


Lila skipped along the sunny shore, her toes tickled 
by  the  waves.  "I  wish  I  could  explore  the  sea," 
she whispered. Suddenly, an old sea turtle popped 
up,  his  shell  gleaming  green  and  gold.  "Hello, 
little  one.  I  am  Grandpa  Shell,"  he  said  kindly. 
"Come with me!" Lila giggled and grabbed his shell. 
Instantly, bubbles swirled around her, and she could 
breathe underwater! "Whoa!" she gasped, amazed. 
Together, they dove beneath the sparkling waves, 
ready for an adventure.





Down, down they swam, past schools of rainbow 
fish darting like confetti. Swaying sea plants tickled 
Lila's arms as coral glowed pink and purple. "This is 
amazing!" she said, twirling. Grandpa Shell chuckled, 
"The ocean has many wonders, but it also needs our 
care." Suddenly, Lila spotted something odd near a 
rock — a small shape, wriggling and struggling. She 
swam closer, curious and a little worried about what 
she had found.





It was a baby turtle, tangled in plastic! Lila gasped 
and yanked at the plastic quickly. The baby turtle 
cried out in pain. "Ouch!" "Gently, child," Grandpa 
Shell  said  softly,  placing  a  flipper  on  her  hand. 
"Rushing  does  not  help.  Watch  and  learn."  He 
carefully loosened one knot, then another, slow and 
steady. Lila took a breath and copied him, patient 
this time, working knot by knot with gentle care.





Snap!  The last  bit  of  plastic  fell  away.  The baby 
turtle wiggled its flippers happily and swam in circles 
around Lila.  "You did  it!"  Grandpa Shell  smiled. 
"Remember, be patient, be gentle, and keep the 
ocean clean." Lila nodded, watching the baby turtle 
swim off toward its family. "Every little thing we 
do makes a big difference," she said softly, holding 
Grandpa Shell's shell as they swam back toward the 
shining shore together.






