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irtle's Pond
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B there were always plenty of
‘to eat, and whenever he wanted,
" he could nap in his favourite sunny
spot. It if got too hot for Turtle, the
trees around the pond gave lots of
shade.

When the weather grew cold,
Turtle swam to the bottom of his
pond, burrowed into the mud, and
went to sleep for the winter. Yes,
lurtle was very happy with his
excellent home

One winter, Turtle \l(‘]'l lnllg('l
than usual. When he woke, 1t was still
dark. As he swam to the top of the

lurtle noticed that the water

'ul!lt'
was a lot deeper. When he got to the

airface. he saw that the pond was a lot bigger as well.

Ihen Turtle saw Beaver. “What have you done to my pond?”
« taced li:”ic
W hat o YyOu mean your ')‘ 'H!! I'.‘\ mm ')nli(l," \Ji(l B('il\(‘l.

slapgung the wates with his big flat wail, "and it's much better now

with the changes ['ve made




Turtle looked about. “Where are all my beautiful trees?” he
cried. “Where will I take my nap when it’s sunny?”

“Actually, I think they were my trees,” said Beaver, “and |
needed them to build a dam. The pond was too small for me. It
needed to be deep so I can build my lodge, and that’s just what
['m about to do if you’ll excuse me.” Beaver hurried away and
began to chew at a tree trunk.

“But this is my home,” Turtle shouted after him. “It’s always

cen my home. I want it back just the way it was.”
['hat’s too bad,” said Beaver. “I live here now. You'll just have
1Ised to it
tle was very upset, but he wasn’t going to give up that
| fight vou for it,” he said.

time by me,” said Beaver, showing his long sharp

me teeth that had cut down the trees.

outed Turtle. “I have a better idea. Let’s have a
Whoever loses has to leave the pond.”
lving contest,” boasted Beaver. “I can stay

4 W }‘u e ||.\\.“




“Wait!” shouted Turtle. “I have an even better idea |
a race.”

“A race? What kind of racer” asked Beaven

“A race from one side of the pond to the other, said |
“First across the pond gets to keep it.”

Beaver laughed and laughed, slapping the water with b
“You re as slow as a snail. You wouldn’t have a hope of beatmng e
in a swimming race,” he chortled. “You'd better get ready (o pac
your shell.”

“We'll see,” said Turtle, smiling to himself.

So Turtle and Beaver lined up at the side of the pond.

“Three, two, one . . . GO!” called Turtle.

Beaver shot away. He was a very
fast swimmer, but just as he left the
side of the pond . . . “Ouch!” He felt
something nip his tail, but he didn’t
stop to find out what it was. He
wanted to win the race. Instead, he
swung his tail back and forth and up
and down. He was trying to flick
away whatever it was that was
nipping him. Whatever it was just
held on more ughth

As Beaver got close to the other
side of the pond, things got so bad
that he lifted his tail up high and
flicked it really hard lurde, who
had been hanging onto it the whole
tme. let go and was flung out of the
ponsd and onto the bank,

When Beaver looked up, he

wildn 't believe his eves. Turtle was sitting looking at him, and he
wanti 't even puffing. He realized that Turte had beaten him, but
b comthdn 't understand how it had happened.
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ide a deal.” said Turtle. “Whoever reached the other

to keep the pond. Good-bye!”
Beaver had left, Turtle settled down for a nice long nap.
ent had made him feel very tired.
ees around the pond grew back, and because his
ger and deeper now, there were even more fish to
s very happy with his home.
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s Turtle made to Beaver 10 keep the pond




