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I Mystery of the Milk Bottle . RACCOON [ 

• 

Coon was famous for his determinat ion. 
When he st arted anything, he always stuck 
to it in his own way until he finished it. 

" Well, he got along all right, as I say, 
until one night not so very long ago. It was 
just such a night as last night, with the m~on 
shining down through the trees and playmg 
along the creek until it was almost as bright 
as day. Mother Coon and Old Father Coon 
were down by the bank scooping up crayfish 
with their paws. You know, a coon's paw 
is just about the size and shape of your 
hand. He can pick things up like a monkey, 
and he's as quick as a cat. So Father Coon 
and Mother Coon had no trouble in djnjng 
on crayfish. 

"After they'd eaten all they could and 
had about decided to go home to the children, 
something on the other side of the creek 
caught Old Father Coon's eye. As usual, he 
was just as full of curiosity ~s he could be. 

" ' What's that ~ ' he whispered in coon 
language, nudging Old Mother Coon, and 

. ·pointing with his nose to where this thing 
glittered on a big flat stone. 

"'That 's-nothing but an old bottle,' said 
\ Mother Coon. 

• 

\ · 

- gl'Clsshopper-a 

in the '-
l"ll-CGOoW8-

gate, for he 
was one of 
those who be-

~ 

'Don't you be 
going over there 
now. It's time we 
were going home.' 
Old Mother Coon 
was rather inqujsi
tive herself, but she 
thought she could 
hear the five Little 
Coons calling to her 
from the big t:r:ee. 

" But Old Father 
Coon had made up 
his mind to investj~ 

-
lieve in finding . 
out things for t hemselves, and not' trusting 
much to what they hear. So he pushed by 
Mother Coon, jumped in, and swam across 
t.o that rock. 

" Sure enough, there it stood an old milk 
bottle. But there was something inside it, 
he couldn't make out what. 

"'Hey, mother,' he called. 'Come oyer 
here and see what this is. My eyes aren't as 
good as they used to be.' 
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"Mother Coon grumbled a 
little, but she came and looked 
down into the bottle and sniffed. 

" ' Why, that's nothing but a 
crab-apple,' she said. 'Come on, 1( 
. ' . to h ' [l.A\-\\ 1t s t1m e go ome. .c • 

" ' But what do you suppose 
that crab-apple's doing in that bottle ~ ' 
said Old F ather Coon, sitting back and 
cockjng his head on one side, as he always 
did when he was thinking . 

" ' How should I know ~ ' said Mother 
Coon. ' The chances are that somebody 
put it in there and went away and forgot it. 
Who cares about a crab-apple, anyhow 1 ' 

Stroking His Whiskers 
" But Old Father Coon had started strok

ing his whiskers in that wise way he had, and 
Mother Coon knew it was ·useless to argue 
with him, so she sat down to wait. Old 
Father Coon cocked his head on the other 
side and gave his whiskers a few more 
thoughtful strokes. Then he walked round 
the ·bottle three times, looking through the 
sides. Then he stopped and peered down 
through the neck, and scratched his head. 
Then he tapped the bottle with his claws. 
Then he took hold of it and rocked it to and 

• 
• 

-ths frogB 
• weve _scarzng 

the fish away -

contained in the Easy Reference Fact·lndez at the end of ~hi.s tdork 

3009 
• • • 

• 

• 
• 

I 

• 

I 

J 

1 .. 
I 

I 
{ 

I 

I 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

-

-


