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Sea Otter had a smooth, grey stone.
He twirled it in his paws.

He threw it high and caught it.




One day, Otter went swimming.
He leapt and dived and floated.




He scooped up a new stone.
It was the right size.




ot a stone- It was a crab!

«This has claws.”

Jrwas n
«Quch!” yelled Otter.




He saw a bright blye

stone.




[t was not @ 5t¢
«This has spikes!”




He found a smal, brown stone
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Jt was not @ stone. It was a sea snail!

Otter gasped, «This makes slime!”




Then, he saw Something

“My old stone!” cheered Otter.




He tucked it

into his Armpit pouch.

in the world!” he said

“It’s the best stone










