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HODGES' CAFE was busy as usual last Friday night. Everyone was savoring the delicious desserts that the cafe is famous for. Hodges is considered by many to be the finest pastry chef in the city.

Too bad his duck is so crazy.
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Everybody likes the duck. He's just a little different. Sometimes he throws ice cream on the floor just to watch it smoosh. He's also been known to dive into raspberry tarts, and, on occasion, he kicks strawberries across the room. Hodges, who is otherwise very calm and patient, gets upset every time and always makes the duck clean up the mess.

But everyone knows it will happen again.
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Anyway, last Friday night the customers seemed to be enjoying themselves when the door suddenly flew open and a cold breeze came whistling in. Along with the breeze came three big, hungry tigers dressed in rather expensive looking clothes.

Everyone fell silent except for the duck.

"Gee, they must not have seen the 'No Tigers' sign on the door right in front of their faces," the duck said loudly, proving he really was crazy.

The tigers just sneered at him.
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They sat down at a table in the corner. The one holding the cane looked at Hodges and said, "I believe my palate is in dire need of some exotic delicacy. Perhaps Elephant Schnitzel would satisfy my appetite. Hmm, hmm."

Everyone was petrified.


But the duck said, "We don't serve that here. Didn't you read the menu?"
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The tiger jumped
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