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			Chapter 1

			Good morning, world!

			I had plans. Nice, easy, comfy plans. Stay at home plans. Yes. It was going to be a nice, easy, stay at home day. I had gone for a long walk in the woods the day before, so yes, let’s stay home today, shall we? That would be nice. I’d spend the day picking things up, putting things away, and never see them again. I had already had breakfast and put that away, and now there I was, just standing there in the middle of it all and looking at it all, when there came a loud knock at the front door.

			KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

			Yes, that would be the one. And as I stood so still and silent, there came a loud voice outside, saying, “From the King!”

			My quiet voice inside. “Oh.”

			I went and opened the door, and there stood the tallest rabbit I have ever seen. Maybe it was a hare. They’re larger than rabbits, aren’t they? It could have been a small kangaroo. It was that big.

			

			Me, trying to be polite to that tall furry thing, whatever it was, asked, “Yes?”

			“Mister Boggle the Turtle?”

			“I’m a tortoise, not a turtle.”

			The hairy rabbit ignored that and handed me a folded piece of paper. It was an invitation. The beast neither smiled nor frowned as he did this. He was just doing his job. He didn’t have to like it. “Princess Venus invites you to come and visit her at the castle.”

			“Veen!”

			The big bunny took a big breath. He was still not happy about this. “Yes, Veen. And she wanted me to add, ‘Please,’ to the invitation.”

			By now I was all smiles, and I waved the royal invitation over my head as best I could with my short arms. I was as happy as he was not!

			“Yes! Tell her yes, I will!”

			Big Ricky Rabbit (or whatever his name was) gave me a quick fake smile and then turned to go. “Thank you.”

			“Oh, thank you!” I replied.

			Mister Hairy Hare bounded off back to the castle, leaving me to plot and plan, as now my day had changed. And all for the better! I was going to the castle! I was going to see Veen!

			But first I had to pack.

			I looked around. Then I looked around again. Where was everything? Yes, there’s my hat. And here’s my stick over there by the door. Now, where did I put my shoulder bag? My brown shoulder bag? Oh, and yes, the key to the castle! I had that, too. Somewhere…

			

			The morning went from a casual look around my home to a frantic search for things, as I had to move everything to find everything and then put half of it away. Yes, yes, put all of it away. But I still did find what I was looking for! The key was in the brown shoulder bag, along with my loud whistle, and that bag was under my bed, where it had last been thrown. Now all I had to do was get up and go. To the castle! Yes!

			Well, after I packed my bag. Carrots and apples and grapes, oh my!

			I shouldered my bag, put on my hat, and picked up my stick. Now I was ready to go! Out the door! Off we go!

			And now we go back! Lock the door! Start again! Yes!

			It’s a good thing the path from my front door out to the road is a smooth one, as I hardly looked down at it at all. I was busy looking up at the sky and the clouds and the weather, and was it going to rain today? Now or later? Maybe later, but maybe not now. I’d get a better look at the sky once I got out on the road and not under the trees. All of those trees. All of those nice, cool, shady green trees.

			Oh, this was going to be a long walk in the hot sun, wasn’t it? Maybe it would rain. That would be nice. And shady. And cool. Just keep stepping, tortoise, just keep stepping. And this tortoise did just that. I walked out of the woods and toward the road, and so far, so good!

			I made it down the path and out to the road without falling down. Always a good way to start any walk. And then I looked both ways. Nothing coming either way. Hooray! It’s also a good day if you don’t get run over on the road.

			A good day so far, but I hadn’t come that far.

			Now, which way was it to the castle?

			I looked the wrong way first and frowned. That way didn’t seem quite right, and no, it wasn’t. I looked the other way and then I smiled. Yes! This is the way! Through the village and beyond! To the castle! Off we go!

			Well, off me go. And I did have a ways to go. That much I knew.

			I had been there once before, to the castle, after that long-lost walk in the woods, but could I remember the way again? Without getting lost this time? It was time to find out!

			I walked. Oh, did I walk. And I looked up at the sky as I walked. The bright blue sky. No clouds yet. Nothing but clear sky up there. It was going to be a bright, bright sunshiny day. I might have danced a little as I walked. Yes, really.

			Now, you have to understand that, yes, I walk, but no, I don’t walk fast. Oh sure, yes, “slow and steady” wins the race, but I still walk slow and I never race or try to run. If I’m being chased, I’m more of a “hide under a rock” kind of tortoise. Let them run right on by me and then keep on going. That usually works, but what about today? I looked back behind me as I walked. Nope. No race today. Nothing back there. Nothing chasing me. Still early. Just keep walking.

			I suppose you could say it was a country lane. I was walking down a country lane. Certainly not a city street! It was fairly level, no steep hills, and the forest was back the other way now, back past my home. There were a few trees along the road, but not a lot, so it was mostly sun with spots of shade. This was all open land, farm land, and the homes were all back down those smaller lanes and far from the road. This made for a nice quiet walk. I didn’t have to say hello to anyone. I have days when I want to say hello and days when I don’t, and I still didn’t know which day this day was. This was “Go to the Castle Day!” Yes!

			I walked a bit faster. Well, for a while there.

			The plan was but a simple one: I would walk into town, right through town, and then out the other side. I had no reason to stop in town, as the castle was not there. It was over on the other side of town, but I had to get through town to get to it. You follow that?

			Here, I’ll lead.

			Right through town. Try to keep up. That last one was a joke. How could you not keep up with a tortoise? I’ve had rocks pass me on the downhills. All I could do was all I could do: I walked at a tortoise’s pace. Ah, but as I walked as fast as I walked, I did get to see everything all along the way! I think that is the best thing about the way I walk: I get to see stuff! No choice, but it’s still fun!

			As I walked along at my own easy pace, I found myself humming a happy tune. Why? Because tortoises can’t whistle, silly! But there I was, humming my way down the lane as I wandered along, stick in hand and hat for shade. And what was I humming, anyway? I stopped and looked all around. Still no one else in sight, or close enough to hear me, so I hummed it all again as I just stood right there, as if that might help. It didn’t help. I still had no idea what that song was, but I sure knew it by heart!

			Did I know the words? I thought about that and I wasn’t sure. Were there words to that tune? Now I didn’t know. And did I want to maybe hum something else instead? No, I did not. That tune, whatever it was, fit my pace, so that tune it was! Whatever it was!

			Off we go! To the castle!

			If this was how it was going to be, how my walk to the castle was going to go, I was the happiest tortoise on earth! A perfect day, and I knew the way! Well, I knew most of the way. I could get myself to the village, and maybe I could see the castle from there out the other side, right? Maybe. I had never done this before: walked to the castle. I had always been hauled by carriage, out and back. That one time. In the dark. So, no, I had no idea where I was going on foot and in broad daylight, but yes, please, just let me get to the village and I’m sure this will all work out.

			Now, which way is the village?
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