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Forward

This storybook was created by the Outer Banks Coastal Conservation
(OBCC), a nonprofit organization whose mission is to foster
environmental stewardship and a deeper connection to the Outer Banks
of North Carolina through outreach, education, and conservation efforts.

We believe that small stories can spark big change. That is why we have
made this book available as a free resource for parents, teachers, and
community members.

All materials in this book may be freely downloaded, shared, printed and
used for educational or nonprofit purposes.

To learn more, access additional resources at: www.theobcc.org.



http://www.theobcc.org/

Papa Dunehopper was the best storyteller on the whole
beach. . '

Every evemng, after the sun dlpped Iow and the sand cooled

bene m he red his family close and told tales
that

yes grow wide. His favorite
storleS‘bf all were gh ststo ies.

After all, he was am

L
.




: W
- Ao






ARA

- ——— -
S T e . P

N T e o

~ .
ed itin herfoa®k
.S




Back in the burrow, she got to work. Clams on the bottom. A
layer of fresh seawaedgMere clams. More seaweed. A careful
sprlnkle of sea §alt Ayt >
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Lasagna- makln%taok ime—a Imost three whole hours—but
Mama dldg‘{ mln d. She ‘'wanted it to be perfect.
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By the time Sanc and Shellby burst through the burrow

“I don’t like cla
dinner instead?”




0, ter Banks. He
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aWa . “l don’t believe it. I'm not hungry.
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That night, as the buyw grew quiet, Scoot lay awake in his shell-
bed.

Grrrrrrr.
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Scoot’s eyes flew.open,*”
b N i ‘ '
He tiptoed to the window and peeked outside.

There—by the dunes—was a long, shadowy shape with glowing
eyes!

“A monster!” Scoot cried.



Sandy and Shellby scrambled over and looked out the

window. J

There was nOth'“g—just Lnoonllt dunes and wavmg
e
sea o'a‘t’s‘ﬁe% S -«M e

s
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Scoot stared at the ceiling for a moment, then whispered to
himself,“Maybe#Papa’s right. Tomorrow, I’'m finishing my
dinner.”

Outside, the moon rose higher...
and the waves whispered secrets only the sand could hear.
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'ghost crabs come out mostly at night,
’s because nighttime helps keep them cool
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Ghost crabs dig ,de&.p burrows in the sand where they sleep,
hide, and stay cozy—just like the Dunehopper family!

When the moon rises, ghost crabs listen carefully to the sounds
of the beach. The crashing waves, rustling s,ea",f@a_ts, and even
spooky noises are all part of the shore’s T‘éhttime music.

And here’s the fun truth:

Sometimes what sounds scary in the dark is just the ocean doing
wh%lﬁaya"abs.

So next time you heai‘mwl atthe beach...
it might just be the waves saying goodnight.




