Wilbur looked at his little green turtle, Kurt.
He was slurping up some bugs in his fank.

“T will paint a picture of Kurt,” thought Wilbur.
He got out his paint.

“I have no green paint, but I have some purple paint,”
thought Wilbur.

He picked up the purple paint and went over to look
more closely at Kurt. Then Wilbur tripped, and the bottle
of paint tipped over into the tank.

A burst of paint spurted out.
It spurted all over the
tank and all over Kurt.

Now Kurt was a
purple turtle.
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