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Every morning, the boy pulled on his bright yellow rain boots
and ran down to the tide pool by the ocean. His red shirt with
the tiny starfish print flapped in the salty wind. He loved to
explore the shallow pools left by the tide, where tiny crabs
scuttled and sea anemones waved like pink flowers. His canvas
satchel held a notebook for drawing everything he saw.
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Grandpa Lee often came along, wearing his straw hat and
faded blue fisherman's sweater. He showed the boy how the
tide comes in and goes out, leaving little worlds behind in the
rocks. 'Look closely,' Grandpa said, his crinkly eyes smiling.
'‘But remember, these small creatures need gentle hands and
quiet voices.' The boy nodded and promised to be careful.
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One sunny morning, the boy spotted something special in a
quiet corner of the tide pool. It was a little starfish, about the
size of his palm, with five orange-red arms and tiny pale
bumps. Its arm tips curled gently, as if it were waving hello.
The boy gasped and knelt down slowly, not wanting to splash
or scare it.



He opened his satchel and took out his notebook. With his
pencil, he sketched the starfish's five arms and the little bumps
on its skin. He counted the arms again and again, just to be
sure. 'Five arms,' he whispered. 'And you're so still.' The
starfish didn't move, but the boy felt like they were friends
already.



Just then, Mira arrived, her green sun hat shading her wide
smile. She crouched beside him, her curly hair puffs bouncing.
‘What did you find?' she asked. The boy pointed, and Mira's
dark eyes grew big. 'A starfish! Can I touch it?' She reached

out a finger, but the boy gently stopped her. 'Let's just watch,’
he said. 'It might be scared.’



Mira pulled her hand back and nodded. Together, they
watched the starfish cling to the rock. The boy noticed how its
tube feet, like tiny threads, held on tight. 'It's not moving
much,' Mira said. 'Maybe it's resting,' the boy replied. They sat
quietly, and the starfish seemed to relax, its arm tips uncurling
just a little.



Grandpa Lee came by and saw them watching so calmly.
‘You're doing it right,' he said. 'Starfish are delicate. Touching
them can hurt their skin, and lifting them out of the water
makes it hard for them to breathe.' The boy wrote that down in
his notebook. 'So we look, but we don't touch,' he said.
Grandpa nodded. 'And we leave everything where it is.'
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That afternoon, the boy thought about all the kids who came to
the tide pool. Some ran and splashed. Some poked the sea
anemones. He wanted to help them understand. 'I'm going to
make a guide,' he told Mira. 'A guide for careful rock-pool
exploring.' Mira clapped her hands. 'That's a great idea! I'll
help you test it."




The boy worked on his guide all evening. He drew pictures of
the starfish, the crabs, and the anemones. He wrote rules in
big, clear letters: LOOK, DON'T TOUCH. WALK SLOWLY.
KEEP ANIMALS IN WATER. LEAVE SHELLS AND ROCKS
WHERE THEY ARE. He added a note: 'Be gentle. These
animals need our care.' His heart felt full as he wrote.
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The next day, the boy and Mira brought the guide to the tide
pool. They showed it to a group of kids who were visiting. 'See
this starfish?' the boy said, pointing. 'We can watch it without

touching. That keeps it safe.' The kids gathered around and
peered into the pool. They were quiet and curious, and the
starfish stayed calm.




One little girl started to reach for a crab, but Mira gently said,
'Remember the guide—look, don't touch.' The girl pulled back
and smiled. 'Okay! It's fun just to watch.' The boy felt proud.
His guide was working. More kids came to read it, and they all
explored with gentle hands and happy hearts.
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Grandpa Lee read the guide and beamed. 'This is wonderful,’
he said. 'You've taught others to protect the tide pool.' He
patted the boy's shoulder. 'The starfish is lucky to have a friend
like you.' The boy looked at his little starfish, still clinging to
its rock, and felt warm inside.




From that day on, the boy and his friends explored the tide
pool with care. They carried the guide in the satchel and
shared it with everyone they met. The starfish stayed safe in
its quiet corner, and the boy visited it every morning.
Sometimes other kids came to watch too, and they all
remembered: look, don't touch, and protect the animals.
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The boy kept adding to his guide. He drew new animals he
found and wrote more tips. He learned that the ocean is full of
tiny treasures, each one needing kindness. His yellow boots
splashed softly as he walked, and his red starfish shirt
reminded him of his little friend. He knew that careful
observation was the best way to show love for the sea.
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Mira often joined him, and they would sit side by side,
watching the tide pool come alive. 'I'm glad we made the
guide,' she said. 'Me too,' the boy replied. They watched a
hermit crab peek out of its shell and a sea star stretch its
arms. The tide pool was a busy, beautiful world, and they were

happy to protect it.
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As the sun set, the boy packed up his notebook and smiled at
the starfish. 'Goodnight,' he whispered. 'I'll be back tomorrow.'
He walked home with Grandpa Lee, feeling the sand between
his toes. The guide crinkled in his satchel, a promise to keep
the tide pool safe for all the creatures who lived there. And the
boy's heart was full of joy.
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