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      Benjamin tortoise lived at the bottom of Mrs Miller’s garden, and as he surfaced after his long winter sleep, he yawned, smacked his lips, and knew that he felt very hungry.
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      He looked around for some lettuce leaves, as kind Mrs Miller always left him some
       
      food ready for when he awoke but he
       
      searched in vain.
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      Knowing that it would take him a long
       
      time to walk to the garden door, he jumped
       
      through the fence into Mrs Taylor’s
       
      garden, who was Mrs Miller’s next door neighbour.
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      “Goody goody” he said as he saw a full
       
      saucer of milk in the pathway.
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
      As he knew that milk was very good, both
       
      food and drink, because he had seen Mrs Miller give it to her two small children every day during last summer.
    

    
      The children’s names were Jason and Elisabeth.
    

    
    
    
    
      Just as Benjamin was about to lap up the
       
      milk, he heard a sussing sound
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