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TOBY 
THE TORTOISE 

On the magical Greek island of Corfu, 

anything can happen. 

Home to furry blue bumblebees, 

brighdy colored butterflies, and a variety 

of toads, lizards, snakes, and frogs, Corfu 

is paradise for a boy who likes to collect 

insects and animals. One beautiful sunny 

morning, the boy and his dog, Roger, 

go for an adventure. They walk along 

some cliffs above the sea and hear a cry 

for help. A tortoise has fallen into the 

water and is fighting for his life. The boy 

rescues the tortoise and invites him home. 

That’s how Toby the Tortoise comes 

to join the menagerie. The boy makes 

him a little house to live in and gives him 

lots of his favorite food — wild strawber¬ 

ries. Roger the dog invites him to his 

birthday party, where everybody dances 

and sings and eats cake. But still Toby 

isn’t completely happy. There’s a Mr. and 

Mrs. Toad, a Mr. and Mrs. Frog, a Mr. 

and Mrs. Snake . . . but no Mrs. Tortoise. 

The search begins for someone to share 

Toby the Tortoise’s new home. 
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Wien I was young, I was lucky enough to live on an island, 

an island called Corfu in Greece. It was a very beautiful island, 

and we lived in a big white house surrounded by forests of olive 

trees. In these forests lived lots of curious animals such as various 

kinds of lizards, frogs, toads, and snakes, and any number of 

interesting insects, from beautifully colored butterflies to fat, hairy 

spiders and furry blue bumblebees. Many other creatures lived in 

the warm blue sea that surrounded the island: strange fishes, 



All these animals were my friends. I used to. collect them as 

pets, and they would come and live in my house with me in 

special cages I built for them. So I always had many different 

lands of creatures sharing my bedroom and the big verandah 

that ran along one side of the house. 
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favorite pet was my dog, Roger. He was a big dog with 

thick, curly black fur, large brown eyes, and a stumpy tail that he 

wagged very fast when he was pleased. Roger slept in a basket in 

my room, and he always used to wake up early and try to 

persuade me to take him for a walk. He would stretch and yawn 

and then come across to my bed and lick my hand to wake me 

up. Then he would growl, “Come on, come on. Wake up. I 

want to go for a walk.” 



n V_^/h, Roger,” I would yawn. “Why do you have to wake me 

up so early, when I was having a lovely sleep?” 

Roger didn’t think five o’clock was early. He knew the sun 

was up, the sky was blue, the birds were all singing, and it was a 

beautiful day, not one for lying in bed. 

So I would get up and dress, and Roger and I would go off 

into the olive trees to see what we could find. 
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One day when we were on one of these early morning walks, 

we had a very exciting adventure. We were walking along some 

cliffs by the sea when suddenly Roger stopped and cocked his 

head to one side, as if he were listening to something. 

“What is it?” I asked. “I don’t hear anything.” 

Roger bounded on ahead, and suddenly I could hear what his 

sharp ears had heard — a tiny voice shouting, “Help! Help! Please 

help me or I’m going to drown!” 

We ran along the cliffs, peering down, and soon we saw who 

was in trouble. It was a tortoise. He had fallen into the blue sea 

and was in danger of drowning, for land tortoises can’t swim. 

“Help! Help!” he was crying in panic. 

“Don’t worry,” I shouted. “We’ll rescue you.” 



On our walks we always carried jars and boxes for the insects 

we found and a rope that we used for climbing trees or cliffs. 

Now I unwound the rope, tied one end around a strong olive 

tree, and let the rest of it hang over the cliff. Going down the 

cliff was easy, and I was soon dangling on the rope close to the 

water. I waited until a small wave pushed the tortoise close to 

me, and then I grabbed him and held him against my chest. 
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o, rh, thank you so much,” he said, his voice muffled against 

my shirt. “I felt sure no one would rescue me.” 

“Well, you’re safe now,” I said, starting to climb up the rope, 

“but how did you manage to get into the sea?” 

“Well,” said the tortoise, “wild strawberries are my favorite 

fruit. I was walking along the cliff, and I saw some growing on 

the very edge. I rushed forward to eat them, but a bit of the cliff 

gave way, and before I knew what was happening, I was in the 

sea. 
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Wh, hen we got to the top of the cliff, we sat down to have a 

rest, for climbing up the rope had been difficult. 

“What’s your name?” asked Roger. 

“Toby,” said the tortoise. “I’m named after my father.” 

“Tell me, Toby,” I asked. “Would you like to come and live at 

my house for a while? There are lots of other animal friends of 

ours there, and we would give you nice things to eat.” 

“Will I have wild strawberries?” asked Toby. 

“Yes,” I said, “as many as you can eat.” 

“And you’ll be just in time for my birthday party,” said Roger. 

“I’ll be five years old next week.” 

“Oh, what fun,” cried Toby. “I’m so glad you rescued me!” 
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o we went off home and I carried Toby, since he was such a 

slow walker. When we arrived, I built him a nice little house like a 

doghouse. It had his name on it, and he could sleep in it or sit 

there when the sun was very hot. 





“Yes. He’s called Toby,” I said. 

“I don’t care what he’s called,” she said, “but he’s got to stop 

eating my strawberries.” 

“What happened?” I asked. 

TLoby had not been with us very long when one day my sister 

came into my room, looking very angry. 

“That awful tortoise in the garden — is he yours?” she asked. 



T JL went into the garden to sunbathe, and I took a bowl of wild 

strawberries with me. Then along comes this Toby thing, and the 

moment he sees them he tries to climb right into the dish. I 

moved them to the other side of me, and this Toby thing climbs 

over me. Look at these red marks he’s made on my suntan! Then 

he fell off my tummy straight into the dish of strawberries and 

squashed them all. You’ve got to control him. He’s not only 

ruined all my strawberries, but with all these stripes he’s made 

me look like a zebra.” 

So I had a serious talk with Toby, and he promised never to 

do such a thing again. 
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On his birthday, Roger woke up very early because he was so 

excited about his party and his presents. He got two big boxes of 

special cookies, a windup mouse to play with, a new brush and 

comb, and a big box of chocolates. 

In the afternoon we had the party, and what a great party it 

was! All my animal friends came to it — Mr. and Mrs. Owl, Mr. 

and Mrs. Toad, Mr. and Mrs. Frog, Mr. and Mrs. Snake, Mr. and 

Mrs. Butterfly, and many, many more. We had ice cream and 

Jell-O and lots of lemonade to drink and crackers to pull and a 

big cake covered with pink and white icing and decorated with 

five candles. 



fterward we brought the radio outside and danced to the 

music. Everyone agreed that they had never been to such a 

terrific birthday party. 
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JJie next day, I went to Toby’s house. I found him sitting in 

the doorway, crying his heart out. 

“What in the world is the matter?” I asked. “You seemed so 

happy yesterday.” 

“I was” sobbed Toby, “until I started to think about it.” 

“About what?” I asked. 

“Well, look who was at the party,” said Toby. “Mr. and Mrs. 

Owl, Mr. and Mrs. Toad, Mr. and Mrs. Frog, and so on. But 

there was only one tortoise at your party, and that was me. I had no 

Mrs. Tortoise.” 

“I see,” I said. “So what you want is a lady tortoise?” 

“Yes,” said Toby excitedly, “so at the next party we can be Mr. 

and Mrs. Tortoise.” 

“Well,” I said, “I’ll see what I can do.” 



For the next three days, Toby and I, with the help of Roger, 

searched for a lady tortoise. It was hot work walking through the 

olive trees, and although we met plenty of tortoises, not one of 

them was exactly right. They were either too big or too small or 

their shells were the wrong color or they had some other fault. 

“Boy oh boy!” growled Roger. “You are difficult to please, 

Toby.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Toby, “but if we choose just any old tortoise, 

I’ll be unhappy and so will she.” 

“You’re absolutely right,” I said. “Let’s keep on looking.” 
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o, n the fourth day, we found her, a beautiful young lady 

tortoise sitting under an olive tree eating dandelions. 

“That’s the one!” said Toby excitedly “Isn’t she beautiful? 

“Hello,” I said to the lady tortoise. “What’s your name?” 

“Matilda,” she replied through a mouthful of dandelion 

flowers. 

“Well, I’m Gerry. Would you like to come and live with us 

and our animal friends? You and Toby here will have a lovely 

house to live in and lots of delicious food to eat.” 

“That sounds like fun. Can I come and see if I like it first?” 

Matilda asked Toby. 

“Of course,” said Toby, and off we went home. 
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.^\.fter she had met Mr. and Mrs. Owl, Mr. and Mrs. Toad, Mr. 

and Mrs. Frog, and all the others, Matilda decided she would 

stay with Toby. So they got married, and we had a wonderful 

party, and everyone gave the tortoises lots of wedding presents. 



I built them a new, bigger house with “Toby and Matilda” 

written over the door. As I watched them setde down happily 

together, I was prouder than ever that we had rescued Toby 

from the sea, and I told Roger so. 

“It’s the best day’s work we’ve ever done.” 

“You’re right, you’re right,” growled Roger in agreement. 
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Gerald Darrell, known worldwide 

for his work as a naturalist and a conser¬ 

vationist, has long voiced deep concerns 

about our ecological future. He started 

his own zoo on the Isle of Jersey more 

than thirty years ago, and it is there that 

he devotes his energy to wildlife preser¬ 

vation and study. 

He is the author of more than thirty 

books, including the much-loved classics 

My Family and Other Animals and A Zoo 

in My Luggage. His first book for young 

children, Keeper, was also published by 

Arcade. 

Keith West; a native of New Zealand, 

has lived and worked in both the United 

States and England. A noted artist and 

teacher, Mr. West has done illustrations 

for a number of books, most recently 
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