
TUKU THE TURTLE 
Long, long ago, when the earth was young, birds, animals and fish were not as we know them today. They 

were full of promise, like stories which were about to be told. 

One such animal was the turtle, but that wasn't his name then. He was called Tuku. Now Tuku was a large 

round heavy creature, smooth as stone in a river bed, but soft to the touch. He did not have the hard 

protective shell that turtles have today. Tuku moved very, very slowly. 

Each morning he would muster all his strength and raise one eyelid to the bright dewy day, then he would 

rest and after a short while he would raise the other eyelid. Again he would rest. His large, brown, short 

sighted eyes would try to focus and he would begin to feel very hungry. It was, after all the middle of the 

morning. 

Tuku never rushed. Even though he felt as though he had not eaten for at least 1000 years, he gradually 

raised himself from the ground and put one foot carefully in front of the other, One foot at a time, slowly, 

slowly, step by step. In this way Tuku moved from his shady home beneath a bush into the brilliant sunshine. 

"How hot it is", Tuku grumbled to himself. (He was often grumpy first thing in the morning). How hard I 

shall have to work to find myself a little something to eat and drink!" 

Slowly, slowly, step by step Tuku moved toward the stream which threaded like a silver ribbon between 

clumps of reeds. Tuku liked the reeds. They were smooth and chewy and he liked to drink the pure water of 

the stream. 

After a very long time Tuku travelled the short distance to the stream. He could feel the sun burning his back 

and his head was dizzy with tiredness. He drank the sweet water and broke off a fresh green reed to chew. 

'Oh for some cool mud on my skin', Tuku thought (he was too tired to speak out loud) and with a huge effort 

he rolled over onto the muddy water's edge. 

The mud was so soothing that Tuku could feel himself beginning to fall asleep. He was not going to fall 

asleep that close to the water though, he might fall in! 

So Tuku dragged himself from the mud and slowly, slowly, step by step moved into the shade of a nearby 

tree and fell asleep. He slept and slept and slept all through the day and the night and the next day as well. As 

he slept the leaves fell upon him and stuck to the mud on his back. 

During the night the dew wet the leaves and the mud and all the following day more leaves fell in layers onto 

the back of the sleeping turtle. 

When Tuku finally woke up he discovered to his surprise that he had a hard shell on his back It felt rather 

strange. He tried to shake it off but the layers of leaves and mud had stuck fast. 

'What am I to do?' moaned Tuku. Then he noticed that all his shaking and shuffling had taken him out of the 

shade and into the bright sunlight. He blinked his eyes and slowly he realised that he could no longer feel the 

harsh rays of the sun burning his back. 

A smile gradually made its way across Tuku's wrinkled face. He was very pleased. 'How clever of me to 

make this cover for my back', he said to himself, 'Look at my fine cover', he boasted to any animal which 

happened to be passing. 'Just look at me, safe from the sun forever.' 

All this excitement made Tuku very tired and he slowly closed his eyes and pulled his head and legs inside 

his wonderful cover and slept. 

And this why the turtle has a shell. 


