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There’s magic in Jackie Boy and the Sea Folk, but the story is even richer because of the layers beneath it. On the surface, Jackie Boy’s adventures with the Sea Folk are a delicious feast for a child’s imagination... a delectable view into a world we can’t visit without a child’s magical innocence.

Just below the surface, though, are rich threads of grit, love, strength and natural talent. That layer is my Gramma Chérie, the creator, who found time to write this charming story and illustrate it with very little training in writing or art, while being a single mother raising two children in the late 1920s and at the time of the Great Crash Of Wallstreet. The original paintings must have been incredible, but they were lost in the category 5 “Labor Day” hurricane of 1935. Thankfully, she‘d the forethought of getting black and white images made and they survived to this day.

Laced within these two layers are the characters themselves... and family. Her son was Jackie Boy. And Coral was modeled after her daughter, my mother. The images in the book even resemble her children.

The last layer is the resurrection: It was almost 100 years before Jackie Boy and the Sea Folk came out of the shadows. I sought out and read the one copy given to my mother, (the inspiration for the mermaid, Coral). The story was incredible! It was another facet to my grandmother I hadn’t seen, and I fully appreciated her skill and story development as an author myself. 

One of my cousins is a well-known artist, and I ran the idea of Grandma’s story by him. I emailed the black and white illustrations and the story. As I’d been captivated by her writing, he was astounded by the incredible artwork. What happened next was the most magical serendipity. As the youngest daughter of “Coral” I gently edited and updated the language. My cousin, “Jackie Boy’s” youngest son, did the coloration and restoration of Gramma’s beautiful art. We were completing the circle. Helen Bixby Moore created this tale, weaving in things that she loved with care and skill. Family: her son and daughter and the wonderful life in nature were part of her being. Her grandchildren are now returning the blessing by sharing it with you, nearly a century after it was written.
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This is a story about a little boy, and all the perfectly wonderful things that happened to him one lovely summer. Jackie Boy lived in the South, so far South that when his aunts and uncles and cousins came to visit him from New York, or Chicago, they had to ride for two whole days and a night on the train to get to the place where he lived.

In the garden around Jackie Boy’s house, flowers grew and blossomed all winter long. Sometimes he took his books and climbed high up in the orange trees to study his lessons. At Christmas time, when the little boys and girls in the North went out in the snow with their sleds, Jackie Boy went over to the beach and went swimming in the ocean. So, you see, a number of remarkable things could happen to a little boy in such a remarkable place. And this is the story about some of these strange adventures.

One sunny morning near the end of May, Jackie Boy was sitting on the sand under a big beach umbrella, looking out at the ocean and thinking. He had ever so many things to think about, for school was out and he had a whole long summer to spend on the beach. So, there he sat, watching the little waves roll up the beach and scurry back again and thinking about all the wonderful creatures he had heard about that lived in the sea.

While he sat there, a tiny little crab came out of a hole in the sand and stared at him. For a while, Jackie Boy was so busy thinking and looking at the ocean that he didn’t know the crab was there; then he caught a glimpse of the little fellow out of the corner of his eye. So, he turned around quickly to see what he was and what he was doing.

Of course, when Jackie Boy moved, the little crab was frightened and started to run. The strange part of it was, he didn’t run forward at all. He ran sideways! He ran so fast that Jackie Boy was afraid he would lose sight of him, and he did want to have a good look at this funny little fellow who ran sideways, so he jumped up and ran after him. Just as he had almost caught up with him and was reaching out his hand to catch him, the crab simply disappeared.

“Now where did he go?” Jackie Boy wondered. “He was right here, and now he’s gone. He must be down in the sand. Maybe he has a hole. I’ll see if I can find it.”

He knelt down and hunted around very carefully. He poked about in the sand, and smoothed over the little hills, until he discovered a very small hole.

“There it is!” Jackie Boy exclaimed. “I’m sure this is it. But how can I get that funny fellow out?” He sat back on the sand and thought a minute; then he leaned forward and poked one finger down into the hole. But he pulled the poor finger out again in a hurry, with the little crab hanging tightly to the end of it.

Jackie Boy was so surprised for a moment that he didn’t know what to do. But the little crab pinched, so he did the first thing that popped into his head. He shook his hand hard, and the little crab flew through the air and dropped onto the sand again. This time, he didn’t run sideways, but sat quite still, waving his little pinching claw about angrily.

Jackie Boy put his pinched finger in his mouth and glared at the little crab. The next minute, he pricked up his ears, for a shrill voice squeaked, “Maybe the next time you’ll keep your fingers out of my house!”

Jackie Boy took his finger out of his mouth and said very politely, “I’m very sorry I put my finger in your house. I won’t do it again.”

“Sorry indeed! Where did you come from, that no one ever taught you not to go into houses without knocking? I never heard of such a thing!” the shrill little voice squeaked again.

“I never thought about it being your house, really,” Jackie Boy explained. “My mother says I must always knock when I go to people’s houses. Now that I know it’s your house, I won’t do it again. Please excuse me this time.” 

“Just this time, I will, since you probably didn’t know any better.” Squeaked the little fellow. Then, because he could see that Jackie Boy was really sorry and wanted to be friends, he decided not to be angry anymore.

“You must have just come here,” he squeaked in a more friendly voice.

“I did,” answered Jackie Boy. “Anyway, I just came to the beach to live. That big house back there, with the garden around it, is my house. I used to live over in town.”

“I see. You’ve been to the beach before, though, haven’t you?”

“Oh, yes,” said Jackie Boy. “My daddy and mother often bring me over here after school, and on Saturdays, I come and stay all day. I like it best on Saturdays in the winter, because by the time we get over here after school, the sun was almost gone. But I never saw you before. Do you stay in your house much?”

“No, not so much. I like to run around in the sand when the sun is shining. But I go in at night.”

“Do you like to live in a sand house?” inquired Jackie Boy.

“Oh, yes, very much indeed. In fact, I think it is quite the nicest sort of house for this climate. I build far enough away from the water, so that when the tide comes in, the water won’t run into my front door.”

“I shall probably see you quite often, now that I know you’re here,” said Jackie Boy. “I’m glad you are here, because I haven’t any playmates. I don’t know anyone on the beach. But if you’re here, I won’t get lonesome.”

The little crab scratched his head right on the tiny spot between his eyes, which stuck out from his head like little pins, and said thoughtfully, “Now if you could only swim...”

“But I can swim,” interrupted Jackie Boy. “I learned to swim when I was five. That’s two years ago, “cause I’m seven now. And I can dive, too.”

“Then I have just the thing,” cried the little crab in his high squeaky voice. “If you can swim, you can go down under the water and meet the Sea Folk.”

Jackie Boy was so excited that he forgot all about how scary his new friend was and clapped his hands together loudly. The little crab, startled by the noise, ran sideways as fast as he could go and disappeared inside his house.

“Oh,” mourned Jackie Boy, “now I’ve scared him away, just when he was getting to be such good company! Perhaps if I am very quiet, he will come back.”

He sat quite still in the sand, and waited a long time, but the little crab did not come back.

“I can’t even call him,” the little boy said to himself, “because I don’t know his name. I don’t even know what he is!”

Two big tears were just starting to run out of the corners of his eyes and were all ready to go rolling down his cheeks when the little crab popped out of his hole again. 

At first, he came just a little way and rolled his funny pinhead eyes at Jackie Boy. When he saw the tears, he came a little closer. Then Jackie Boy spied him. He was so glad to have the little fellow come back that he almost clapped his hands again, but he remembered in time and just smiled instead.

“I’m so glad you’ve come back!” he said very softly, for fear of scaring the little fellow again.

“Really, such manners!” squeaked the little crab. “You begin by going right into my house, then when I try to be friends, you frighten me to death. I don’t know what to make of you!”

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” said Jackie Boy. “But I was so happy when you said I might go under the water and meet the Sea Folk. Could I really? Could I see all the strange things my daddy says live in the ocean?”

“That depends,” answered the crab in his shrill voice. “When I talked with you and found you could understand me, I thought you were one of the magic children who can see and talk with the Sea Folk. But if you are going to be so rude and noisy...”

“I won’t. Truly I won’t,” promised Jackie Boy. “I’ll try to be quiet and polite all the time.”

“You’ll have to be, if you want to make friends with the Sea Folk,” the little crab said. “They are very easily frightened by noise. But I thought, when you said you hadn’t any playmates, that you would like to meet them. They are very interesting.”

“Tell me about some of them,” begged Jackie Boy.

“Well,” began the crab, “you might like to meet some of the big fish. Some of them are much bigger than you are. Then, there is the Green Turtle—he’s a fine chap!”

“How big is he?” asked Jackie Boy.

“Oh, he’s big enough for you to ride. Then there is the Sailfish...”

“I’ve heard about him,” interrupted Jackie Boy. “Is it true that he has a big blue sail on his back?”

“True as can be. And the Swordfish—you’d like him, I’m sure! He’s a wonderful fellow. He has a long nose, pointed like a sword, and quite sharp. He might lend you his sword if you needed it.”

“Could I really borrow it, do you think?” inquired Jacky Boy delightedly.

“You might ask him,” answered the squeaky little voice. “Then there are the Sea Horses. They’re little fellows, only a little bit bigger than your thumb. They have heads very much like horses, and long tails.”

“Do they have feet?” demanded Jackie Boy, very much excited.

“No,” squeaked the crab. “No feet. Only a long tail. And oh, I almost forgot. You must meet the Merpeople!”

“Who are they?” 

“Didn’t you ever hear of a mermaid?” inquired the crab, rolling his pinhead eyes in surprise.

“Yes, I’ve heard of mermaids,” said Jackie Boy. “But I didn’t know there was such a thing.”

“Indeed,” squeaked the little crab indignantly. “Well, it’s time some of you land people get acquainted with the Sea Folk. Be down early tomorrow morning, and I’ll see what I can do for you.”

“How shall I find you?” asked Jackie Boy.

“If you don’t see me around, just call at my door,” squeaked the crab.

“But I don’t know your name,” said Jackie Boy. “I don’t even know what you are, except that you’re some kind of crab.”

At this, the crab threw up his claw and laughed the funniest, squeakiest, merriest little laugh Jackie Boy had ever heard. He laughed so long and so hard that salty tears came from his pinhead eyes and rolled off his flat little face to make two tiny wet spots on the sand.

Jackie Boy thought he was never going to stop, but at last he did. Then he cried, 

“Just imagine! Such a boy! Why, I’m a sand crab!”

“Oh!” said Jackie Boy. “But you must have a name. All of my friends have names. Shall I call you Tiny Crab?”

“If you like,” answered the crab. “That’s as good a name as any.”

Just then Jackie Boy’s mother called from the porch.

“It must be my lunchtime,” Jackie Boy said, getting up from the sand. “I’m awfully glad to have met you, Tiny Crab. It’s been a very nice morning.”

Tiny Crab winked one of his tiny pinhead eyes. “You’re a magic child, all right,” he squeaked. “Magic children never forget their manners. Come back tomorrow morning, Jackie Boy.”

“I will,” promised Jackie Boy. “Goodbye, Tiny Crab.” He raced away over the beach to his house. Tiny Crab watched him go up on the porch, then he walked sideways to his own peculiar little hole of a house and crawled inside. 
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