


Ice Cream_

As some of you may know, not only 
did ice cream already exist in Europe 
in the 1700s, but one of the great-
est ice cream makers of that time 
was French, and created the first ice 
cream parlor similar to the ones we 
know today in the city of Paris.

During a trip to Paris with his father, 
Droop-Ears found out about ice 
cream and fell head over heels in 
love with it.
He just had to know at all costs 
how ice cream could be made at 
home - and let me tell you, it wasn’t 
as easy then as it is today: there 
weren’t any refrigerators back 
then.
The pup didn’t let that stop him, 
though. He decided to build himself 
an ice-house.

How was that done back in his day?
In short, by gathering as much 
snow as possible during Winter, 
packing it tight until it became a 
large block of ice and burying it 
several feet under the ground.



The soil would keep the ice solid 
even during the Summer, and by dig-
ging a well that reached down to 
it, people could put things in cold 
storage or draw up some ice even 
in warmer weather.

Droop-Ears decided, without tell-
ing anyone, to build himself an ice-
house to surprise everyone with 
ice cream in the middle of Summer.

He began by digging a large hole, 
which he covered in order to hide it 
from everyone.

The problem was that he’d dug it too 
close to where his family stored 
their carriages, and one day, when 
his father decided to take the bug-
gy out to town, one of the wheels 
caught in the hole after only a few 

feet and flipped over into the hole 
Droop-Ears had made, with his fa-
ther still aboard.
Mister Proud’s howls of rage 
drew the pup and his mother to the 
scene of the accident, and neither 
of them could hold back yelps of 
laughter at seeing the father, whose 
head was usually held so high (his 
family wasn’t called Highsnout 
for nothing!),  with his snout deep 
in a hole in the dirt.



- I guess we should change our 
name to Highrump instead of 
Highsnout! - giggled Droop-
Ears between one bark of laugh-
ter and the next.
Now, obviously that cost him two 
days of being grounded.

But then again, it certainly didn’t 
stop him from trying once more.
Having dug another hole in a less 
dangerous area, he managed to 
create a great little ice-house.
After a few unsuccessful at-
tempts, the pup managed to make 
good ice cream and offered some 
to his father during the Summer of 
the same year, which shed some 
light on why exactly Proud had 
stumbled into the previous hole, 
an incident that Droop-Ears had 

avoided explaining at the time by 
trying to pass it off as a simple 
prank.

The ice cream was such a surprise 
that it became a symbol of peace 
in their family, and every week 
Droop-Ears made another batch, 
improving the recipe with every new 
attempt.



This led to him teaching the in-
habitants of what would later be 
Woofland how to make ice cream, 
which in turn paved the way for ice 
cream to become Woofland’s so-
called “national dish”!

There are so many stories one could 
tell about Droop-Ears’ life: when 
he set out to sea for the first time, 
when he became friends with Iron-
jaw the blacksmith, or Blue-Ears 
the pirate, but...  the play is finally 
about to start, and since our bud-
ding actors have finally conquered 
their stage fright, we wouldn’t want 
to bother them, would we?
So let’s save those stories for 
some other time.
We’ll have other opportunities to 
learn about the life of the dog who 
founded Woofland!


