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		Description

Once upon a time, there was a very young filly named Twilight Sparkle who went to the beach and met a very young colt named Rex.
They played in the sand, looking for sea shells and making sand castles all day long.
And found something neither of them expected.
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		1 - Vacation



The Young Filly and the Sea
Vacation


Twilight Sparkle was bored.
Bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, BORED!
Bucking bored.
She jerked her head up off the beach towel and snapped a look at where Shining Armor and her foalsitter, the nefarious Book-Stealing, Big Brother Borrowing Cadence were chatting, almost nose to nose on their own beach towel.  Cadence waved back, a cheery wave of sun-baked joy on the sandy beach, still leaning up against the pile of books she had viciously stolen from their proper purple owner, just because Twilight had happened to let slip that she had planned on spending every single second of their vacation day at the beach reading.
Buck.
Of course she had planned on meeting ponies while spending eight and three quarters hours out on the sandy beach of Baltimare.  There were four and a half minutes scheduled with the ice cream vendor, and seven whole minutes set aside on her schedule for a picnic with Shining Armor and the fiend on the beach. 
Ungrateful BBBFF.
She had set aside exactly seven bits for a nice, healthy, daisy and daffodil sandwich for their time together, and even had written a few lines to say during lunch on a slip of paper inside Pennyworthington’s Prestidigitations for Powerful Ponies, which was just perfect light lunchtime reading.
Buck.
She could have been out with mom and dad on the snorkeling boat, exploring the mysteries of the undersea world, if she had not tried so hard to prove that she was a big enough filly by snorkeling with them at the local pool.  Stupid pool.  What idiot makes a fractal pattern of cracks on the bottom of the pool so interesting that you lose track of time while examining it and forget to go to the surface to get a breath anyway?  She was perfectly fine, and had only inhaled part of the pool.  In fact, she had not been in any danger at all because Cadence had been right there watching and she had all of her lifesaving credentials and everything.
It was a stupid reason to keep her off the snorkeling boat.  Stupid second honeymoon, ha!
“Ouch!”
Nopony could possibly miss a brightly colored beach towel laid out on a gleaming beach, particularly when it had her in the middle of it, but somehow a pony failed to travel around the clearly demarcated space and tripped over her, winding up buried head-first into the sand on the other side.  
“Sorry,” came the muffled reply.
Twilight glared up at the rear end of a young colt around her age, who had his entire head stuck in the sand while his legs waved around in a futile attempt to free himself.  Seeing nopony else rushing to help, she got a good grip on his tangled tail and pulled, eventually revealing the rest of the unicorn colt.  While Twilight spat out sand, he shook himself off, scattering a large amount of sand out of the curls of his seafoam green coat and over the surrounding ponies, who expressed their displeasure with cross looks.
“Sorry about that.  I’m pretty clumsy normally, and with this sand stuck everywhere…”  He held up one somewhat large hoof and shook it, scattering more sand around the area.
“Yeah, I know how that is,” grumbled Twilight, picking up her towel with her teeth and giving it a shake.  “Why don’t you just go into the water and rinse it out?”
“I’m not supposed to.”  He lowered his head and looked out at the ocean waves, a ragged curl of brownish-green mane promptly flopping forward over his eyes.
“Me neither,” she grumbled, trying to find an untrampled part of the beach to put her towel back down.  “I wish I had my books.”
“You have books?”  The little colt fairly lit up, with both ears perked forward and a bright twinkle in his eyes.  Even his tail appeared to be wagging.  “Can I borrow one?  Just for today.  Dad wouldn’t let me bring any of mine.”
Twilight glowered in the direction of her brother and the traitor, both laughing in triumph as they leaned against her pile of books and rummaged around in the ice chest for some snacks.  “I wish.  My dad let me bring whatever books I really wanted, but my fillysitter took them away from me.”  A clump of guilty sand nearby desperately needed punished, and she stomped it a few times to admonish it for its crimes.  “She said it was too nice a day to waste reading books.”
“Oh.”  Both of his ears drooped back down and he looked out towards the ocean.  “Bummer.”  As Twilight arranged her beach towel for proper sun exposure, the colt turned away and began to plod down the beach again, lighting his horn with a peculiar spell she had never seen before.
“Excuse me,” she called out.  “I’ve been studying for my entrance exam to Princess Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, and I don’t remember seeing that spell in any of the Standard Grade One spellbooks, or the Grade Two through Six ones either.  Did I miss one?  Do you know the original source so I can look it up when I get home?  Is it very difficult?  Will it be on the test?”  Her voice squeaked at the last word, and she slumped down a little at the aggravated looks from the other ponies around her on the beach.
“This spell?”  He looked up at his horn in a little cross-eyed fashion, waving his head back and forth to make the silver glow leave a little trail behind it.  Trotting back over to her so he would not have to yell over the other beach goers, he continued, “It’s nothing, really.  It’s just my special talent.”
“Oh.”  Twilight looked at his shaggy flank and brushed a chunk of sandy seaweed off his cutie mark.  “Your special talent is finding sea shells?”
“Yeah, I’ve got a big collection of them at home.  Everything from cones and conches all the way down to scallops and clams.  I trade with other ponies and some ponies bring them as gifts because they know I like them so much.  How about you?  Do you collect anything?”
“Books,” she replied at once.  “When I get my cutie mark, I bet it will have something to do with books.  I’ve read books by every famous unicorn like ever, and know all kinds of spells.  Except I can’t really cast many of them yet.  My horn doesn’t know what its doing yet, and things get kind of explody when I try too hard.”
“I know what you mean.”  Looking a little cross-eyed at his own horn, a delicate spiral of seafoam green that seemed a little pointier than ordinary horns, he lit it with a gentle push of his magic and waved it around while closing his eyes.  “Dad won’t let me cast anything but my special spell when he’s not around.  Well, other than light and levitation.  They don’t count.”
He opened his eyes with a bright smile.  “I found one.  Come on!”  Bounding away across the hot sand and leaving a trail of protesting ponies, the little colt dashed down the beach.  It took a moment to decide between folding up her towel and leaving it, but when she caught up to the young colt digging in the sand in an open area, she was glad she had left it behind.
“Hey.  I don’t even know your name.”  She dodged a spray of flying sand as he briefly looked up from his excavation.
“Rex.  But my friends call me Corny.”
“My name is—”  Twilight spit to one side as a clump of sand showered over her and got in her open mouth.  “Yuck.  Just call me Sandy, I suppose.  My brother calls me Twily.”  She glowered at the distant white and pink shapes.  “Traitor.”
“I like Sandy,” said Rex, digging down so far that only his tangled brownish tail still showed out of the hole, looking a little like a clump of old seaweed on top of a small hill.  “Ha!  Found it.  Darn.”  He backed out of the hole, holding a small glittering collection of blue gems the size of sand grains in his silver magical field.
“What are they?” asked Twilight, peering closely at the beautiful little blue flecks and holding out her hoof.
“Sapphirina copepods.  They’re little crustaceans like crabs and lobsters.”  He paused before continuing, “That means they’re sea-dwelling creatures who have an exoskeleton, like a little suit of armor around their body.”
“I know what the phylum crustacea is,” she responded with a frown.  “They’re a subphylum of arthropods, distinguished by biramous limbs and the nauplius form of the larvae.  Ha!”  She stuck out her tongue, which turned out to be a bad idea as she then had to spit out more sand.
“But did you know that only the male of the species has this iridescent glitter,” he said, placing the little sparks of blue on her hoof.  “Or that the largest these normally get is about this size, except for on very rare occasions when an underwater volcano stirs the Lightless Deep, and a very few of the giant, mega-huge varieties of this creature rise to the surface.”
“Do they come ashore and eat ponies?” she asked.
“Naa, they’re only about the size of your hoof, and they calcify into a solid lump within a day.  But they’re beautiful beyond comparison, a perfect sapphire blue that catches the light and reflects it back from a million tiny facets.  They’re called Sea Sapphires, and it is said that if any pony finds one, they will also find their heart’s desire.”
“That is soo…  sappy.”  Twilight tilted her hoof from side to side, watching the way Celestia’s sun reflected off the tiny crustaceans in sharp glints of light.  “They’re pretty, though.  Have you ever seen a Sea Sapphire?”
“Naaa.”  Rex began shoving the sand back into the hole.  “Dad says he found one right before he met mom, but she dropped it on a beach one day and they never found it again.  He said it was a pretty darned good trade, but I bet if I found it, they’d both be so proud of me.”
“Wow.  She lost it on this beach?”  Twilight looked around at the hundreds of happy ponies enjoying the sun and the sand.  “Seems highly improbable that we could find it before somepony else does.”
“No, she lost it a couple hundred miles that way.”  One seafoam green hoof waved in an abstracted way as Rex used his magic to shove the last of the sand into the hole.  “I was just looking here because that’s where I am right now.”
“That’s dumb.”  Twilight tilted the hoof with the tiny crustaceans towards the sun and watched the glitter.  “I mean you could always find another Sea Sapphire here, but the probability of finding one on the beach where your mother lost hers jumps dramatically.”
“But I’m here,” repeated Rex.
“Well…”  Twilight prodded the reasoning behind his statement and could find no logical flaw other than a reduction of probability, which still put the possibility of finding a rare Sea Sapphire while looking for one much higher than the possibility if he did not look.
“True,” she admitted, “but your probability nearly doubles if you had somepony helping you search.  And I’m bored.  You could teach me the spell, and I could help.”
Now it was his turn to look doubtful.  “Well, yeah.  I suppose.  I’ve never taught anypony a spell before.  But I’ll try.”
In the end, it was more difficult than Twilight was willing to admit.  They found a smooth patch of sand by a tidal pool and a stick, which Rex used to write out most of the spell in standard magical notation, but even after huffing and puffing enough to make sparks scatter across the sand around them, she just could not make the spell work.
“Stupid horn,” she grumbled, sitting down in the sand regardless of how it worked into her coat and made her itch.
“I think you’re trying too hard.  It’s really not that difficult of a spell.  It’s a lot like the metal detection spells used to find bits in the sand.”
She glared back at him.  “I can do it, I just need to try again.  Watch.”  She closed her eyes and concentrated, feeling the sputter and pop of magic across her forehead.  The spell was so close, she could almost feel it.  Magic bent and twisted under her command, twisting into a form that it really did not like very much and it was protesting the abuse with a vengeance.  There were so many different parts of the spell that if she concentrated on making one of them line up, the others would drift out of alignment, but after applying determined concentration, she could feel the sections organize like papers in a notebook, all in a row with a slight sideways pressure on her horn and a warmth on her nose.
Much like another nose would feel.
“There, I think you got it,” sounded Rex’s voice, from much closer than she expected.  Nose length, in fact.  “Does the spell let you see the little shells yet, Sandy?”
They were there, in fact, a realization that kept Twilight from yanking her head back in shock.  Little blue specks of fire seemed to dance behind her closed eyelids, sitting on Rex’s back where he had put them after the initial discovery.  “Yes,” she said, trying not to move her nose away from his.  “I can see them.”
“Great.  That was so much easier than when I learned this spell.  It must have taken me a week.  Now I’m going to modify the fourth integral a little so the spell can detect other things, such as cowrie shells and clams.”
It was distracting to feel his breath across her upper lip as they matched their horn vibrations, but it resulted in a much more efficient way to show the variations inside the spell.  She did open one eye briefly to peer into the distance at the white and pink blur of her brother and the book-thief to make sure neither of them were misinterpreting the simple learning procedure as something more — ick! — lovey-dovy.
Once he had walked her through a few of the easier permutations of the spell, she cleared her throat and asked, “That’s very… neat, Rex.  Can you show me how to use it to detect bits?  Because I wanted to buy you ice cream to say thanks, but I only withdrew enough bits for myself from my savings, and using magic always makes me so hungry.”  A stentorian counterpoint to her statement was promptly growled out by her stomach, and Twilight stumbled backwards in embarrassment.  “Sorry.”
The young colt was grinning when Twilight opened her eyes, and he dug into his sidesaddle to get out a wrapped package.  “I can share mom’s kelp and cucumber sandwiches with you.  Um.  If you like sand, that is.”  He turned the lumpy sandwich upside down and let the sand run out of the loose wrappings.
“Then again, maybe we can look for bits in the sand too.”
Hunger proved to be an excellent motivator for magical achievement, although they were only able to find two bits in the sand with his spell.  Puppy-dog eyes worked much better when the two of them went by Shining Armor and Cadence to wheedle a few extra bits for a healthy sand-free salad to go with their carrot dogs.  But neither of the two older ponies would give up the books, and almost did not look up from their own nose-to-nose whispering that Twilight was positive did not involve something productive such as learning new spells.
After lunch, they found it was more fun to play with the variations on the spell to see what it would detect than to actually use it on what was rapidly becoming a fruitless search for a mythical shell.  Bottlecaps turned out to detect nearly the same as bits, and pull-tops from cans wound up being almost totally indistinguishable from gold rings.  They even found a number of the old ring-type tabs from really old cans, and celebrated their dozen-th aluminum ring with a banana split, split two ways, of course, from the ten bits they got for finding and returning a lost watch while they were building a sand castle.
The architectural basis for sand-supported structures proved enlightening, although their structure never got more than a story or two high before a careless frisbie or some beach volleyball group would interrupt their construction.  It was fun, but after some introspection, they decided it really was not as productive a task as they wanted to do at the moment.
Besides, the tide came in enough while they were eating their banana split that the foundations had washed out and several of the towers were in such bad shape that an insurance adjuster would have called them a total loss. 
Giving up on architecture and engineering, they shifted their educational foray into biology, or to be more accurate, marine biology.  A low and rocky section of the beach with fewer sunbathers was discovered to be the hiding spot for a tidal pool, filled with starfish, crabs and colorful minnows.  They made a game of identifying them by genus and species before releasing them back into the pool for when the upcoming high tide would sweep them all into the ocean.  It was deeply discouraging not having reference books to identify just which type of minnow had two yellow stripes or three, but scientific accuracy was somewhat assisted by the sheer number of little creatures that Rex could identify.
He even helped her collect a cross-section of the beach shells, all carefully examined to make sure their previous residents had voluntarily vacated the premises and no new ones had moved in.  They sorted them several times by taxonomy, and size, and rarity, and finally by the probability that her mom and dad would let her drag them onto the train and back home, laying out on the hot sand as the sun sank down to the horizon and trying to get just the perfect selection wrapped up in her beach towel for transport back to Canterlot.  
Rex did not seem to know the proper procedure for maximizing the total transported yield of vacation items, so as they packed the towel and wrapped her collection up, she showed him how to put the most perfect and psychologically attractive shell at the very top, where it could be removed for parental inspection and approval.  The rest of the lumpy towel was neatly tied up with a piece of string they had found on the beach using multiple tight little knots to separate the shells, making them almost impossible to be untied until she was home.  They were just putting the last few knots in when they noticed the sun touching the horizon and the increase in traffic on the beach.  Umbrellas were being folded, towels rolled up, and little foals gathered together as the rest of the beach goers finished packing up their things and started joining the herd trotting towards the train station.
“Twi-ly!” sounded a soft tenor voice from the direction of the train station, combined with a gentle alto that also called, “Did you want to pick out a book to read on the way home?”
“Drat,” said Twilight, struggling with a last knot.  “I wanted to see if we could take home a hermit crab too, and it’s getting too late to pick one out.”
Rex shook his head while helping with the knot.  “They probably wouldn’t like it in Canterlot, Sandy.  They’re ocean creatures, and Canterlot is up on that tall, dry mountain.”  
The explanation of how, with proper spells, a humidity level and temperature-controlled environment could be set to allow hermit crabs to thrive in her bedroom aquarium had just gotten into full swing when Rex twitched at the sound of a deep baritone voice calling out from the other direction, “Corn-neigh!  Time to go home!”
“Drat too.  I better get going.  Dad has a tight schedule.”  Rex looked out across the ocean at the long shadows that the sun was casting from behind them and sighed.  “I wish we could come back here tomorrow.  This was fun, even without any books.”
“Yeah,” agreed Twilight.  “My family doesn’t get out to the beach very often, and I’m glad I got to spend today with you instead of just reading books.  Although books would have been fun too.  We could have shared.”
“Twi-ley!” called out the distant voice of Shining Armor again.  “You need to hurry or we’ll be late to the train.”
“Ohmygosh!  Help me with the towel!”  Twilight heaved one end of the heavy shell-laden towel over her shoulder while Rex caught the other end and pulled, settling the heavy load in the middle of her back for proper weight distribution during transit.  She turned to say one last thing before leaving, catching him right across the horn with hers as their heads collided and noses banged together.
She froze in place, feeling his breath across her tender muzzle while looking into his deep blue eyes.  “Um.”
“Uh.”  The sound of his father’s voice calling out again seemed to make up Rex’s mind, and he leaned forward slightly to give her a brief kiss on the nose.  “Sorry about that.”
“That’s okay.”  Something came over her, and she leaned forward just a little to return the kiss across the top of his nose, and then spit out the sand that got between her teeth.  
“I’ll see you later then, Sandy.”  With a broad grin, the little colt kicked up his heels and went running across the sand in the opposite direction, while Twilight began jogging back towards her family and the train back to Canterlot.
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The Young Filly and the Sea
Work


Princess Twilight Sparkle was bored.
Bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, bored, BORED!
Bucking bored, and because she was a princess now, she could think that word without feeling guilty.  She still could not say it out loud, though.  Particularly here, in the Royal Throne Room, with both Princess Celestia and Princess Luna so near.  She still cast a careful glance at Princess Celestia, sitting a few paces to her side, just on the odd chance that she was able to tell her former student had been slipping.
It had started out as a perfectly wonderful morning, with introductions to various royalty from across Equestria who were making an official visit to Canterlot that just happened to include meeting the newest alicorn princess, but the feeling had begun to fade after about the tenth royal had also introduced their young colt ‘who is just about your age, princess.’
The reception this evening was going to be a huge affair, beginning three days and nights of meetings and Equestrian politics.  Treaties would be signed, trade agreements finalized, and enough smiling and waving was scheduled that her cheeks were going to freeze in that position and her foreleg fall off.  She could even feel a phantom ache, right at the joint, where the expected separation was doomed to occur.  
There were a thousand places she would rather be, most of which involved libraries of one sort or another, but Princess Celestia had actually cancelled her library privileges for the next three days, and Cadence, the sneak, had gone around the castle and picked up all of Twilight’s favorite book caches, including the one behind Celestia’s throne that she was positive nopony knew about.
Buck.
She could not even go anywhere in public to enjoy any alone time, due to the hovering presence of Royals with prospective husbands for her that kept just out of eyeshot, circling like a school of sharks around a wounded pony.  Even the clouds over Canterlot were off-limits to a privacy seeking princess, from the number of winged Royal Guards who were determined to follow her almost anywhere except the bathroom, and even there was questionable.  She could only spend so long powdering her nose before they would send a mareservant or twelve in to look for her, or worse, prospective mother-in-laws.
Smile.  Wave.  Buck.
The current Royal guests, the Grand Duke and Duchess of Jellymore — if she remembered the introduction right and was not just guessing based on the way they wobbled while walking — finished their brief speech and proceeded grandly to the exit, where in all probability they would immediately run to their rooms, kick off their pinching shoes, and read a book until time for the reception tonight.
Buck.
The next group of Royals proceeded slowly into the reception area of the throne room, the herald announcing their kingdom and titles in a long cadence of words that was coordinated to finish right as they reached the end of the red carpet and began their address to Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.  They seemed to be moving a little slower than the others, two older ponies and a young colt ‘about her age’ that all had the same oversized hooves of the seaponies of Oceania, a magical aftereffect of their transformation from flippers to hooves when they ventured out onto the land.  Researching the details of that transformation would be at least interesting, and she wished she could just duck out for a few minutes and grab the Reference to Equestrian Species that was in the nearby fourth floor sitting room library, if it had not been chained shut.  She was still grousing internally about the injustice of it all when a few words penetrated her awareness and brought her boredom to an abrupt halt.
“...and Prince Corneighlius Rex, of Oceania.”
She was unaware of standing up as she caught sight of the young colt with the seafoam green curls, so carefully primped and trimmed that she had not recognized him from the shaggy, sand-encrusted young pony that he had once been.  He looked back, his deep blue eyes wide and shocked, but his mouth turning up in the warm smile that had not changed one small bit since that day on the beach.  She almost was unaware of walking out on the carpet, the mutter and whisper of onlookers rising as she drew near until she stopped a few paces away and continued to stare in shock.
“Rex?”
“Sandy?  Oh, by the waves and currents.  You’re Twilight Sparkle?”  
He looked so cute just standing there with his jaw hanging open that she had to take a step forward and put a hoof under his chin, leaning forward with a smile to ask a question that had been bothering her for many years.
“Did you ever find a Sea Sapphire?”
That carefree grin that she remembered so well reappeared, and he floated a brilliant blue gem almost the size of her hoof out of a pocket on his dress jacket, placing it on her outstretched hoof with a flourish.  It was more beautiful that she had imagined, the iridescence of the giant sapphirina copepod shell frozen like blue fire in the sunlight that shone down through the throne room windows.  She looked up at his blue eyes, sparkling even brighter than the huge crustacea in her hoof.
“Did you find your heart’s desire too?” she asked, feeling her heart flutter in her chest as his smile grew.
“Just now, yes.”
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The Young Filly and the Sea
Tides


A light breeze blew along the beach, carrying the sounds of laughing children far beyond the crowded area of sand where families were vacationing in the warm sunlight.  Two children in particular stood out, as they raced down the beach in a veritable storm of flying sand.  The first was an older filly with a mane that flowed in the wind like waving wheat, her oversized hooves plowing along at the highest speed she could possibly go and still remain on the ground.  Wings of the purest seafoam green spread on either side to balance her headlong gallop, and a fluted spiral horn glowing a soft blue supported a thick cord that extended over her back and up into the sky.
At the other end of that cord was a laughing pegasus colt, barely able to keep his mouth clamped down on the handle of the cord as his sister towed him back and forth along the sandy shore.  Small wings of the deepest blue stretched as far as they could possibly go, catching every single updraft he could in an attempt to reach for the sky while his muffled voice could be heard calling out, “Hi’r, sis.  Hi’r!”
“Clover!  Be careful with your brother!” called out Princess Twilight Sparkle, sitting on a wide violet towel with her husband at her side.
“Yes, mom!” drifted back along the breeze as the two young ponies pelted away and Rex leaned up against his wife.
“They’re too much like their father,” he complained with a smile.  “Once little Hurricane gets his wings going, he’ll never land.”  They both sat and watched their children in the distance as the little colt managed to drop his tow rope and come gliding back down to the sands, landing in a huge poof that was going to take hours to get combed out of his tangled mane.  “Having second thoughts?”
“Yes,” said Twilight, resting a hoof on her round barrel and rubbing to relieve a cramp.  “I’m still going to do it, but I still get this creepy feeling sometime that all of the wonderful things of the last years will all go away when I do.”
“Then we’ll just have to do them all over again,” said Rex with a light kiss to her cheek that turned into a longer and more loving kiss before the royal couple had to stop to spit out sand.
“Worth it,” said Twilight.  “Better than our first kiss by far.”
“All too true.  Speaking of which, I think we may want to get going before something like that happens with our daughter.”  He pointed down the beach where Clover had tripped over a young colt, and the two of them were brushing each other off while Hurricane made faces at them and waved the tow rope.
The royal couple got up in a manner more appropriate for older ponies, Twilight having to take two attempts before getting to her hooves and blowing out her breath in a whoosh.  Their basket and towels folded themselves up in a mixed purple and silver magic before being tucked onto Rex’s back and Twilight produced a small object.
“Go on, dear,” whispered Rex.  “It already brought us as much of our heart’s desire as it can.  It’s time for somepony else.”  He kicked a small hole in the sand with one oversized hoof and waited as Twilight held the glittering blue crustacea over it.
“Go.  Find someponies who need you as much as we did.  Show them how happy their lives can be together.  And when the time comes, let them pass the happiness along.”  She dropped the fossilized shell into the shallow hole and with a small twitch of her magic, covered it with a thin layer of sand.
Rex moved close and put a hoof over his wife’s shoulder.  “Dear?  Are you okay?”
She sniffed.  “Just hormones.”  The two of them waited just a little longer before Twilight looked up and tossed her mane back with a defiant grin.  “Now.  I’m hungry.  We’re hungry.”
“The beast within hungers,” said Rex in a rumbling undertone.  “Run, little ponies, for she seeks to feed.  It’s only been an hour, dear.”
Happy laughter broke out between them as they trotted back to the crowded area of the beach, shoulder to shoulder in the warm sunshine while behind them, the tide began to ever so slowly cover their trail. 






Silhouetted by the evening sunset, two young ponies walked shoulder to shoulder down the beach, exchanging kisses and kicking at the damp sand as they passed.  Until one of them spotted a glint of purest blue…
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