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Suddenly, she noficed a little turtle making his way across the bgdch.
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Hello, little turtle. Where are you going?’ she asked.

"To the sea,’ the furtle replied.
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_ | don't know how. Can you show me?’ asked the girl. The turtle looked out fo the sea, then back at the girl and said,
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h O course, it's easy!* the furtle exclaimed. — 'IF you have to be scared, then be scared.

Bl de & anyway!

Bl ['m seared,

the young girl replied.






