


The Tortoise's Treasure
Chest

Cinar BIBER



Tilly the tortoise lived in a cozy burrow under a willow tree.
She wore a lavender shawl and tiny round spectacles. One
morning, a letter arrived with a small golden key. It said her
grandmother had left her a treasure chest. Tilly's amber eyes
grew wide with wonder. She packed her satchel and set off to
find it.




The chest sat in Grandmother's old garden shed, covered in
cobwebs and dust. Tilly tried to lift the lid, but it was stuck
fast. She pushed and pulled with all her might. The lid would
not budge. 'I need help,' she sighed. Just then, a robin landed
on the windowsill, his orange-red breast glowing like a tiny
sunset.




'‘Hello!" chirped the robin. 'I'm Pip. You look worried.' Tilly
explained about the chest and the key. Pip tilted his head. "Two
heads are better than one,' he said. 'Let's try together.' Tilly
smiled, and her spectacles twinkled. Pip hopped onto the chest
and inspected the lock. 'The key fits here,' he said.
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Tilly turned the key, and Pip pulled the lid. With a soft click
and a creak, the chest opened. A puff of dusty air swirled out.
Inside, they saw a jumble of objects: a feather, a shell, a map,
and more. 'It's full of treasures!' Pip chirped. Tilly's heart
raced. Each item looked old and worn, but special.
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The first thing Tilly picked up was a bright blue feather. 'This
looks like a jay's feather,' she said. Pip nodded. 'Your
grandmother must have met a jay on her travels.' Tilly
remembered Grandmother's stories of faraway forests. The
feather was soft and smooth. 'She always loved birds,' Tilly
whispered. She placed it gently on the table.
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Next, Tilly found a tiny glass bottle filled with golden sand. A
tiny label read, 'From the Singing Desert.' "The Singing
Desert!" Pip exclaimed. 'I've heard of it. The sand hums when
the wind blows.' Tilly imagined her grandmother walking on
warm dunes. 'She collected sand from every place she visited,'
Tilly said. Pip's dark eyes sparkled.
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Then Pip spotted a small, smooth stone with a hole in the
middle. 'A wishing stone!' he said. Tilly held it up to her eye.
‘Grandmother told me she once wished for a friend,' she said
softly. 'And she found one in a prickly hedgehog.' The stone felt
warm in her hand. Tilly placed it carefully beside the feather
and sand.




At the bottom of the chest lay a folded map. Tilly spread it out.
It showed winding paths, a river, and a big red X. 'This is a
treasure map!' Pip chirped. Tilly traced the lines with her claw.
‘Grandmother loved adventures,' she said. 'She must have
followed this map long ago.' The map crackled with age, but
the path was clear.




Under the map, Tilly found a small leather pouch. Inside were
three shiny acorns. 'Acorns?' Pip said, puzzled. Tilly laughed.
‘Grandmother once planted an oak tree. She said it grew from
a single acorn. These must be from that tree.' She
remembered picnics under its branches. The acorns were like
tiny promises of the future.




Pip flew to the chest and pulled out a tiny knitted scarf. It was
blue, like Grandmother's headscarf. 'This was mine when I was
small,' Tilly said, her voice soft. 'Grandmother knitted it for
me.' She held it to her cheek. The wool was still soft. 'She kept
it all these years.' Pip hopped closer and nuzzled her hand.
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Tilly's eyes filled with happy tears. 'These aren't just things,'
she said. 'They're memories. Each one tells a story of
Grandmother's life.' Pip nodded. 'And now they're your stories,
too.' They looked at the feather, the sand, the stone, the map,
the acorns, and the scarf. 'l feel like I know her better,' Tilly
said.




Pip had an idea. 'Let's put them back in the chest, but add
something new.' Tilly found a small piece of paper and wrote,
‘Tilly and Pip's adventure.' She placed it inside. 'Now the chest
holds our memory, too,' she said. Pip chirped happily. 'The
treasure keeps growing!' Tilly smiled, her amber eyes shining
behind her spectacles.




That evening, Tilly and Pip sat by the fire. Tilly wore her
lavender shawl and told Pip stories about Grandmother. '‘She
was brave and kind,' Tilly said. 'And she always helped others.'
Pip listened, his bright eyes fixed on her. 'You're just like her,’
he said. Tilly blushed. 'Thank you, Pip. And thank you for
helping me.'




The next morning, Tilly placed the chest back in the shed. But
she kept the key around her neck. 'So I can always remember,'
she said. Pip perched on her shell. 'And I'll help you find new
treasures,' he promised. They walked out into the sunshine.
The garden seemed brighter than before. Tilly felt warm
inside.




From that day on, Tilly and Pip shared adventures. They
collected feathers, stones, and leaves. Each one went into a
new chest Tilly made. 'Family memories are the best treasure,’
Tilly told Pip. 'And so are friends.' Pip chirped in agreement.
They sat together under the willow tree, watching the sun set.
Tilly's heart was full.




And so, the tortoise and the robin learned that the greatest
treasures aren't gold or jewels. They are the stories we share
and the friends who help us along the way. Tilly wore her

grandmother's key with pride, knowing that every memory is a
treasure worth keeping. The end.
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