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Long Pew was laying about outside his beach house counting the
waves when a giant turtle sat on his shoulder.  It was a heavy
thing, probably twenty pounds, but Long was able to walk around
with ease.  He was a strong man and could easily support at
twenty pound turtle, especially if the turtle was in need of
assistance.  



"I would like some soup"  said the turtle.  "Nice warm
soup to knock the chill out of me.  Could you please give me
some soup?"



"Certainly."  Long said.  "it's a good town for soup so
you'll have plenty to choose from.  And in saying as much Mr.
Long Pew began his marvelous adventure to find the turtle some
soup.  



The first restaurant they went to had quite a fancy shamancy
setup.  It was a tall black rectangle of building with olive
green windows and two cherry blossoms framing the revolving
door.  Their was fine silverware and a thick white hankerchief
in every wine glass.  The hankerchief wasn't for the customer
to use, it was to remind them of what a fine restaurant they were
eating in.  Long Pew tried to get a waiters attention but the
waiter was more concerned about Long' companion.



"A turtle sir.  You can not bring a turtle in Whimple's Wine
and Whiskers."



"Well he's hungry sir.  cold besides.  If you would
please make him up some soup we shall both be on our way. 
I'll happily pay double for a take out bowel."



"No no no.  the turtle does not belong at Whimple's. 
What would the patrons think, what would the food critics think,
what would the ladies wearing pink fur coats thinks?"



"Where are the ladies wearing pink fur coats?" Long asked.



"Well they're not hear because of the turtle!  Go, go, go out
and far away before you cause any more trouble."



Long did as he was told since he was a very accommodating man who
never wanted to trouble anyone with anything.  He did feel
sorry for the turtle though, and told him as much.  "I am so
sorry turtle, I don't know what get into that guy."



"It's ok, you won't believe what turtles have to put up with
sometimes."



And on they walked through the glowing lights of the city, through
the streets of speeding cars, and through the sidewalks of well
dressed men and women of leisure.  The arrived at a restaurant
with an obnoxious purple and gold inflatable sea gull in the
front.  The name of the restaurant was written in neon cursive
"Beach Adventures".  Long was not sure if eating at an
adventurous place was a good thing.  In any case the waiter
was very excited to see them.  



"Hey it's a turtle on a man's shoulder.  Charlie come out and
look at this.  It's a giant turtle on a man's shoulder, say
what's your name man?"



"Long Pew."



Hey Charlie, Long Pew has a giant turtle on his shoulder.  You
gotta come out and see this."



Charlie did come out and see, he was a big man with  abnormal
muscles and a chefs hat.  When he saw Long Pew and the turtle
he laughed a giant big loud laugh that could be heard up and down
the street.  He laughed, slapped his knee, and even did a
funny little dance.



"Wait wait wait."  Charlie said. "Does it talk?  Does the
giant turtle talk?  Like a parrot you know.  I mean it's
on your shoulder like a parrot so shouldn't it talk like a parrot
too?"



"Well yes it does.  As a matter of fact it asked me for some
soup.  Come on turtle, tell the men what kind of soup you
would like today."



But the turtle did not talk.  It just moved it's head to the
side, it little eyes looking away from the two loud men.
 



"Perhaps you would like to see a menu turtle."  Long Pew
suggested  "maybe that will give you some ideas about what
kind of soup you would like to slurp."



Again the turtle did not talk.  again he looked to the side
away from the two loud men.  As you can imagine Long Pew was
very embarrassed and even worse the two men got mad. 
 



"You're trying to make fools out of us.  Charlie said. 
"You're trying to make big old fools out of us with your giant
turtle saying that he could talk like a parrot.  You think
we're foolish enough to be made fools out of."



"Not only that Charlie." said the waiter "i think he's trying to
scam us.  He's trying ot see if we'll give him free food
because of his talking turtle."



"No, I'm sorry I'm not trying to fool anyone, and I'll pay for the
meal.  Just some nice warm soup for the turtle."



"You've got to be kidding me!" Charlie said "You think  you
can come in here trying to make fools out of us, trying to trick us
into giving you free food, and worst of all trying to exploit this
poor overweight turtle.  No, you're lucky we don't go ahead
and call the police and charge you for making fools out of people,
tricking people into giving you free food, and exploiting
overweight turtles."



Long Pew left as fast as she could, not only because he wanted to
be polite but also because loud and angry people frightened
him.  As he was leaving the turtle started to talk.



"That's ok, I wouldn't want to eat soup from such a foul place
anyway."  The turtle sounded as if his feelings were hurt.
 



"Why didn't you talk to them turtle?  I think if you had just
said a few words they would let you have some soup."



"I am not a parrot, I am a turtle.  I do not do tricks"



Long Pew could not argue with that, even if he didn't understand
it.  Walking down the street they came across a fabulous
restaurant with light and balloons and loud bongo music emitting
from six foot speakers outside the restaurant.  The name of
the restaurant, Whoppin' good time, was displayed in three
dimensional CGI graphics on a forty inch flat screen television on
the roof .  The owners had even put out a red carpet so the
customers could feel extra special eating at a restaurant with
lights, balloons, and bongoes.  Long had a good feeling about
the place.  



"I think this will be the place where you'll get your soup."



"Why do you say that?"



"Because this is the third restaurant we have been to and  the
third time always works in fairy tales."



Whoppin' Good Time was just as loud and colorful on the inside as
it was on the outside.  Vivid colors coated the walls as if
three different color schemes were engaged in a vicious three way
tug of war.  The music was very loud ad even though you
couldn't understand the lyrics you could tell it was happy music by
the beat. The waiter wore black slacks and a lacy white shirt along
with an impressive gold medallion so everyone would know how
important he was.  



"Welcome to Whoppin' Good Time" the waiter intoned with a deep
resonant voice. "How would you like to begin your mean today? 
Perhaps squid coated with melted mozzarella cheese?  Maybe you
would prefer our shrimp dipped in banana sauce.  We also have
delectable fried snail served with roasted tomatoes."



"Thank you very much for those recommendations, but I would just
like a bowel of soup for the turtle."



"We have a wonderful selection of soups.  before I show you
the menu, however, I will need to know the turtle's name."



"Name?"  Long Pew responded in surprise.  It never
occurred to him that a talking turtle would have a name.  "I
don't know.  Turtle what is your name?"



"Turtles do not have names."



"I am so sorry sir and turtle,"  the waiter said.  "but
every diner but have a name so that we may write it down in our
records."



"Couldn't you write my name down?"  Long asked.  "I will
be paying for it after all."



"Oh no it has to be the person eating the meal.  We keep very
good records you see."  



At least the waiter was polite as he showed them the way out. 
Long was depressed over the entire deal though.  "I was so
certain that was going to be the right restaurant turtle  It
was the third one after all and that's normally a very lucky number
in fairy tales."



"I am of the opinion that this is not a fairy tale." said the
turtle  "Surely we will find something though."



They never did though.  Every restaurant in the city had a
reason not to serve the twenty pound turtle on Long's
shoulder.  Sometimes it was for a very good reason, such as
hygiene or a city ordinance.  Sometimes it was for a very
obscure reason.  One restaurant owner would not serve them
because it was a Tuesday and everyone knows that it was against
nature, society, and good taste to serve soup to a turtle on a
Tuesday.  Long Pew was so discouraged and let down about
himself.  He had promised the turtle he would have soup and he
always kept his promises.  It was then that an idea stuck to
him, and idea so obvious it only came to him after he had thought
of everything else.  



"Turtle, who don't I make you some soup?  I have ingredients
at home, and kitchen appliances!"



"That would be a splendid idea.  I am very curious as to what
kind of soup you will make."



So Long Pew walked all the way back to his beach house with a
twenty pound turtle sitting on his shoulder.  The turtle was
very impressed with Long's kitchen.  He said it reminded him
of a four star restaurant he bussed at in Sacramento
California.  Long went immediately to work fixing the turtle a
nice big bowl of warm soup.  the turtle made sure that Long
knew exactly what kind of soup he needed.  



"Now make sure you don't put too much salt in it… well maybe a
little more salt then that and what kind of meats do you have… dear
me not enough garlic to go around I'm afraid… could you put a
little more salt in it please oh thank you so much… has the water
been boiling for too long… should you be stirring the soup or
should let it simmer… oh is that wild honey I see I did not know
you had honey.  Well good man put the honey in the
soup!"



After two hours the soup was made. The turtle slowly nudged his
head into the bow and sipped the soup.  Within seconds he was
guzzling the soup down as if it were water in a desert.  When
he finished he raised his tiny head and smiled.  "Best soup I
have ever eaten.  You can take me outside now."



Long went outside and took the turtle off his shoulder.  The
turtle walked away into the ocean and that was the last time Long
ever saw him.  He figured that if this was a fairy tale he
would be getting some sort of magical reward by then; but as the
turtle had told him earlier, this was not a fairy tale
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