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			Chapter 1

			Up and at ’em!

			Yes, some days we sleep in. No, we don’t roll over (We can’t!), but some days we just sort of half open one eye, look around a bit, and then in our minds, say, no, not now. Maybe later. And then we lay our heads back down the other way. Away from the window. Away from the sunlight. And then maybe we sleep a little longer. Maybe. It was one of those mornings; too bright to fight. On that, we both agreed, but silently. No need to wake up for just that. Not now. Maybe later. We’ll see…

			Snore…

			And then yes, later rolled around, the sun rolled up, and the room got BRIGHT. Oh, my. Going to be one of those days, was it? Too bright to go outside? Can there be such a day as that? Only one way to find out: you have to get up and go outside! Armando and I did just that, each in our own time and in our own way. And, as usual, I led the way. I was up first, such as I was, stirred the hot coals in the fireplace, got that going, heated up a sort of veggie stew for breakfast, and as that warmed up (and Armando stirred at the wonderful smell of warm food), I walked outside. Oh, my!

			It was, of course, a perfect day outside. Of course, it was. It was all bright sun and blue sky, small white clouds and my, oh my. I took a few steps out into the woods, away from the front door, and then I simply looked all around. I took it all in. All of it, a total circle, slowly. And by the time I was done with that slow circle, I had company: my brother Armando.

			“Morning, Boggle.”

			“Morning, Armie.”

			“Wicked bright out here,” he said.

			“Sure is,” I agreed.

			Now, it was Armando’s turn to look all around, and he did just that and I did not. No need for me to look around again. I had seen it all before, and it was all still there. Armando took his tortoise time about it, as we both do. Why rush when you’re a tortoise? We move at tortoise speed, even when we’re just standing there. He made that slow turn.

			Then Armando asked as he finished his big look all around, “So, what are we going to do about this bright sunny day?”

			I had been thinking about that, and I had the answer ready already. “Only one thing to do.”

			Armando bobbed his head in understanding as he turned back for the door. “I’ll get my hat.”

			We didn’t rush. We had all day. And even if we didn’t, we didn’t rush. We’re tortoises. So, even if we did rush, it’s not like you’d notice. We both walked back inside at our own wicked tortoise pace (a small joke there), and gathered up all that we might need for a comfy walk in the woods on a bright sunny day: our hats, walking sticks, and bags of food for later.

			Now, yes, yes, there’s food in the woods. There’s apples and berries and all sorts of things a tortoise might eat if a tortoise got hungry as a tortoise went for a walk far from home, but it doesn’t hurt to haul a bit of food along with you, you know? So we each packed apples and carrots for the trip. Just as if we knew where we were going. We did not. How could we? We hadn’t been there yet. It was a brand-new day!

			Which way? We had no idea. We were still gathering up our things. We weren’t quite ready yet. Close, but not quite.

			“Have you seen my hat?”

			“Like the one on your head?”

			“Oh. Yes. Thank you.”

			And I’m not even going to tell you which one of us that was… Armando… and of course, as that happened, I was the one that sort of sneakily swept a hand over my own head to make sure I wasn’t wearing the hat that I was looking for… that was in my other hand as I searched for it. Yeah. Tortoises. It’s a wonder we don’t get lost in our own homes. But we didn’t. Not that time, anyway.

			We both found our lost hats, our walking sticks, and bags, then we packed those bags and remembered where the front door was. Sofari, sogoodie!

			We both got outside, closed the front door, and then took a few steps toward the woods all around us, before we both stopped and just stood there.

			And then, I remembered. “Oh wait, hang on!”

			

			And that’s when I went back and locked the front door. Hey, I remembered! And I remembered before we got too far away, off into the woods, and was it even worth it to go back for that? Sometimes yes, sometimes no. We were close enough to go back. That time.

			Armando waited for me, and once the deed was done, I was right back there with him, and there we were… Looking … just looking…

			“Which way today?” Armando asked.

			We both kept looking around until I smiled and pointed. “That way!”

			“Why that way?”

			“Why not?” I asked him back.

			“As good a reason as any!”

			“And better than most!” I said.

			“Off we go!”

			“Don’tcha know!”

			And off we went, like a herd of, well, tortoises. We are not turtles. Big difference. Well, a medium difference. But there is a difference. Now, these two tortoises, two brothers of the shell, we were walking all “casual with purpose” through the woods. Fast enough to get there, but slow enough to see it all along the way. Nice day! I pulled my hat down a bit closer to my eyes. Bright day! Armando already had his hat down almost over his eyes. How did he see where he was going? Maybe that was all he could see: where he was going. Each step. The ground right in front of him. Me, I wanted to see it all. We were out there! We were in it! We were walking! We simply had no idea where we were going, but we were making great time at it.

			

			I’m not sure how to describe which way we went other than to say we went that way. No, the other that way. We didn’t just walk straight away from our home with the front door to our backs. We made a big, gentle turn as we walked through the trees, and it didn’t take long before our home was gone. Well, we were gone. Pretty sure our home stayed put. But by then, we couldn’t see it, so how would we know? For all we knew, our home was back there dancing because we were gone. And yes, it was our home now. Not just mine, as it had been before. It was ours now.

			My brother Armando was most certainly invited to stay, as I had made room for him in my home, and he did stay. He had so few things to add, it was the easiest of moves. And now my home, our home, was a cozy comfort for two. And since we were both such close brothers, it hardly made any difference at all. It’s not like he was a giraffe. We were simply two tortoises under one roof now. Not a problem. For either of us. We even walked well together. Well, of course we did. Tortoises. Duh.

			But where were we going? And how would we get there? And most importantly, are we there yet?

			Last question first: no, we were not there yet. Pretty sure. I mean, we honestly had no idea where we were going, but seeing as how we were still going, I had to guess that we hadn’t gotten there yet. Wherever we were going. And wherever we were just then. And where were we? Time for a stop and look.

			I stopped. Armando did not. Armando still had his hat pulled down tight.

			BUMP!

			

			“Woof!”

			“Sorry!” Armando said.

			We one of us fell down, but we did do a sort of odd stumble dance together there for a moment as we each tried so very hard to not fall down. And we didn’t. We won! Me, I reached over and raised my brother’s hat so it wasn’t so silly low.

			“There you go.”

			“But the sun…” Armando complained.

			“Is up, pup.”

			And with that, seeing as how we were both stopped right where we stumbled, we both took that chance to look all around, from sky to ground. Armando asked what we both were thinking. Or maybe he was thinking what we both were asking.

			“Know where we are?”

			I looked. I smiled. “Yeah, we’re in the woods!”

			“Mother always said you were the smart one.”

			“She did??” I asked in shock.

			“No, not really.”

			“Oh.”

			“So, we … are … where?” Armando asked again.

			I tried to not go all silly again. My brother must have left his sense of humor at home.

			I looked around as I answered him. “For as little time as we have been out here, we still can’t be that far from home, since it’s not like we’ve crossed a river or mountain or anything. We’re still in our woods.”

			Now Armando looked around before he spoke again. “And where do we go from here?”

			I took that serious look around, just as though I didn’t know, and then simply pointed the way we had been going before we stopped. There was a path. No need to stray from that.

			I gave a big smile and said, “Right this way!”
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