All Gurtle the Turtle ever wanted was a quiet life, but then the supposedly indestructible Evil Lord Cauliflower conquered the known world and things changed overnight.  Broccoli became second rate citizens, considered lesser then cauliflower and therefore all vegetable-dom because of their green flesh, and a trade in broccoli slavery sprang up. 
Amongst young turtles, shell-art became popular, with teenage turtles sporting the latest look in barnacles – even the younger children had temporary rub-on lichen.  One enterprising older turtle took this a step further and started an oyster farm on his shell.  
But some turtles started a resistance, and Gurtle was part of it.
One cold and rainy night, a huddled figure ran towards a small house and knocked.
“Its me.” It said, and the door opened.  Inside it was warm from a cosy fire that made shadows dance on the walls.  Several figures were looking at the newcomer expectantly.
“Well?” one asked.
“I’ve found it.  The secret to defeating the Evil Lord Cauliflower is in one of the oldest books in Hawksbill library.  We need to send someone to the library at once – it is our only hope.”
Gurtle and another turtle called Fred stepped forward, 
“Fred and I can handle it - we leave tonight.”  A young turtle with an eager expression hurried forward.
“Here, take my invisibility cloak!” He said with a manic gleam in his eye.  Gurtle sighed.
“Matthew, that’s not an invisibility cloak – it’s just a bed sheet with ‘please don’t look at me’ written on it.”
“But I wore it the other day when some guards went past and they didn’t see me at all.”
“I don’t think that’s because you were invisible, I think they just thought you were insane so they ignored you.”
“Aha!” said Matthew happily, “it works!”
They said their goodbyes and left.
Fred and Gurtle made good time as they walked briskly over the rolling hills, making good time with the sun warming their backs and a light breeze in their faces, until Fred said,
“Gurtle, where exactly is the Hawksbill Library?” Gurtle stopped walking.
“I thought you knew.” They both dropped their packs and scanned the horizon, but still didn’t know which way to go, so they sat down for a rest and to rethink.  It slowly got darker and colder – as reptiles, they were wondering about warmth when saw campfires a little distance away.  It was gypsy hares, and they kindly let Gurtle and Fred share their food and fire.  
“Thanks, guys,” said Fred, “I didn’t think Hares generally mixed with turtles and tortoises because of the whole race thing you lost against the champion tortoise?”
The head Hare sighed.
“Never again will we enter into a race a Hare with narcolepsy.  My I ask what you are doing out in the hills?”
“We were looking for the Hawksbill Library, but don’t really know where it is.”  The head Hare signalled to someone and a map was brought forward.
“The Library is here,” he said, pointing to a small dot on the map, “and this is very important – to defeat the monster who guards the library, just ask, ‘how was your day?’”
Gurtle and Fred thanked the Hares and bedded down for the night.
They reached the Library early evening the next day.  It was a magnificent old gothic building with a large oaken door and a door knob in the shape of a flipper.  They stood at the entrance.
“I can’t see a monster.” Said Gurtle, and they reached for the door knob.  There was an enraged shriek and a huge being with long matted hair came running.
“YOU!” it screamed, “YOU! WHY DON’T YOU EVER CALL? I CLEAN AND CLEAN AND MAKE YOUR MEALS AND ALL YOU DO IS LAZE ABOUT! WOULD IT HURT TO HAVE A NICE CONVERSATION FOR ONCE?” It paused for breath, and Gurtle quickly yelled,
“How was your day?” The thing stopped in its tracks, started to cry in great heaving sobs, and motioned them to go in.
“Don’t forget Mother’s Day!” It called as they closed the door behind them.   The oldest books were stored underground, so down the spiralling staircase they went.  At the bottom, they were met with hundreds of old books. 
“Where should we start?” asked Gurtle.
“I don’t know – Killing Cauliflowers for Dummies?”
“Just start looking.”  For the next hour they pored over the tomes, until in a book called ‘Horrendous beasts – a spotters guide’ Gurtle found what he was looking for.  He called Fred over.
“Here – listen to this: ‘of all the fearsome creatures that exist, the most powerful is the Cauliflower King.  Almost invincible, they only thing that will destroy it is: Cheese Sauce.’”  Gurtle looked up.  “But we can’t just walk up to the Evil Lord and throw cheese sauce on him.”
Fred grinned. “I think I know just the person we need to talk to.”

Fred led Gurtle to a tavern in a nearby town.  He walked up to the barkeeper and said in a low voice “We’re looking for Explosive Eddie.  Tell him Fred is asking” The barkeep nodded, and waved at a waiter, who nodded and left the room.  “Any drinks whilst you wait, fellas?” They both ordered a beer.  Gurtle looked sideways and saw an insect on the bar.
“Yuck! A grasshopper – someone squash it!”
“Hey, hey! That’s not a grasshopper, it’s a cricket, and his name is Jiminy. He’s feeling a little blue.”
“What’s wrong? “ Gurtle asked.  Jiminy stared into his thimble of beer.
“Twenty years I was with Pinocchio – twenty years, then he decides to open a bakery, and it’s all fine til some broad sees me behind the counter and runs screaming to the health department.  They comes up and says, ‘Get out of here or its Mortein for you, sonny Jim’ and what does the bloody workers union do about it? Not a damn thing.  It’s an endoskeleton’s world.” he said, then sank into gloomy silence.
The waiter re-entered the room and nodded at the barkeeper.
“The waiter will take you to Eddie’s room.”   They were led up a creaky flight of stairs to some rooms.  The waiter pointed out the one Fred wanted.
Fred knocked on Eddie’s door.
“Eddie, you pyromaniac, are you in there?”
The door swung open to reveal an elderly Salamander.  Parts of his glistening body were dry and brittle – burns, Gurtle thought, and one of his eyes was missing. 
“Well well, Fred Leatherback.  Never thought I’d see you again.  What’s the emergency?”
Fred waved Gurtle in and closed the door.
“We’re going to kill Lord Cauliflower.  We’ve found his weakness, cheese sauce, and we need some kind of cheese based explosive – one that looks innocent so we can get close enough to use it.”
Eddie’s eye gleamed.  “Yessss...” he said, ‘I think I know just the thing.  Lord Cauliflower is mad about receiving gifts – if we make the cheese bomb look like a gift you should be able to get it right into his hands.  Give me 30 hours, and I’ll have them ready for you.”
Gurtle and Fred went back downstairs to find a bunch of customers looking out the window.  Gurtle asked someone what was going on.
“There’s some twit out there covered with a bed sheet.”
“Matthew.” Gurtle groaned.  “What is he doing here?”
“I think we’d better go and see what he wants.” Said Fred
Matthew must have seen them, because he swept off his bed sheet with a flourish.
“Here I am! Can you see me now?”
“Yes, we can see you Matthew.  Why are you here?”
Matthew shook his head.
“Terrible news from the Capitol – there was a sudden turtle tipping attack.  It was a horrible sight, all those pathetic flailing legs.  I only got away because of my invisibility cloak.”
“Turtle tipping? Who would dare?”
“A squad of mercenary carrots, acting on orders from Lord Cauliflower.  He knows we’re out to stop him.  This was a threat.”
“We just need 30 hours.”
30 hours later, and Eddie showed them what he had done: two golden orbs, and a small box with a red button on.
“It’s very simple: hand the orbs to the Evil Lord, and when he is holding both just hit this button and they will explode, covering him in cheese sauce.” 
“Right.  Matthew says we have less than no time, so we need to get to the castle now.  Thanks, Eddie.”
Outside Cauliflower’s castle was a team of slave Broccoli working on a road.  Their voices, blending beautifully, drifted up on the wind,
“Dem Chlorophyll cells, Dem Chlorophyll cells, Dem dry Chlorophyll cells...”  then Fred and Gurtle entered the citadel.  
It was busy and noisy and it stank of fermenting compost – a public warning to any vegetable that thought of breaking Cauliflowers laws.
In the centre of everything there were stocks with a dummy in.  Gurtle pointed it out to Fred.
“Yes,” he said, “Vegetables are punished by being hurled at the stocks.  OK, we’re approaching the castle itself.”
Two guards blocked their way. Fred gave an elaborate bow and gave Gurtle a sharp jab to do the same.
“We come from Turtle Capitol bringing gifts for the great Lord.”  One of the guards examined the disguised cheese bombs and waved them in.  A page led them to a grand hall and there, on a throne, was the Evil Lord Cauliflower himself.  He had mutilated his top half to get rid of any green material.
“Ah, turtles.” He said. Closer up, he had shrewd intelligent eyes that seemed to look right into you.
“My servant says you bring gifts.  Show me.”  Fred produced the orbs with a flourish.  Cauliflower sent a servant to bring the orbs to him.  As soon as he was holding them, Gurtle yelled “NOW!” and Fred pressed the remote control button and the orbs exploded, covering the Lord with cheese sauce.  He let out a wailing scream and seemed to shrink, falling to the ground.  Then, a bell rang – a school bell.
“What? NO! NO!” He shrieked, “Keep them AWAY FROM ME!”
The sound of running feet approached, and a door at the back burst open.   Hundreds of school age children ran in.
“Cor, Cauliflower cheese – my favourite!” said one, and they surrounded Lord Cauliflower until he disappeared from sight, devoured by 9 year olds.
Fred and Gurtle  travelled, triumphant, back to Turtle Capitol (on the way they met Jiminy Cricket again – he is in rehab and doing much better) and arrived to mass celebration.
As Gurtle was walking down the main street, he heard a female voice call,
“Gurtle! Gurtle!” He spun around.
“Gretel!” He yelled, and they ran to each other and embraced.  Then they walked, hand in hand, into the sunset, and the music is swelling, and the picture is fading... 
