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Kirsty Tate grinned as she stepped onto
the beach. “This looks fun!” she
exclaimed, gazing around in excitement.

Her best friend, Rachel Walker, was
close behind. “And there’s so much to
do,” she said, her eyes bright. “Where
should we go first?”
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The two girls had come with their
parents to Rainspell Beach, where the
local surfing club was holding a “Save N
the Coral Reefs” event. As Kirsty )§
and Rachel looked around,

they could see a crowd /%ﬁ/ BN \'3 _
177 1-\ j )

of people dancing

to the lively beat
of a samba
band, a line

of food stands
that all smelled
delicious, and
an information
center
surrounded by
flags displaying e {\?
pictures of bright, /

colorful tropical fish.



