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Text: Bellinga Beach Bella by Pamela Rushby  

We live right near Bellinga Beach. My sister Laura ad I often find things washed up there, 

especially after a storm. Toys. Old shoes. Hats. Shirts. Plastic bottles – lots of those. Pieces of 

nylon rope and fishing net. But we couldn't believe what we found a few months ago.  

We’d gone to the beach very early one winter’s morning to do some running training. Some 

distance up the beach, we could see a dark shape near the water’s edge. Something had 

been washed up.  

“A plastic bag?” asked Laura. “An old shirt? A beach towel?” I guessed.  As we approached 

the bundle, we could see it wasn't any of the usual things. It was a seal. The seal wasn’t very 

big. It was lying quite flat and still. And there was some blue nylon fishing net tangled around 

its neck. “Is it dead?” whispered Laura.  

When the seal heard her voice, it opened its big, beautiful dark eyes. It looked scared. Then it 

opened its mouth and tried to snap at us, showing sharp, white teeth. But it was too tired – or 

sick – to get away. It gave up. Its head flopped down on to the sand again. This seal needed 

help. We didn’t know what to do. However, we knew better than to touch it.  

“Sam, we need to get Dad,” Laura said. We didn’t want to leave the seal alone. Soon people 

would come for their morning walks. Some of them would bring dogs. “You go,” I said. “You 

can run faster.” Laura’s a good runner. She can beat me, even though she’s two years 

younger. Laura bit her lip. “Well, all right then,” she sighed. She ran off as fast as she could.  

I sat beside the seal. It opened its eyes and watched me now and again. I talked to it softly, 

trying to let it know we wanted to help. In no time at all, Laura was back. Dad wasn't with her. 

She dropped to her knees beside me. The seal looked at her. “Poor baby,” soothed Laura. 

“Help will come soon. Is the net choking it, Sam?” “I don’t think it’s doing the seal any good,” I 

said grimly.  “Where’s Dad? You can’t have gone home in that time!” “No,” said Laura. “I met 

Mr Fitz on the beach. He said he’d get Dad. Mr Fitz is one of our teachers. He coaches 

athletics. Laura’s fast, but Mr Fitz is a lot faster. It made sense for him to do the running.  

Further down the beach, we heard a bark. People were coming with a dog. “You stay here,” I 

said. “I’ll ask them to keep the dog away.” The people were happy to keep their dog away, but 

they wanted to see the seal, too. One walked a wide circle around the seal, while the other 

approached it on tiptoe. “Poor little thing,” the man said. I hope someone can help it. The 

beach became busy. We took turns asking people to keep their dogs away. Most crept up to 

have a look, then they moved quietly away.  

We sat and watched the little seal. It had a layer of brownish fur under an outer dark coat, 

which became fluffy as it dried. 

 


