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The sun was just beginning to warm the sand when Papa and Mama 
Dunehopper led their children out of the burrow and toward the 
ocean. The breeze smelled salty, and the waves rolled in with a soft 
shhh… shhh… as they kissed the shore. 

“Today,” Mama said with a smile, “we’re going to look for 
treasures.” 

 



 

Scoot scurried ahead, his claws tapping excitedly. “Shells! I see 
shells!” 

Soon the family was surrounded by seashells scattered across the 
beach. Some were tiny and smooth, others were big and bumpy. 
There were white shells like moonlight, pink shells like sunrise, 
golden shells that shimmered, and deep purple shells that looked 
almost magical. 

 



 

 

Sandy picked up a pale, spiraled shell and turned it slowly. “This 
one is smooth and quiet.” 

Scoot held up a bright orange shell with ridges. “Mine is loud 
and scratchy!” 

Shellby found a shell speckled with dots and hugged it close. 
“This one feels just right to me.” 

 



 

 

Papa gently placed all the shells in a line in the sand. “Look at them 
together,” he said. “Do any of them look the same?” 

The children shook their heads. 

“No,” Papa said, “but every one of them belongs right here on this 
beach.” 

 



 

 

Mama knelt beside them. “Some shells are lighter. Some are 
darker. Some are shiny, and some are dull. Some have traveled far, 
and some have stayed close to home.” 

Sandy frowned thoughtfully. “But what if one shell doesn’t match 
the others?” 

Mama smiled softly. “Then it’s still special. Differences don’t mean 
something is wrong—they mean something is wonderful.” 

 



  

Scoot’s eyes widened. “Is that like people?” 

“Yes,” Papa said. “People can look different, speak differently, or 
do things in their own way—just like these shells.” 

Mama added, “And just like shells, every person has a story, 
shaped by where they’ve been and what they’ve been through.” 

The waves rolled in and gently rearranged the shells, nudging them 
closer together. 

Shellby watched quietly. “The ocean doesn’t choose favorites,” she 
said. 

Papa chuckled. “No, it makes room for all of them.” 

Mama wrapped her claws around the children. “When we accept 
others and show love, the world becomes kinder—just like this 
shore.” 

One by one, the children placed their shells back where they 
belonged. The sun glinted off the many colors, and the beach 
seemed to smile. 

 



 

As the Dunehopper family scurried home, their shells left behind, 
they carried something even more precious with them—a 
reminder that the world is strongest, safest, and most beautiful 
when every difference is welcomed.   

 



 

Did You Know? 

Did you know that every seashell on the beach is different—just like 
people? Some shells are smooth, some are bumpy, some are light, and 
some are dark. Each one was shaped by the ocean, the sand, and the 
journey it took to get there.  

That’s why no two shells are exactly the same—and why every shell 
belongs right where it is. Just like shells along the shore, people are 
special because of their differences, and the world is more beautiful 
when everyone is welcomed and loved.   

 


