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Turquoise the Tortoise
and His Own Human Pet



He lives with his two mothers
and his sisters and his brothers
in the city park
at the foot of a fig tree,
well advanced in years,
with thick roots.Turquoise is a baby tortoise.

He’s super-small.
Teeny-weeny. 



But what Turquoise loves most of all
is to climb the good old fig tree,
sit on one of its leaves
and watch kids playing in the park.

Turquoise loves
to play hide-and-seek with his friends
and talk and talk with his family.



He climbed down the tree 
and ran towards his mothers
as fast as his little feet could carry him.

The boy was ever so small
and oh, so cute.
Truly adorable.
Turquoise was captivated.

His mothers were talking 
with an amiable dragonfly
who had traveled from a far-off place.

One day, from high up in the tree
Turquoise saw a little boy
sitting at a table in the middle of the park
sipping chocolate milk with his two mothers.



Turquoize and his mothers looked over at the child. 

“Isn’t he adorable?” announced Turquoize with pride.
“I found him all by myself.”

“I found a child!” he hollered.
“He’s little and cute
and just right for me.”

“Could I raise him as my own?
Please? Please?
I want him as my very own pet child.”



“But he’s so cute.
I could play hide-and-seek with him
and teach him to climb trees.
We could drink chocolate milk together.”

Turquoise was sad.
He lowered his head.
“Awww,” he said.

“He is very sweet,” answered one of the mothers.
“Very, very sweet,”
agreed the second mother.

“But,” she continued gently,
children prefer to grow up with their own families.”



 
 
 
The child looked at Turquoise.
“Whoa,” he exclaimed,
“look who came to greet me!”
A little tortoise,  
a cute little tortoise,
teeny-weeny,
just like me!”

“Can we take him home?” 
he asked.
“I would play with him 
and take care of him
and he’d be all mine.”

Turquoise and his two mothers
approached the table.“But Turquoise, sweet little Turquoise,”

Said the mothers,
“you could be his friend.
You can do all those things together
simply as friends.
Come on, let’s get closer to him.”



“Awww,” said the little boy,
and sadly lowered his head.

“But I could play with him
and tell him bedtime stories
and tickle him 
until he can’t stop laughing.”

“But sweetie,”
said one of the mothers,
“little tortoises prefer to be with their own families.”



The child got up
and approached Turquoise.

“Hello,”
he said bashfully.
“I’m Benjy.”

“But darling,” said the second mother,
“you could be his friend.
You can do all of those things together
simply as friends. 
Go ahead, you can get closer.
He’ll surely want to play with someone cute like you.”



So they went together to the old fig tree.

The four mothers
watched them from afar
and smiled.

“I’m Turquoise,” said Turquoise,
and smiled. 
“Do you want to be my friend?”

“Yes,” said Benjy.

“Do you like to climb trees?”
asked Turquoise.

“I love to climb trees,”
said Benjy.




