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Beacon the toucan is going to

camp on the beach with his best
friends. They’ll have a campfire
with marshmallows, make midnight
sandcastles under the full moon,
and fall asleep to the sound of the
rolling waves. So much fun!






but bedcon is still worried.
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I'm not worried,” says Beacon.
“Tust a little...concerned. What if I
can't find any shells on the beach?”

He stores a handful of shells in his beak,

just in case. Lots of room in there!



but bedcon is still worried.

“I'm not worried. Just a tiny bit...bothered.
What if I get cold in the cool ocean breezes?”

He crams a thick wool hat and socks into his
beak. And a scarf, too!



but bedcon is still worried.

“I'm not worried. Just a little...worked up.
What if I get extra thirsty? I can’t drink the

salty ocean water.”

Beacon slides a big bottle full of water into
his beak—no, three water bottles—because
every drop counts.



but bedcon is still worried.

“I'm not worried. Just a wee bit...bugged.
What if it gets too dark? What if the clouds

cover the full moon and I can’t see?”

Beacon finds his biggest, brightest flashlight
and puts it in his beak.








