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The Boy and the Little
Crab

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



On a bright Saturday morning, the boy stood at the edge of the
beach. His yellow bucket hat shaded his eyes as he looked at
the waves. He carried a small mesh bag for treasures. The
sand was warm under his red canvas sneakers. He loved the
beach more than any other place. Today, he hoped to find
something special.



Near a rock pool, something tiny moved. The boy knelt down
and held his breath. A little hermit crab was scurrying across
the sand! Its glossy reddish-orange legs moved quickly, and its
two black bead eyes on stalks peeked around. It carried a
spiral seashell home on its back. The boy smiled his bright,
curious smile.
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The hermit crab stopped beside a broken shell. It tapped the
shell with its delicate legs, then moved on. The boy watched
quietly. "You need a new home," he whispered. The crab

hurried past a bottle cap and a crumpled wrapper. It seemed
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to be searching for something just right. The boy wondered
where it would find a safe seashell.
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The little crab tried another shell, but it was cracked. It tried a
third, but it was too small. Each time, the crab moved on, its
antennae waving. The boy felt worried. "There are so many
broken shells," he said to himself. He noticed trash scattered
on the sand, too. He wished he could help the tiny creature.
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Just then, the boy's best friend ran over. "What are you looking
at?" asked the friend, adjusting round glasses. The boy pointed
to the hermit crab. "It needs a good shell," he said. "But
there's so much trash and broken shell here." The friend

frowned. "That's not good for ocean animals," she said. "We
should do something."



The boy thought for a moment. "Let's organize a beach
cleanup!" he said. "We can pick up litter and leave natural
shells for the crabs." His friend's gap-toothed grin spread
wide. "I'll get my mom!" she said. The boy's mom was nearby,
wearing her wide-brim sun hat. She listened and nodded.
“That's a wonderful idea," she said. "I'll supervise."
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Mom handed out gardening gloves and canvas bags. The boy
pulled on his gloves and took a bag. His friend wore her
orange visor and starfish t-shirt. Together, they started picking
up trash. They found bottle caps, plastic wrappers, and bits of
fishing line. The boy's small mesh bag filled quickly. "We're
helping!" he cheered.



More friends and family joined the cleanup. Everyone worked
together, combing the sand for litter. The boy's mom reminded
them, "Leave the natural shells on the sand. Hermit crabs
need them for homes." The boy nodded. He carefully stepped
around a spiral shell. His friend found a soda can and dropped
it in her bag. "This is fun!" she said.
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As they cleaned, the boy spotted the little hermit crab again. It
was near a pile of litter. The crab looked confused, its stalk
eyes turning this way and that. "Poor thing," the boy said. "It
can't find a safe shell." He gently cleared the trash away,
making a path for the crab. The crab scurried forward, still
searching.



The boy watched the crab try another shell. This one was
whole and smooth. The crab tapped it with its legs. Then,
quick as a blink, it slipped inside! The boy gasped with delight.
"It found a home!" he shouted. His friend rushed over. "The
cleanup is helping!" she said. They smiled at each other, proud
of their work.
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The boy's mom gathered everyone around. "Look at all the
trash we collected," she said. "And look at the natural shells
we left behind. Hermit crabs and other ocean animals need
suitable natural homes. By keeping the beach clean, we
protect those homes." The boy looked at the little crab in its
new shell. He felt warm inside.
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The boy raised his hand. "I learned that seashells are
important," he said. "They're not just pretty—they're homes for
animals. We should always leave them on the beach and keep
the sand clean." His friend added, "And we can do cleanups
more often!" Everyone clapped. The boy's mom smiled proudly
at him.
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Before leaving, the boy walked to the water's edge. He
watched the little hermit crab scuttle toward the rocks. Its
spiral shell glinted in the sun. "Good luck, little friend," the boy
whispered. The crab waved its antennae as if saying thank
you. The boy felt happy that he had helped, even in a small

way.
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On the way home, the boy's mesh bag held only a few pretty
shells he had found already broken. He knew better than to
take a home. His friend walked beside him. "Let's come back
next week and clean again," she said. The boy nodded. "And
we'll tell everyone to protect seashell homes," he said. They
made a plan.
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That night, the boy thought about the hermit crab. He pictured
it safe in its new shell. He realized that caring kids can help
nature. By keeping beaches clean and leaving natural shells in
place, they make sure animals have homes. He fell asleep with
a smile, dreaming of the ocean.
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The next morning, the boy told his classmates about the
cleanup. He showed them a picture of the hermit crab. "We
can all help," he said. "Even small actions make a big
difference." His friend passed out stickers that said "Protect
Seashell Homes." The boy knew that together, they could keep
the beach safe for ocean animals. And that made him very

happy.
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