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This is the house. 

The house on 

East 88th Street. 

It is empty now, 

but it won't be 

for long. 

Strange sounds come 

from the house. 

Can you hear them? 

Listen: 

SWISH, SW ASH, 

SPLASH, SWOOSH ... 



It began one sunny morning 

when the Citywide Storage 

and Moving Company truck 

pulled up to the house on 

East 88th Street and unloaded 

the belongings of 

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph F. Primm 

and their young son Joshua. 



It was a trying day for everyone. Mrs. Primm just 

couldn't decide where to put the piano. And Mr. 

Primm's favorite pipe was accidentally packed away 

in one of dozens of cartons lying about. 
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SWISH, SW ASH, SPLASH, SWOOSH. 

Loudly and clearly the sounds 

now rumbled through the house. 

"It's only a little thunder," 

Mrs. Primm assured everyone. 

When a Citywide Storage and 

Moving man carried in their 

potted pistachio tree, everyone 

rejoiced; the truck was at 

last empty. The movers wished 

them well and hurried off to 

their next job for the day. 



"Now I'm going to prepare our lunch," 

announced Mrs. Primm. "But first I want 

to go upstairs and wash these grimy hands." 

SWISH, SW ASH, SPLASH, SWOOSH ... 

A puzzled Mrs. Primm stopped to listen. 

By and by her ears directed her 

to the bathroom door. 

"What can it be?" she asked herself 

as she opened the door. 
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What she saw made her slam it quickly shut. 
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Mrs. Primm knew she was going to scream and just 

waited for it to happen. But she couldn't scream. 

She could scarcely even talk. The most Mrs. Primm 

was able to manage was the sharp hoarse whisper of a 

voice which she used to call Mr. Primm. 

"Joseph," she said, "there's a crocodile 

in our bathtub." 

Mr. Primm looked into the bathroom. 
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The next moment found them 

flying off in different directions. 

"Help, help," Mrs. Primm cried out 

as she struggled with a window 

stuck with fresh paint. 

"Operator, operator," Mr. Primm 

shouted into the telephone, and 

then he remembered that it was 

not yet connected. 



Joshua, who had heard everything, 

raced to the front door, to be 

greeted there by an oddly dressed man who 

handed him a note. "This will explain 

everything about the crocodile," said 

the man, leaving quietly but swiftly. 

-
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Mr. Primm read the note: 

Please be kind to my crocodile. 

He is the most gentle of creatures 

and would not do harm to a flea. 

He must have tender, loving care, 

for he is an artist and can perform 

many good tricks. Perhaps he will 

perform some for you. 

I shall return. 

HECTOR P. VALENTI

Star of stage and screen 

P.S. He will eat only Turkish caviar. 

P.P.S. His name is Lyle. 

"Turkish caviar indeed," exclaimed Mrs. Primm. 

"Oh, to think this could happen on East 88th Street. 

Whatever will we do with him?" 
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"Every home should have a crocodile," said Mrs. Primm one day. 

"Lyle is one of the family now. He loves helping out with chores." 
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"You can't have Lyle," cried Mrs. Primm, 

"he is very happy living here, and we 

love him dearly." 

"Lyle must be returned to me," 

insisted Signor Valenti. 

"Was it not I who raised him from 

young crocodilehood? 

Was it not I who taught him 

his bag of tricks? 

We have appeared together on 

stages the world over." 

"But why then did you leave him 

alone in a strange house?" asked Mrs. Primm. 

"Because," answered Signor Valenti, 

"I could no longer afford to pay for 

his Turkish caviar. But now 

Lyle is famous and we shall be very rich." 

Mrs. Primm was saddened, but she 

knew Lyle properly belonged to 

Signor Valenti and she had 

to let him go. 




























	doc00609820171201114416
	doc00610520171201120802
	doc00610620171201121914
	doc00610720171201122543



