








When turtle stopped to rest
by an old and crooked tree,
he said, “I think I’m lost—
this isn’t where I ought to be.”

Little turtle cried,
and with his tiny voice he said,
“I’m not where I should be.
I am in the woods instead.”



A bear came out
when he heard the turtle’s plea.

He said, “A box turtle!
That’s what you could be.

“You wouldn’t have to swim,
you could feast on fruit,

you could crawl around the forest,
and sleep a lot to boot.”



Turtle tried it for a while,
but he couldn’t stick to it.
He was not a box turtle,
and he just couldn’t do it.

 “No thank you,” said the turtle,
“it’s just not me.
I really don’t think
that’s what I’m supposed to be.”

And so he walked on . . .




