The Otter Who Held Her Nose


There once was an otter named Ottie.  She was a little girl otter who lived on the banks of a green, leafy river.  Ottie lived there with her family.  


There were her brothers and her sisters Otto, Oliver, Ollie, and Ophelia. (drawing of young  otters playing.)


Her mother Opal.  (drawing of plump motherly otter.)


Her father Oscar.  (drawing of warm friendly otter)


Her uncle Osbert  (jolly, plump)


And her Aunt, Lady Ottoline Otter, who was the head of the family.  (Severe looking female otter, pince nez)


All the otters, especially the little otters, liked to play together on the mud slide (picture), they liked to chase fish together (picture), they liked to splash and play (picture), and they liked to eat together too.  (pictures of otters eating on their stomachs and also onshore)


They took naps together too.  (picture of otters bundled together)


 Ottie could run as fast as the other little otters, she could slide as fast as the others, and she could swim as fast as the others.  (pictures)

But when Ottie swam, she got water in her nose, and coughed.  So Ottie always held her nose when she swam.  (Pictures of otter doing the following holding her nose)


She played water tag holding her nose.


She swam water races holding her nose.


She caught fish holding her nose.


Opal and Oscar hoped Ottie would outgrow it, like the other little otters.  The other little otters teased Ottie sometimes (mocking otters).  But mostly they didn’t care.


But Lady  Ottoline said, “This will never do.  I have never heard of such a thing.  No otter in our family has ever got water up her nose.”

“Oh, Ottoline,” said Uncle Osbert.


“Humph,” said Lady Ottoline.


Lady Ottoline tried to show Ottie how to close her nose. (Picture of Ottoline wrinkling up her nose while Ottie watches.)

But it didn’t work for Ottie.  (picture of Ottie wrinkling her nose, coughing.)
            So Ottie went right on swimming and diving holding her nose.


Oscar and Opal sighed.


Lady Ottoline sniffed.


Ottie held her nose.


Then one day the all organized themselves for their annual trip to the ocean.  (Picture of otters playing and wrestling with Ottoline, one hand on hip, the other pointing, trying to get otters organized.)  They  would swim down to the end of their river where the river spread out into a tidal area and the water became salty.  (Picture of Ottie wrinkling her lips at taste.)


The otters played in the mouth of the river all day.  They dug for clams.  They caught crabs.  They played in the surf.  The talked to their big cousins, the sea otters.  

The sea otters taught them to squeeze out musk from their scent glands and spread the musk all through their fur so they would stink and the sharks wouldn’t want to eat them.  (Picture of shark wrinkling up its nose as otters swim by.)


Then Ottie saw another animal she had never seen before.  It looked a lot like an otter, except it had no hind legs, a tail instead, and flippers for front feet.  Opal told Ottie it was a seal, and Ottie could play with it, because seals are not dangerous, and love to play.  So Ottie played tag and surfing with Celia, and gave Celia a fish.  Celia ate it politely, even though it was not one of the kinds Celia liked best, and Celia was very good at catching fish herself.  Celia gave Ottie an abalone, which she knew otters like.

Celia was too polite to ask Ottie why she was holding her nose every time she dove, but of course she noticed.  

Then when they came up out of a dive, Ottie noticed that Celia made a loud noise, “Paff,” when she broke the surface.  Ottie thought it was cool.


“Show me how to make that noise,” she asked.


Celia said, “You close up the flaps on your nose like this.  Then, when you get to the surface, you blow open your nose flaps with all the air you have left.”


“But otters don’t have nose flaps,” said Ottie.


“Not exactly the same, but your nostrils can close up just like flaps.”  And Celia showed Ottie where the nostril wings were, and helped Ottie open and close them.


Ottie dove.  When she came up, she blew open her nose and made a small “Paff.”


“Very good,” Celia said.  “And, by the way, I think you will find that when you squeeze your nose like that, you won’t get water in it anymore, even when you don’t hold it shut.”  Because Celia had figured out why Ottie was holding her nose by now.

Ottie tried it.  At first she was scared because nothing is worse than getting water up your nose. But she found that it worked!


Ottie and Celia swam back to the other otters to show them.


“Look,” said Otttie.  “I don’t have to hold my nose underwater any more!”


Everyone was so pleased..  Ottie told them that Celia had showed her how.  Oscar and Opal thanked Celia very politely, and all the otters dove and found flounder for Celia, and swam among the kelp to find red snappers for Celia, because Opal knew seals like them.  Celia was stuffed.  She couldn’t eat another fish.


“Well,” said Lady Ottoline.  “This has bee a very successful expedition.  That is MUCH better.  It was a MOST unseemly spectacle before.


“Though, I must say, I do find all that ‘Paffing’ to be very unladylike.  It’s all very well for seals, but Otters must hold themselves to a higher standard.”


But everyone just laughed, and oven lady Ottoline smiled.

“Oh, Ottoline,” said Osbert.

“Perhaps I am too grumpy sometimes,” she said.  “Though I’m sure I don’t know how we would even have gotten here if I hadn’t organized our trip.”

“To be sure,” said  Osbert, and Ottie gave her aunt a kiss.  The kiss made a little sound like this:  “piff.”  

