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Blue waves pushed their way up on white sands. Every wave got just a little farther than the last. Splashing in the white foam, were families and friends, laughing and playing. A Frisbee hovered in the air as a clumsy dog crashed into a chair, toppled it over and woke young woman who had fallen asleep in the hot summer sun. Towards the dunes were little holes where sand crabs would hide until night, when they would sneak out while the seagulls slept. Further up, on top of these dunes amongst the mossy grass stood a turtle. A small green turtle, somewhat out of place standing high above the white sand. Born near a river, his stumpy legs and sharp claws were made to walk on hard dirt and through thick mud. Gazing out at the open sea he was lost. Captivated by dolphins jumping through the water.

“Davie! Get down from there before a seagull gets you!” A shrill voice called out.

He turned to see another small, green turtle down on the other side of the dune standing by the street. Her name was Bell.

“Yeah, yeah,” Davie mumbled as he started climbing down the dune.

“What were you doing up there?” She asked him as he got closer.

“Don’t you ever wonder what it’s like out there, Bell?”

“Out where?” She replied. “The ocean? You mean you’re still thinking about all that?”

“No, it’s just...” He paused and looked back at the dunes. “It’s nothing. Let’s just go home.”

“Okay...” She said making a face. “Race you home.”

They ran down the street, each trying to get there before the other. Home was a glass box in a pet shop on the corner of Seashell Boulevard. Five feet long and four feet wide Davie had been there a year and would have conversations with the birds that would come up to the windowsill. One in particular, a white and grey pelican named Mackerel, who had big orange beak. Davie usually called him Mack.

Mack would tell him stories of the ocean, about dolphins and sharks, boats and fish. But Davie’s favorite stories were about the turtles that swam the oceans. Every night after the store closed, Davie would cross the street and climb the dunes to look over the waters. Sometimes he would stay out all night. Looking out he always felt someone was looking back.

On the other side of Davie’s imagination, underneath the white foam of crashing waves, just on top the sandbar, sat another turtle looking back at the beach. Far off, lights shimmered on the water. Sounds of laughter and shouting echoed, bouncing off the waves. A local band had been playing outside of the beachfront restaurant, drawing a crowd of students on their summer vacation.
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“Henry, let’s go before it gets dark.” A deep voice called to him, breaking him from his daydream. The voice came from an old turtle. He had a brown shell with barnacles growing in the middle. Caught on the side was an old fishing lure.

“Just a few more minutes, Grandpa?” Asked Henry.

“No, Henry, you know it gets dangerous at night. Have you forgotten about the sharks that swim the cliff?” Replied Grandpa.

“Fine,” he said letting out a sigh.

Henry was a sea turtle. Born on the beach the only land he ever saw was the sand between the ocean and dunes.

They began to swim down off the sandbar deeper into the ocean. Henry and Grandpa lived along a ridge close to the reef where hundreds of fish kept up the bustle of ocean life. Bright blues and yellows shined through the water while exotic fish swam around Henry. They called out to him with a hello or hi, smiling as they did, but Henry’s mind was elsewhere.
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