
Shell Stories, Cheryl Somers Aubin

,! r', a'.1'r']'!v1{,.rr-,ir1,,r111'r1p,l a -' rl "l *'.;i It-r { r rlr r

i*.-..r u' rr'.,t i J:= .i 11 I :v. fr { rla:. St's{ q"+'a' I pt}.fi.&i{*

ffuf{dnen sf ffte Sg*cit

Shett Stories
Ch*r,'-l S$slrers,4* lli&

His skinny, tanned, powerful. tegs propet him down the beach in front of me. He': covered in sun-screen and

wearing his favorite &tickey Mouse hat. Hir big toddter betly pushes down the waistband of his red-and-white

swim trunks, which in turn hang down beiow his knees. Covered in sand and smiting, one of those radiant smiles

that comes so easity to chitdren, Chartie turns and holds up a shelt for me to admire.

I am the hotder of the bucket, the keeper of my son's treasures. When we set off down the beach atong the

Chesapeake Bay he totd his dad, "We're going to go get some angels!" I'rn not sure where he carne up with this

name for shelts.

I wonder how much instruction to give my son about the art of shell cottecting. I am a veteran, having searched

different shores and seas for perfect shetls, coltecting them for my home, to keep memories of

the sea close to me. During tong winter days I often hotd a shel.l. in my hand, feeling it warm as I ctose my eyes

to ramember where I found it. The memories of sun and beach and sand and wind and smetl come ftooding

back.

I consider sharing my expertise w'ith my son. Do I describe for him the most desirable shetts-the whole ones,

round and transtucent, with perfectly symmetricat edges? What about the shetts formed with surprises of

beautifut colors inside? ShouLd I encourage him toward the prettier ones and away from the broken, imperfect

ones-the ones he so readity picks up now to add to his coltection with such incredible joy? Shoutd I train him to

value onty perfection? ls this the truth I want for hirn?

Or shoul.d I tel.t him the truer truth: that there is beauty in the brokenness-stories in the rough edges? The

shelts that have washed up cn this shore will again and again be a part of the miracle of the water and the

making sf sand. Wiil. I encourage him to look past the beautiful, seerningty perfect ones, to instead fottow the

lesmns of the shelts and seek the stories? Wilt he later remember this truth as he encounters the peopte who

will come into and through his tife?
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I find that I seek sea gliass now. Shimmering bright under the water, the broken, orrce-sharp

edges are smoothed now by the sea and waves and sand. These are my treasures-the smoothed rough edges I

desire.

There is a peace and a batance and a sense of rightness to be with my son near the water, the eternal

water that catls us, just as my womb catts stitt for my son-missing him inside me, where he was safe from the

disappointments of [ife.

But my son knows no disappointment now, atong the shore. He squeals and shows only joy with each find' as the

bucket t carry gets heavier. I know that I witt catl on this memory this coming winter: Chartie looking down,

picking up a treasure, and handing it to me for his bucket. When we are trapped in the hause together by cold,

rain, or snow, we'[t take out his angets and be warmed by the memories we are making today.
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