh heavens, no. It’s over by the door."
You drag yourself over to the door and, sure enough, there is a fruit bowl. A collection of healthy produce greets you, with your choice of apples, oranges, bananas and... coconuts? Maybe this will have been worth your while after all... You quickly pocket three and, once you’re sure the sound of screaming from the neighbors is a safe distance away, you exit the house without so much as a backwards glance and take off down the street. After a few minutes of running, you’re pretty sure that you are now safe from being mangled, and slow to a walk. As soon as you do, someone hails you from a house across the street."I say, you there!" 
You turn, surprised. "Me?"
"Yes, you! You look like an adventurer down on his luck, so I thought I might offer you a quest of vital importance. You see, I’ve lost my pet yipple, Wilbur..." 

REWARD: 3 coconuts (1st character) / 22170 zorkmids (others)
