


 
21 Turtle Truths You’ll Never Read in a 

Care Guide  
(Confessions of a Grumpy Turtle)  



Preface 

 

Ever feel like your turtle’s silently judging you? 

Well… we are. 

 

Hi. I’m your turtle. And I’ve got thoughts.  

Lots of them.  

You clean the tank wrong. You mess with my basking spot. You think I 
don’t notice? I notice everything. 

 

This book isn’t a care guide. 

It’s a confession dump. 

21 turtle truths straight from inside the shell. The stuff we wish you 
knew—but can’t say out loud. 

(Because, you know, we’re turtles.) 

 

If you’ve ever wondered what we’re thinking while we float, stare, or 
ignore you completely... this is it. 

It’s weird. It’s real. It’s grumpy. 

 

And yes, it’s about you. 



1. Yes, I Know It’s You. I Just Don’t Always Care. 

 

I’m Not Blind, You Know 

Let’s clear this up: I know 
exactly who you are. 

You’re the one with the food 
fingers. You shuffle in at weird 
hours, talk to me like I’m your 
child, and make that squeaky 
noise every time you lift the 
tank lid. 

I’ve seen you. I know your face. I know your smell. I know how your 
feet sound when they hit the floor. 

So stop acting shocked when I swim over. It’s not magic. It’s memory. 

I Pick Who I Show Up For 

Sometimes I come out when you walk in.​
 Sometimes I don’t. That’s not confusion. That’s choice. 

You bring snacks? I appear. 

You open the lid and just stare like a statue? I sink to the bottom and 
pretend you don’t exist. 

You tap the glass? I consider calling the cops. 

If someone else tries to feed me, I’ll know. 



Your cousin tried last week. I gave them nothing. 

That was personal. 

You Think I’m Dumb? I’m Just Not Desperate 

I’ve seen those posts online. 

“Do turtles really recognize their owners?” 

Wow. The disrespect. 

Of course I do. I’m not some pebble with legs. 

We turtles may not throw parties, but we remember patterns. 

The timing, the voice, the way you open that jar with the red lid—I track 
it all. 

Don’t act like I’m some clueless floaty blob. 

No, I’m Not Hiding Because I’m Scared 

Sometimes I don’t come out. That doesn’t mean I’m scared. 
Sometimes I just don’t feel like entertaining you. 

Maybe I’m tired. Maybe your playlist is trash. 

Maybe you moved my basking log one inch to the left and I’m 
emotionally processing that. 

Don’t take it personally, but also… maybe take it personally. 

Want Me to Like You? Earn It. 



If you want more basking, more swimming, more epic turtle 
love—you’ve got to get predictable. 

Feed me at the same times. 

Don’t open the lid 12 times a day for “fun.” 

Don’t dangle food and then walk away because your phone buzzed. 

Trust takes time. And food. 

I know you. I know your habits. I even know when you’re watching me 
from the couch. 

The question is—do you really know me? 

I doubt it. 

But stick around. You’re about to find out. 

 

 

 

 



2. I Don’t Bask for Fun. I Bask to Escape You. 

 

This Isn’t a Vacation Spot 

Every time I climb onto my 
basking spot, you act like it’s a 
red carpet moment. 

“Oooh, look! He’s basking!” 

Yeah. Because I need to. Not 
because I’m putting on a show. 

Basking isn’t a hobby. It’s not 
me catching a tan. 

It’s survival. It’s warmth. It’s digestion. It’s shell maintenance. 

It’s also the only place where I can be dry and alone. 

When I Stop Basking, You Should Worry 

If I suddenly stop basking, don’t take it lightly.​
 It’s not a “mood swing.” It’s probably because you screwed something 
up. 

Too cold? 

Too hot? 

Wrong angle? 

UVB light is dead or too weak? Someone rearranged the dock and now 
it feels weird under my claws? 



I notice all of it. 

You just see me “not basking” and panic post in forums. 

I’ve been trying to tell you. You just don’t listen. 

I’m Not a Fan of Surprise Basking Renovations 

Stop moving my basking platform every week. 

One inch to you is like moving my whole apartment. 

And when you put that weird decoration next to it? I stopped using it 
on purpose. 

Also—don’t put it under a spotlight that feels like I’m being grilled alive. 

Or worse, a cold, weak light that does nothing. 

I don’t care if it looks nice. 

If it’s not warm enough or doesn’t feel safe, I’ll just skip it altogether 
and stew in silence. 

Let Me Be Alone While I’m Up There 

This part’s important. 

When I bask, I need peace. 

No loud noises. No sudden movements. No fingers waving at me from 
behind the glass. 

If I jump into the water every time you enter the room, it’s not because 

I’m dramatic. 



It’s because I feel exposed, and I don’t trust your giant face hovering 
above me. 

Want me to bask longer? Then back off. 

Let me feel safe. Let me feel calm. Let me bake like a beautiful, scaly 
croissant. 

Oh, and One More Thing… 

Don’t assume that just because I don’t bask in front of you, I’m not 
basking at all. 

Sometimes I do it early. Sometimes I do it when the room is quiet. 

I time it around you. 

Yes, I plan my day around avoiding your energy. 

Take the hint. 

 

●​ I bask because I need heat and UVB to survive.​
 

●​ If I stop basking, check the platform, temps, and UVB bulb age.​
 

●​ Don’t redecorate every week like this is a home makeover show.​
 

●​ Stop staring at me while I’m trying to dry off in peace. 

 

 



3. When I Hide, It’s Not Always Fear. Sometimes It’s 
Drama. 

I’m Not Shy, I’m Just 
Keeping My Distance 

Let’s talk about hiding. 

You freak out every time I 
retreat to my hiding spot. 

 “Why isn’t he moving? Is 
something wrong? He’s 
scared!” 

No, I’m not scared. 

I’m just doing turtle things. 

Sometimes I hide because it’s too loud. 

Sometimes I hide because I’m over your face. 

Sometimes I just need to be alone for a while—I’m introverted, deal 
with it. 

I don’t need to be visible 24/7. That’s not how we roll. I can’t be “on” all 
the time.  

Don’t panic. It’s just me being dramatic. Again. 

I’m a Master of Avoidance 

If I don’t feel like dealing with you, I’ll simply disappear. 



I’ll duck into a corner, wedge myself behind the filter, or go to the 
darkest part of the tank. 

And you know what? I can stay there for hours. 

If you stare at me long enough, I’ll just pretend to be “deep in thought.” 

You’ll get frustrated, but I’ll stay calm. My hidey spot is my peace. 

If I don’t feel like dealing with you today, I’ll stay in my shell. 

Not because I’m scared. But because I want privacy. 

Hiding Isn’t Always Stress, It’s My Version of ‘Me Time’ 

You might think hiding is a sign of stress, but let’s get real—it’s just a 
turtle self-care move. 

When I disappear into my shell or my hiding place, it’s because I’m 
recharging. 

Turtles can get overwhelmed. Not just from being handled but from 
constant noise, changes in the tank, or even your over-enthusiastic 
presence. 

I’m not a pet rock. I’m a creature with a mind. 

Sometimes I need peace and quiet. So I hide. 

It’s my way of coping. It’s like you taking a nap when you’ve had too 
much of the world. 

Signs I’m Hiding for the Wrong Reasons 

Okay, fine. Sometimes I hide for bad reasons—you did something 
wrong, and I’m being passive-aggressive. 



Here’s how you’ll know it’s a true stress hideout: 

●​ I avoid my basking spot entirely. If I’m refusing to bask, that’s a 
red flag. It means the water or heat’s off, or I’m uncomfortable.​
 

●​ I refuse to eat. If I’m hiding and not eating, something’s up. 
Maybe the tank’s too cold, or I’m feeling like a diva and don’t like 
what you’re serving.​
 

●​ I’m excessively hiding and not even peeking out. That’s a sign of 
extreme stress. If I’ve been hiding for days, it’s time to check my 
environment carefully. 

How to Win Me Over After I’ve Hidden 

First, don’t go fishing for me. I’ll sense it, and I’ll ignore you even more. 

Stop tapping the glass and trying to coax me out. 

Second, fix what’s wrong. 

If I’m hiding because of the water, fix the filter. If the temp’s off, adjust 
it. If there’s a new tank mate, give me some space to adjust. Make 
sure the basking spot feels safe. 

And finally, leave me alone for a bit. 

Give me room to come out on my own. When I’m ready, I’ll come back. 

But don’t make me feel like a circus act for your entertainment. 

 



4. I Poop Right After You Clean Because I Can. 

Let Me Be Honest: I Do It 
on Purpose 

You spend an hour 
scrubbing the tank. Wiping 
every speck. Rearranging the 
decorations. Water crystal 
clear. Filter humming like a 
spa. 

And the moment you step 
away? 

I drop a fat one. 

Yeah, I know what I’m doing. It’s called timing. And it’s flawless. 

Why? Because That’s When I’m Most Comfortable 

You see, I don’t like dirty water either. When you clean the tank, 
everything feels better. 

Water’s warmer. Flow feels nicer. Smells right. That’s when my turtle 
gut says, “Alright. Let’s go.” 

It’s not me being mean. It’s me being relaxed enough to do my 
business. 

But Also… It’s Kind of Funny 

You get so proud after cleaning. You post photos. You admire your 
work. 



Then I swim up, lock eyes with you… 

...and let loose a poop the size of your last snack bar. 

I know it drives you nuts. And I enjoy that. 

Because I'm a little petty. 

It’s Not Always About You, But Sometimes It Is 

Sometimes I poop because I’m happy. Sometimes because I’m 
well-fed. And yeah, sometimes because I’ve been holding it in and your 
scrub session took forever. 

You think you run the tank. I’m just reminding you who really does. 

Pro Tip From My Bowels to Your Brain 

Want to make cleanup easier? 

Try feeding me in a separate container. Give me 15–20 minutes to eat 
and… you know… unload. Then put me back in the clean tank. 

Boom. Less mess. Fewer heartbreaks. But I know you won’t always do 
that. 

So I’ll just keep dropping bombs in your pristine water like it’s my art 
form. 

You Can Clean, But You Can’t Control Me 

You can change the water. You can wipe the glass. But you can’t stop 
me from being me. 

I’m a turtle. I poop where I please. And your fancy water change won’t 
change that. Deal with it. 



5. Your Decorations Are Ugly. 

Who Picked This Junk? 
Not Me. 

Look, I live here. 

So why does my home look 
like a clearance bin from a 
bad aquarium aisle? 

You dropped in a plastic 
treasure chest. A giant neon 
skull. A fake coral reef that 
smells like anxiety. None of 
that makes sense in my 
world. 

Do I look like I care about pirates? Am I a fish? No. 

Stop designing my space like it’s a theme park for toddlers. 

Some Decorations Make Me Uncomfortable 

That hide you bought? Too small. The one log I actually liked? You 
moved it. 

And don’t get me started on that weird bubbling volcano—it sounds 
like it’s trying to summon demons. 

I don’t want bright neon pink caves. I don’t want your SpongeBob 
figurine staring at me while I bask. 



And that plant you glued to the corner? It floats around now like a sad 
ghost. I hate it. 

I Need Function, Not Flash 

Give me stuff I can use. I want cover. I want places to wedge myself 
in. 

I want something to scratch my shell on, not chew-proof plastic 
castles. A good rock. A solid piece of driftwood. A dark cave I can 
actually fit in. 

That’s what makes me feel safe. Not glitter gravel and a rubber shark. 

Too Much Clutter? I Shut Down 

When you overdo it, I get overwhelmed.Too many decorations block 
my swimming path. 

If I have to squeeze between eight fake logs just to reach my basking 
spot, I’ll stop trying. 

I’ll sit in a corner and rethink everything. 

Open space matters. I need freedom to move. Not a clutter maze you 
thought was “cute.” 

You’re Not the Interior Designer Here 

This isn’t your tank, it’s mine. When you decorate it, ask yourself:  

Would I like this if I were a small, slightly grumpy, judgmental reptile? 

Because I am. And right now, your decor taste? 

Trash. 



6. Stop Staring. I’m Not a TV Show. 

I See You Watching 
Me. Always. 

You think you’re being 
sneaky? Standing there 
like a statue? Peeking 
from the side of the 
tank? 

Please. I’ve seen you 
check on me six times 
in ten minutes. You 
open the lid. You close 
it. 

You tap the glass. You 
talk to me in baby voice like I’m some exotic dog. 

News flash: I know when I’m being watched. And I don’t like it. 

You Think I Don’t Have Boundaries? 

Just because I live in a glass box doesn’t mean I don’t need space. 
You don’t sit and watch people in the bathroom, right? 

Then stop doing it to me while I’m trying to poop, sleep, or float in 
peace. 

When you lean in with your giant eyes and your phone camera, I’m not 
“being shy.” I’m trying to enjoy my peace and quiet without a paparazzi 
ambush. 



You Make Me Nervous—Then Wonder Why I’m Hiding 

You say, “He always hides when I enter the room!” Well maybe that’s 
because you enter the room like a wrecking ball, stare into the tank 
like a serial killer, and tap the glass like it’s a drum solo. 

I’m a turtle. I like routine, quiet, and being left alone sometimes. 

You break all three. And then you’re shocked I dive into the corner like 
I’ve seen a ghost. 

I Don’t Mind You—But I Mind Your Energy 

Sit near the tank? Cool. Talk softly? Fine. 

Watch me for a bit while sipping tea? Acceptable. 

But hover over me? No. Shine your phone flashlight in the tank at 
night? No. 

Poke at the glass just to “see if I move”? Absolutely not. 

I’m not your entertainment. Unless food is involved, in which case... 
continue. 

Stare Less. Snack More. 

If you want me to come closer, bring food. If you want me to trust you, 
chill out. 

If you want to bond, stop acting like I’m the main character in a reality 
show. 

I’m not mysterious. I’m just tired of being watched like a zoo animal 
with an unpaid rent. You can look. But don’t linger. 



7. I Know the Sound of the Food Jar. And the Fake 
Outs. 

My Hearing Is Better 
Than You Think 

I may not bark, meow, or do 
tricks—but don’t get it 
twisted. I know the sound 
of the food jar. 

That click. That shake. That 
lid twist. I hear it from 
across the room, 
underwater, upside down, 
half-asleep. 

And every time you open 
that jar, my turtle brain goes: "It’s happening. It’s food time. I must 
rise." 

But You? You’re a Tease. 

You shake the jar... and then walk away. You open the lid... and clean 
the filter instead. You crinkle the treat bag... just to check the date. 

Excuse me? That’s emotional damage. 

I don't have words, so I can't scream, but know that in my soul, I just 
flipped a tiny turtle table. 



Food Means Trust. Don’t Break It. 

Every time you fake me out, you chip away at our bond. You want me 
to swim up to you? To come out of hiding when you appear? 

Then mean it when you shake the jar. 

You think it’s funny. But I’m literally trained to respond to that sound. 
My instincts don’t understand jokes. 

Also, I Know the Fake Food 

You switched my food, didn’t you? Thought I wouldn’t notice? 

Yeah, that new brand smells like disappointment. And those “natural 
veggie sticks” you tried to sneak in last week? 

No. Just no. 

I know what you used to give me. And if it’s not that, I’ll just let it sit 
there and judge you silently from a distance. 

Feed Me or Be Forgotten 

I remember things. Not everything, but the sound of the food jar? 
Burned into my brain. 

So if you want to build trust, don’t fake it. Open the jar only when you 
mean it. 

Or I’ll stop coming over. And start pooping in the basking zone out of 
spite. 

Fair warning. 

 



8. I’m Bored. Constantly. 

This Tank? It’s a 
Snoozefest. 

Yes, I said it. I’m bored. I 
wake up, swim in a square, 
stare at the wall, bask, swim 
again, repeat. 

Your little filter bubbles and 
that one plastic plant? That’s 
not “stimulation.” That’s what 
I stare at while contemplating 
my life choices. 

Do you know what it’s like to live in the same six feet of water every 
day, watching the same ugly log float around like it owns the place? 

I’m losing it in here. 

No, I Don’t Want a Mirror. I’m Not That Narcissistic. 

You added a mirror once. Thought it’d be “enrichment.” 

Bro, I’m a turtle. I don’t want to fight my reflection. I want things to do. 

Stuff I can climb. Stuff I can dig. Stuff I can chase. 

Give me movement. Variety. Something that makes me think for once. 



You Think I Just Float Around for Fun? 

Nope. If I’m pacing back and forth at the glass, hovering in one corner 
for hours, or acting restless—it’s not exercise. 

That’s me losing my mind. 

Would you enjoy walking in circles in your living room for the rest of 
your life?  

Exactly. 

Fix It Before I Start Getting Weird 

When turtles get bored, we do dumb stuff. We glass surf. We beg for 
food we don’t need. 

We snap at decorations. We bite at filters. Some of us even start 
shell-biting out of sheer frustration. 

Give me something. Rearrange the tank every now and then. Introduce 
new smells. New textures. Safe challenges. 

Or at least take the skull cave out. That thing creeps me out. 

Entertain Me or Suffer the Stare 

If you’re going to keep me in this glass box, the least you can do is 
make it interesting. 

I’m not a decoration. I’m a living, thinking, slightly grumpy creature. 

And right now? 

I’m bored. And I blame you. 



9. I Judge Your Playlist. 

I Can Hear What You’re 
Playing 

You think I don’t hear it? Just 
because I don’t have floppy ears 
doesn’t mean I’m deaf. 

That music you keep blasting 
around my tank? Yeah. I hear every 
second of it. 

And let me tell you something: it’s 
not great. 

Lo-Fi? More Like Lo-Life. 

Every night, same thing—those sleepy, loopy beats. The ones you play 
to “study” or “relax” or pretend you’re productive. They loop. And loop. 
And loop. I can literally feel my neurons shutting down. 

You think it’s calming. To me, it’s like being trapped in an elevator with 
a broken speaker. 

You Played EDM That One Time. NEVER AGAIN. 

There was one day. You were “cleaning.” You played some chaotic 
EDM trash that rattled the tank. 

I swam to the corner and didn’t come out for hours. I thought we were 
under attack. There were drops, bass, random shouting—what was 
that? 



My shell vibrated in ways I did not consent to. 

You Had One Decent Day, and Then You Ruined It 

That time you played soft acoustic guitar? Respect. That morning with 
the rainforest sounds? Chill. 

But then you ruined it with whatever that screeching “hyperpop fusion” 
thing was. 

I’m not judging your taste in general. I’m judging your choices around 
me. I’m basically a full-time roommate, remember? 

Yes, Sound Can Stress Me Out 

Here’s a secret you clearly don’t know: Too much noise stresses 
turtles. 

Sudden loud music, constant vibration, or just unpredictable shifts in 
sound— they mess with our calm. 

I need silence. Peace. Or something steady and natural. Not your gym 
playlist, Susan. 

Curate With Care or I’m Moving Out 

You want me to bask more? Swim calmly? Eat like a champ? 

Start with the playlist. If I hear that chaotic dubstep again, I’m 
burrowing under the driftwood and never coming out.  

Your move. 

 



10. I Don’t Like That Plant. That One. Remove It. 

Yes, I Know It’s Fake. That’s 
the Problem. 

You dropped a big ol' green thing 
in the tank. Thought it looked 
“natural.” Thought I’d like it. 

Well guess what? I hate it. 

It floats weird. It smells off. It 
tickled my face once and I’ve 
never forgiven it. Now I avoid that 
side of the tank like it's cursed. 

I Don’t Hate All Plants. Just That One. 

Some plants are cool. Pothos with roots? Fun to sniff. Hornwort? 
Decent cover. Duckweed? A snack. 

But this thing? It’s big, in the way, and looks like it was made by 
someone who’s never met a real plant. 

And don’t get me started on the one with the wiggly leaves. It follows 
me when I swim. It’s haunted. 

If I Keep Pushing It, That’s Not a Game 

You saw me nudge it a few times and laughed. “Aww, he’s playing!” 

No, I’m not. I’m trying to evict that abomination. 



If I shove a plant around, it’s not because I like it. It’s because I want it 
gone. 

You wouldn’t want a plastic chair stuck in your bed. Same energy. 

Some Plants Make Me Anxious 

Turtles can feel stressed when something in the tank feels “off.” A big 
leaf that blocks my vision. 

A decoration that reflects weird light. A plant that waves like it’s about 
to grab me. 

You may not notice, but I do. And I’ll respond by avoiding the area. 

Or hiding more. Or just glaring at you through the glass. 

If I Hate It, It Has to Go 

Here’s a rule for you: 

If I avoid something, it shouldn’t be in my tank. 

My tank isn’t a showroom. 

It’s my home. And if one leaf makes me feel weird, then buddy—it’s the 
plant or me. 

Choose wisely. 

 



11. I Can Tell When You’re Feeling Guilty. 

You Act Weird After You 
Mess Up 

You change the water a day 
late.You forget to feed me. You 
knock over my basking dock 
while cleaning. 

And suddenly, you’re standing 
there, smiling all soft like nothing 
happened. 

You think I don’t notice? 

I do. 

Your energy changes. Your tone changes. You get all “sweet” and start 
tossing in extra treats. 

I see the guilt in your eyes. 

And I milk it. 

You Overcompensate, and It’s Hilarious 

Suddenly, I’m getting a giant piece of cuttlebone. 

You’re hand-feeding me like I’m royalty. You start baby-talking like 
you’re auditioning for a turtle-themed sitcom. 

All because you forgot to turn the UVB back on yesterday? 

Look—I appreciate the snacks. But the drama? 



Unnecessary. 

Your Vibe Is Off, and I React 

Turtles might not read minds, but we pick up on vibes. You move 
differently when you feel bad. Slower. More careful. More… desperate 
to be liked. 

If I act distant afterward, it’s not just because I’m moody. It’s because I 
know you’re hiding something. And I’m going to act a little cold just to 
remind you who’s really in charge here. 

Don’t Try to Distract Me With That Food Dish 

Oh look, new pellets. Cool. 

But also, you forgot to rinse my filter media last week. So we’re not 
cool yet. 

Keep the snacks coming. We’ll talk. 

I Forgive. Eventually. 

I get it. You’re human. You forget things. You mess stuff up. But I see 
everything. 

And I remember. 

Want forgiveness? Stick to the routine. Give me space. And yeah… 
keep the snacks coming. 

We’ll call it even. 

 



12. I Don’t Care About Your Instagram. 

I’m a Turtle, Not an 
Influencer 

You hold up your phone. Smile 
like you’re on a cooking show. 
Then you turn the camera on 
me. 

Snap. Flash. Caption: “My little 
guy soaking up the sun!” 

Cool. Except I’m not “soaking up 
the sun.” I’m trying to dry my 
butt in peace. 

The Flash Freaks Me Out Every Time 

You think I’m chill with your camera light? I’m not. You blind me. 

And then expect me to look cute while you fumble with hashtags? 

#TurtleLife? More like #LeaveMeAlone 

Every Time You Pose Me, I Die a Little Inside 

That time you placed a little hat on me? Unforgivable. 

That time you moved my leg “just a little” for a better angle? We’re still 
not cool about that. 

You took me out of my tank, set me on a rock, added a plant behind 
me like I’m doing a fashion shoot for reptiles. 



Meanwhile, I’m one blink away from peeing on your carpet out of 
protest. 

Do You Even Know What That Filter Did to My Skin Tone? 

Turtles have complex shell patterns. You throw on some teal-hued 
nonsense and make me look like a moldy pebble. 

You don’t even tag me. I’m just “the turtle.” Wow. The disrespect. 

If You Must Post Me, Do It Right 

●​ No hats​
 

●​ No weird costumes​
 

●​ No removing me from my tank just for likes​
 

●​ No flash photography​
 

●​ No voiceovers pretending to be “my inner thoughts” (leave that to 
me, thanks)​
 

And if I’m basking, don’t interrupt. 

That’s the turtle equivalent of yanking someone out of a hot shower 
for a selfie. 

​
 

 



Just Let Me Be a Turtle 

I’m not your brand. I’m not your reel content. I’m not your algorithm 
booster. 

I'm a turtle. I like heat, snacks, and being left alone when I look 
majestic. 

You want engagement? Post a picture of my poop. That gets attention 
every time. 

 



13. That Other Turtle You’re Eyeing? They Suck. 

So You Want Another One, 
Huh? 

I saw you. Scrolling through photos 
of baby turtles like a traitor. 

Reading posts about “tank mates.” 
Watching YouTube videos title “Can 
Two Turtles Live Together?” 

Let me save you the trouble: No. 

And if you bring one in here? It’s on 
sight. 

This Isn’t a Shared Space. It’s MY Kingdom. 

You think this is an aquarium? 

Wrong. This is a turtle throne room, and I sit on the shell-shaped 
throne. 

Every rock? Mine. That basking spot? Also mine. That tiny cave I never 
use but get mad when you move it? Still mine. 

You throw another turtle in here, and I’ll go full gladiator mode. Even if 
they’re smaller. Even if they look innocent.  

Especially if they’re smaller and look innocent. 

We’re Solitary by Nature. Not Anti-Social. Just Anti-You. 



Turtles aren’t pack animals. We’re not fish that school together.​
 We don’t want a buddy. We want space. 

If you’re lucky, we’ll ignore each other. But most of the time? 

We fight. We stress. One of us gets hurt. And spoiler alert—it’s usually 
the smaller one. 

So unless you’re setting up a separate tank, keep your wandering 
heart in check. 

Don't Fall for the Baby Turtle Trap 

Oh, the new one is small and sweet and “gets along with everyone”? 

Lies. 

They grow up. They get bold. 

Then suddenly, it’s WWE in the water. 

That’s when you start Googling “why are my turtles biting each other?” 

And the answer is: because you brought in a rival. 

You’ve Got Me. Why Want More? 

Am I not enough for you? 

Have I not provided daily basking, majestic swimming, and quality 
poops? 

You don’t need another turtle. 

You just need to appreciate the legend you already have. 

Me. 



14. I Sleep Weird. Deal With It. 

You Act Like I’m Gone Every 
Night 

I get it. 

You walk into the room and see 
me at the bottom of the tank. Eyes 
closed. Legs limp. Not moving.  

You panic. 

“He’s not breathing!” 

“Is he stuck??” 

“OH MY GOD, WAKE UP!” 

Relax. I’m not dead. I’m just sleeping like a turtle. 

We Don’t Tuck in Like You Do 

Humans curl up in beds. 

Dogs nest in blankets. Turtles? We drift, sink, wedge ourselves in 
rocks, float like leaves, or nap half-submerged in plants. 

We don’t care about posture. We don’t need pillows. And we definitely 
don’t care if we look like a crime scene. 

This is how we sleep. 

Get used to it. 

You Don’t Need to Check on Me Every Hour 



You’ve turned into a full-time sleep monitor. You shine your flashlight. 
You tap the tank. One time, you literally lifted me to see if I’d twitch. 

Yeah, I remember that. Still salty. 

Just because I’m motionless doesn’t mean something’s wrong. If I 
was active earlier and the water’s fine, I’m probably just passed out in 
peace. 

Sometimes I Nap in Weird Places Too 

That corner I never go to? 

Might nap there today. Behind the filter intake? Sounds like a vibe.​
 Half-buried under driftwood with only one eye showing? Perfection. 

Don’t question my choices. Just admire the art. 

Want Me to Sleep Better? Do Your Job. 

●​ Water temp steady​
 

●​ Light schedule consistent​
 

●​ Calm nights without loud music or stomping feet​
 

●​ No sudden tank cleaning at 11pm​
 

That’s all I need. Give me that, and I’ll nap like royalty. 

 



​
If I Wanted You to Watch Me Sleep, I’d Be a Cat 

Stop creeping on my naps. Let me rest in weird, dramatic positions. 

And if I float upside down once in a while, don’t go writing my obituary. 

I’m not dying. I’m just vibing in slow-motion. 

Like a true turtle. 

 



15. I Can Sense Vibes. Your Bad Mood? Contagious. 

You Think I Don’t Notice? 

You stomp into the room like 
you lost an argument with 
your boss. You slam the 
cabinet. You sigh 47 times. 
You look at me like I’m 
supposed to cheer you up. 

Nope. Not my job. 

I feel it, bro. The stress. The 
chaos. The off-kilter energy. 
You think you're hiding it, but 
your whole vibe says “don’t talk to me.” 

So guess what? I won’t. I’ll just float awkwardly in the corner like I’m 
third-wheeling your emotional breakdown. 

Your Energy Affects My Shell-Time 

When you’re calm, I bask. When you're loud, anxious, or pacing like a 
caffeinated squirrel—I don’t. 

I hide more. I eat less. I stop basking and just sit there with that 
slow-blink turtle disappointment look. 

Turtles might not feel “emotions” like you do, but we absolutely pick 
up on environment changes—and you are part of that environment. 

Mood Swings? I’ll Match That Energy 



You ever notice I start acting “weird” when you’re spiraling? 

You stress-clean the tank? I stress-swim like I’m trying to find the exit. 
You skip my feeding time because you “forgot”? 

I skip basking the next day out of pure emotional revenge. It’s not 
about logic. It’s about the vibe. 

Want Me to Chill? Chill Yourself First 

Light a candle. 

Take a breath. 

Stop yelling at your phone. 

Put on something soft (no, not lo-fi—you know how I feel about that). 
Then feed me a treat and leave me to float like royalty. 

If you want peace in this tank, start with your own mood. 

I’m Not Just a Pet. I’m Your Mirror. 

You treat me well, I glow. 

You treat me like background decor during your midlife crisis? I’ll act 
like a floating, passive-aggressive potato. 

We’re in this together. So fix your aura before I start redecorating the 
tank out of spite. 

 



16. Water Tastes Different When You’re Lazy. 

I Know When You Skipped 
Maintenance 

You think I don’t notice? That 
slightly cloudy look? That faint 
smell?​
 Yeah, I catch all of it. 

The water’s thicker. The flow’s 
slower. My poop doesn’t swirl 
right anymore. 

You think I’m dramatic, but I’m 
literally swimming in my own 
disappointment. 

My Tank Is My World. You’re the Janitor. 

If the water’s gross, my whole life feels off. 

Basking? Less fun. 

Eating? Meh. 

Swimming? Feels like wading through a bowl of old soup. 

You’re in charge of the filter. The siphon. The schedule. If you slack off 
for “just one week,” I start tasting sadness with every breath. 

I Stop Eating for a Reason 



You ever wonder why I didn’t touch my pellets? Because they smelled 
like regret. 

Water too dirty? My appetite disappears. Even my favorite treats start 
tasting like whatever funk you’ve let build up. 

Clean water = happy turtle. Lazy human = grumpy reptile fasting in 
protest. 

Half-Cleaning Doesn’t Fool Me 

You do a quick top-up and think we’re good. Spoiler: we're not. 

The gunk is still in the gravel. The filter is still coughing like it has 
asthma. 

And I’m still giving you side-eye from behind the driftwood. 

You can’t mask neglect with 3 inches of fresh water. I’m not that easy 
to please. 

Respect the Water, Respect Me 

Want me to swim like a little tank boss again? Want that sparkle in my 
eyes? That epic basking pose? 

Then keep my water fresh. Change it on time. Rinse the filter. Test 
things. 

If I have to taste your laziness again, I’ll start pooping exclusively in 
the basking zone. 

On purpose. 

Your move. 



17. You Think I’m Dumb? I’m Playing You. 

You Think I Don’t Know 
What’s Going On? 

You laugh when I bump into 
things. You post videos when I 
swim into the glass. You say 
stuff like, “Aww, he’s not very 
smart, is he?” 

Oh really? 

That’s cute. Because I’ve trained 
you. 

You React Exactly How I Want 

I beg near the glass? 

You feed me—even though you just fed me. I look at my basking spot 
dramatically? 

You rearrange it to “make me more comfortable.” I hide for a day? 

Suddenly, you’re offering treats like you’re negotiating a hostage 
release. 

I’m not clueless. I’m controlling the entire vibe in here, and you don’t 
even realize it. 

 

 



I’ve Studied Your Patterns 

●​ The fridge opens = food chance 
●​ You open the cabinet = vitamin drops (ew) 
●​ You sigh and look stressed = you're cleaning the tank soon 
●​ You tap the glass twice = nothing happens but it annoys me, so I 

act extra still​
 

I know when you’re bluffing. I know when the food jar’s legit. And I 
know how to give you that “I’m suffering” look to get what I want. 

Works every time. 

Sometimes I Pretend Not to Understand 

You try to hand-feed me a veggie? I act confused. Like I don’t see it. 
Then you toss in something better. Boom—success. 

You tap the basking spot? I ignore it completely. Five minutes later, I’m 
up there living my best life. On my terms. 

I choose the moment. I choose the response. You just think you’re in 
charge. 

Final Thought: I’m Not Dumb. I’m Subtle. 

You don’t need a big brain to manipulate a human. You just need 
timing, stillness, and a solid turtle poker face. 

So go ahead, call me “simple.” Meanwhile, I’ve got you feeding me 
snacks, adjusting the tank, and thinking I’m confused.  

I’m not confused. I’m in control. 



18. I Have Favorite Spots. Don’t Touch Them. 

That Corner? It’s Mine. 

You ever wonder why I hang out 
in the same spot every day? 

Maybe it’s that one corner 
behind the filter. Or the warm 
stretch just below the basking 
dock. Or that specific piece of 
driftwood I wedge myself under 
like it’s a blanket. 

That’s my place. 

Not just “a place.” 

My place. 

You don’t need to understand why. You just need to not mess with it. 

You Keep Rearranging Like It’s HGTV 

“Oh, let me just move this a little.” “Oh, I’ll vacuum this spot and slide it 
back later.” 

No. 

Every time you shift things around, it resets my entire vibe. Now my 
hideout smells weird. My favorite log’s at the wrong angle. 

And I have to spend two hours finding a new spot to sulk in. 

You’re not redecorating. You’re ruining my comfort zone. 



Those Spots Have a Purpose 

Sometimes I choose a spot for warmth. Sometimes for cover. 
Sometimes to be left alone while plotting my next food heist. 

It’s not random. It’s not laziness. It’s strategic turtle placement. 

If I hang there every day, it means I feel safe. And when you mess with 
it, I feel betrayed. 

New Doesn’t Mean Better 

That time you added a “cool new hide”? I ignored it for a week on 
purpose. 

Then you got upset and moved it into my favorite spot. Now I hate 
both of them. 

Don’t try to force upgrades. I didn’t ask for renovations. I liked the 
weird little rock pile I’d rubbed my face on a thousand times. 

If I Chill There, It Stays There 

Don’t move it. Don’t flip it. Don’t scrub it unless it’s disgusting and 
you’ve got a written apology ready. 

My favorite spot is part of my routine. Mess with it, and I’ll mess with 
your whole tank schedule out of spite. 

Just saying. 

 



19. You Feed Me the Same Stuff Every Day. 

If I See One More Pellet… 

Look. I like food. I live for food. 

But if you drop in the exact 
same brown pellets every day, 
I’m gonna snap. 

You think I’m excited when I 
swim up to you? 

Nah. I’m checking if you’ve 
finally brought something 
interesting. 

But no. Same.Dry. Pellets. 

Day after day. No crunch upgrade. No leafy surprise. Not even a sliver 
of protein. 

You’ve turned my meals into sad little routines. 

I’m a Turtle, Not a Vending Machine 

Just because I eat the same thing doesn’t mean I want the same 
thing. 

You say, “But he eats it!” Yeah. Out of boredom. Or spite. Or because 
that’s literally all I get. 

Doesn’t mean I enjoy it. Sometimes I chew it just to disappoint you 
with my dead eyes. 



My Taste Buds Deserve Respect 

Turtles are omnivores. We like variety. Greens, veggies, insects, fruits 
(in moderation), aquatic plants. 

Throw in a bloodworm cube once in a while. Maybe a piece of boiled 
carrot. 

A little hibiscus leaf. A tiny shrimp. Give me flavor. Give me life. 

If you ate the same sandwich every day for two years, you’d go feral 
too. 

No, I Won’t Eat Lettuce Just Because You Feel Guilty 

Don’t come in here all proud holding iceberg lettuce. That’s not a treat. 
That’s crunchy water. 

I need nutrients, not an apology salad. 

If it’s not dandelion, collard, mustard, or something that grows like a 
jungle snack, I’m ignoring it on principle. 

Spice It Up or I Strike 

You want me to be active, healthy, and glowing? Then mix it up. Rotate 
foods. Try stuff. Observe what I actually like. 

If I see those same pellets hit the water tomorrow, I might just take a 
bite… and spit it out dramatically while maintaining eye contact. 

Your move, chef. 

 



20. I Watch You Sleep. You’re Welcome. 

You Think I Shut Down at 
Night? Cute. 

You turn off the lights. You 
brush your teeth. You crawl into 
bed thinking the world stops. 

Meanwhile, I’m out here 
floating in the dark like some 
prehistoric ghost, eyes wide 
open, silently judging you from 
behind the glass. 

I see everything. 

You Sleep Weird, You Know That? 

Sometimes you talk in your sleep. Sometimes you snore.Once, you 
farted loud enough to make me dive. I didn’t forget. 

You toss. You turn. You peek at your phone at 3am. And every time, 
I’m right there. 

Floating. Watching.  

Thinking: “This is the human who feeds me?” 

You Dream of Me. I Monitor You. 

Don’t get it twisted—this is not creepy. It’s security. 

I keep an eye on the tank, the room, the vibes. 



I am the basking guardian, the silent floater, the night shift 
supervisor. 

You're dreaming of dragons. I'm guarding your entire ecosystem. 

You're welcome. 

Sometimes I Sleep Too, but Only Lightly 

Yeah, I nap. But even when I’m tucked in, I’m alert. You make one weird 
sound, and I open one eye like: 

“Did you spill the pellets again?” 

I sleep with intention. You sleep like you just escaped a tornado. 

Final Thought: You’re Lucky I’m Here 

Without me, who’s watching the filter at 2am? Who’s patrolling the 
tank perimeter?  

Who’s silently absorbing the room’s late-night chaos? 

Me. I am. 

So sleep tight, human. 

But just know... I see you.  



21. I Do Care About You. Just… Quietly. 

I Know You Try 

You clean the tank. 

You adjust the lights. 

You stress when I don’t bask. 

You Google weird turtle stuff 
at 2am like a total maniac. 

I see all of it. And yeah… I 
care. Not in a “tail-wagging” 
way. But in a slow-blink, 
long-stare, 
side-eye-of-approval kind of way. 

I Come to the Glass for a Reason 

You think I just want food. And yeah—sometimes it’s about the snacks. 
But sometimes… it’s not. 

Sometimes I swim up just to look at you. To see what you're doing. To 
see if you noticed I climbed onto my dock without falling off for once. 

That little moment where we lock eyes? 

That’s our thing. 

I Don’t Always Show It, But I Feel It 

I don’t purr. I don’t jump in your lap. I don’t wag my tail or squeal or do 
cute little dances. I’m not here for that. 



But I do recognize your voice. I do feel calmer when the room is quiet 
and you’re near. I do feel safe in this little box you manage for me. 

That’s my way of saying: “This weird big creature is mine. And I like 
them. Sort of.” 

You’re My Constant 

The hands that feed me. The eyes that panic when I float too long. The 
voice that says “Hi buddy!” even when I’m pretending to ignore you. 

You're not perfect. But you’re consistent. And for a turtle, that’s 
everything. 

I Care. Just Don’t Expect a Hug 

So yeah, I care about you. But don’t expect me to swim over and do 
flips about it. 

I’ll just keep being here. Watching. Basking. Judging. And occasionally 
swimming up like: 

"You good? Cool. Me too." 

That’s all you get.  

That’s how turtles say I love you.  



Afterwords 
When I started writing this, I didn’t want to make another turtle care 
guide. 

There are already hundreds of those. And most of them feel like 
reading an instruction manual for assembling a lamp. 

I wanted something different. Something fun. 

Something that sounds like the kind of stuff you only figure out when 
you’ve spent way too much time staring at your turtle like it’s going to 
say something back. 

That’s where this grumpy little voice came from. 

It’s not just a joke. It’s actually what most turtle owners miss: 

The quiet habits. The attitude. The preferences. The things that don’t 
show up in water tests or beginner blogs. 

This book is full of that stuff. Little truths you only pick up when you’re 
totally obsessed. 

When you start noticing how your turtle sulks when you move a rock. 
Or how they side-eye you after a weak meal. 

I didn’t want this to be technical. I wanted it to feel real. Like your turtle 
secretly kept a diary and finally had enough. 

Yeah, it’s funny.  

But it’s also true. 

These 21 “grumpy” thoughts? 



They’re based on real care, real behavior, and real lessons I wish I 
knew earlier. 

So if you laughed a little, and also caught yourself nodding? 

That’s the point. 

Because maybe your turtle’s not grumpy… 

Maybe they’re just trying to tell you something. 

Thanks for reading. 

And yeah—go check the water. You know they’re judging you. 

 

– from the guy behind the turtle 
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