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​"For the children who listen to the sea,
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and for the sea that answers them."


​Stella is a sweet little girl who lives by the sea. Her name means "STAR".

From her bedroom window, she can hear the ocean sing. She often believes it's a friend calling her.

Her Dad thinks it is nonsense but Stella always enjoys watching the big waves and the foam dancing on the horizon.
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​One morning, in the springtime, Stella's Dad takes Stella, her sister Shyana and Charlie, their little black dog, to the rocks uncovered by the low tide. The sea is far away and seems relaxed.

The rocks whisper a shanty song carried away by the wind. Long brown seaweeds cover the rocks like the wig of a duchess.
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​Dad gives all his children a hook and a bucket. They plan to catch little crabs hidden in the puddles left by the sea.


_ Hold your hook firmly in one hand and raise the seaweeds with the other hand. If you can see a crab, hook it on its shell, take it out and drop it in the bucket.
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​Stella would be happy to catch one too. She jumps from rock to rock in order to find a puddle large enough to shelter sea animals. She finds many holes around her but they are too small. Apart from a few periwinkles or hermit crabs, there's no hope.

Suddenly, her eyes are caught by a strange puddle: it glitters like gold as if the sun has wept its tears in it. The rocks around it are softer and the seaweed that cover them are thicker.
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​Suddenly, they hear someone shout in the distance. Shyana just caught her first crab. Dad congratulates her. It is so big! And it squirms around under the hook. Shyana takes it down into the bucket.


_ I hope I will find one this big! Well done, Shyana!
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​Something is moving causing the water to whirlwind. Stella carefully watches where the bubbles come from and swiftly throws her hook in the water; then she pulls with all the strength of her little arm and takes out a beautiful crab: it is big, it is wide but most of all, Stella opens her eyes wide, it is blue!

Little Stella has never seen a blue crab in her life. She didn't even think that they could exist.
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​Stella brings the blue crab close to her eyes and surprisingly finds out that the small mouth of the crab opens and closes while she hears these strange sentences:


_ Don't harm me, Stella, I am your friend! I am the warden of the deep depth where the mermaids live. I fell asleep in my hole and did not know that the tide would change. When I woke up, I realized the sea had gone far away and heard you approaching. So I hid myself.

Listen! says the blue crab, set me free and I shall offer you a magical gift!
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​_ A magical gift? Answers Stella, a bit    surprised. What kind of magical gift?


_ I shall give you a golden shrimp, says the blue crab.

_ What do you want me to do with a golden shrimp?

_ See, this shrimp is special: anytime you touch something with its antennas it speaks to you and tells you stories that no one has ever heard.

While saying this, the crab takes out of its belly a small shrimp. It starts glittering in the sun. No doubt

about it! It is truly made of gold! It has long antennas, as long as its body, shaped to the front

like the whip of a circus tamer. Stella delicately holds the shrimp in her hand; the antennas go on vibrating as if the shrimp enjoys stretching.
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​_ OK, she says, I'll take the shrimp.    But if you've lied to me, I shall look     for you  wherever you are and I'll       make a soup out of you!

Then she delicately dropped the blue crab on the shore.


_ I never lie! He says. You will see. Good bye Stella.


And the blue crab slipped into the puddle to disappear in the deepest part of it.
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​Stella attentively observes the golden shrimp. She softly touches the rock with its antennas.
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​Immediately, two round brown eyes open and a wide mouth slits the stone. Then she hears a cavelike sound:


_ Gosh! Hello Stella! I've been wanting to yawn for so long!


The rock opens its mouth wide and lets out an enormous yawn, shaking the barnacles clinging to its sides while the startled hermit crabs retreat even deeper into their shells.
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​_ How long have you been here? asks the little girl.


_ Thousands of years, the rock answers. At that time, the sea wasn't there. When the tide is low, the sea moves back away and I am free in the open air; I can feel the caress of the wind on my back because, as you can see, I am a coat hanger!

_ A coat hanger? How come? Please explain!

_ Well, the long seaweed on my flanks is actually mermaid hair. They are so long and so beautiful that, when asleep, mermaids remove their hair to make sure they don't spoil them and instead, they leave their hair on me.

_ You don't mind being a coat hanger? Stella says, a bit surprised.

_ On the contrary, I am very proud of it. Not many rocks can boast about being the coat hanger for mermaids. By the way, you can ask them if you wish.

_ Ask the mermaids? Says Stella.

_ No, ask the brown weeds! Answers the rock.
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​Stella stands up. The antennas stop touching the rock. The stone eyes close and the mouth turns into a thin line of quartz.
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​The little girl looks for nice weeds. She notices one, long, nice and silky, whose end floats softly on the surface of the glittering puddle. Stella comes closer and caresses a mop of the brown weed with the antennas.

Immediately, the weed grows thicker and separates itself into two
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