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The Octopus's Odd
Orchestra

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the bright blue reef, where sunbeams danced on coral, lived
Olive the Octopus. She had soft coral-orange skin, eight
flexible arms, and a sparkly silver star clip above her amber
eyes. Olive loved being the star of her own orchestra. Every
morning, she tied her tiny purple bow tie and practiced
playing all eight of her instruments at once. 'l am the best one-
Octopus band in the whole ocean!' she announced proudly.
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Olive had a drum with her strongest arm, a trumpet with her
second, and cymbals with her third. Her other arms held a
flute, a xylophone, a tambourine, a conch shell, and a little
harp. "Watch this!" she called to the sea. She puffed her cheeks
and played them all together. But the drum went bang-bang-
bang too loud. The trumpet went squeak! The flute went toot-
toot-toot all wrong. Nothing sounded quite right.
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Just then, Finn the Pufferfish floated by. He was small and
round, with soft spikes and a little blue sailor cap. He watched
Olive with big turquoise eyes and a shy smile. "Your music is
very... exciting,' he said, bubbles drifting from his mouth. 'But
may I join you with my drumsticks? I can keep a steady beat.'
Olive frowned. 'I don't need help,' she said. 'I'm the star!' Finn
sighed and swam away, his red scarf trailing behind him.
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The next morning, Olive tried again. She played her eight
instruments with all her might. But the cymbals clashed and
the harp twanged. A seagull squawked and flew away. Pearl
the Seahorse peeked from behind a pink coral. She had a pearl
necklace and a tiny golden trumpet. 'Your song has lovely
parts,' Pearl said gently, 'but they don't blend. May I play my
trumpet with you?' Olive flipped an arm. 'No, no! I can do it
alone!' Pearl swam off, her curled tail swaying.
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Olive practiced all day, but every time something went wrong.
Her arms tangled. The tambourine flew into a sponge. The
xylophone clattered. 'Why can't I get it right?' she wailed.
Snap the Crab scuttled over, grinning. He wore a green
seaweed bow on one claw and carried shiny cymbals. "You play
too loudly,' he said honestly. 'I can clack my cymbals softly.
Want me to join?' 'No!' Olive snapped. 'I'm the star!' Snap
shrugged and scuttled away.



That evening, Olive sat alone on a rock, her eight arms
drooping. The reef was quiet. She missed the cheerful sounds
of her friends. 'Maybe being the star isn't everything,' she
whispered. 'Maybe the music would sound better with help.'
She looked at her bow tie and star clip and sighed. 'l want to
share the spotlight,' she decided. 'But will they still want to
play with me?'




The next morning, Olive swam to Finn's little cave. 'Finn,' she
said, 'I'm sorry. Will you join my orchestra? Your steady beat
would help me so much.' Finn's turquoise eyes lit up. 'Really?
I'd love to!' He grabbed his drumsticks and did a happy spin.
'Let's find Pearl and Snap too!' Olive nodded. 'Yes, let's ask
everyone!’




They found Pearl practicing her golden trumpet near the sea
fans. 'Pearl, will you play with us?' Olive asked. Pearl smiled,
her green eyes sparkling. 'Of course! Many small sounds can
blend into one beautiful song.' She tootled a soft note. Then
they found Snap, who was juggling pebbles. '‘Snap, I'm sorry I
snapped at you,' Olive said. 'Will you join with your cymbals?"
Snap grinned. 'You bet! I'll clack them softly.'
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That afternoon, the four friends gathered on the reef. Olive
tied her bow tie and wore her star clip. Finn tapped his
drumsticks, Pearl raised her trumpet, and Snap held his
cymbals. 'Let's try,' Olive said. She started with her drum, and
Finn joined with a steady beat. Pearl played a gentle melody,
and Snap clacked his cymbals softly. But Olive still played too
loudly, and the music clashed.



‘Wait!" Finn called. 'Let's listen to each other.' Pearl nodded.
‘We need to share the song, like we share the reef.' Snap
clacked his cymbals. 'And not drown each other out!' Olive
looked at her friends. 'You're right,' she said. 'I've been
showing off. Let's take turns leading.' She set down her extra
instruments. 'Finn, you keep the beat. Pearl, you play the
melody. Snap, you add sparkle. I'll follow along.'
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They tried again. Finn tapped a steady beat, and Pearl played a
sweet tune on her trumpet. Snap clacked his cymbals softly.
Olive played her drum and flute, but this time she listened. The
music blended perfectly. 'It's working!' Olive laughed. 'It
sounds better than ever!' The reef filled with happy sound.
Fish swam closer to listen. Even the seagulls bobbed their
heads.
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Olive realized that sharing the spotlight made the music shine.
She didn't have to hold all eight instruments at once. 'Let's add
more friends,' she said. 'The more, the merrier!' Pearl tootled
in agreement, Finn tapped his drumsticks, and Snap clacked
his cymbals. Soon, other reef creatures joined the orchestra,
each adding their own sound. Olive conducted with one arm,
but now she was part of a team, not just a star.
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From that day on, the reef orchestra played every afternoon.
Olive still wore her purple bow tie and sparkly star clip, but
now she shared the spotlight with her friends. Finn kept the
beat, Pearl played the melody, and Snap added sparkle. Olive
learned that teamwork and cooperation matter more than
showing off. And the reef echoed with the sweetest music of
all.
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The reef musicians became the best of friends. They
discovered that everyone sounds best when they play together.
Olive didn't need to be the only star. She was happy leading
the orchestra, but even happier sharing the music. 'Thank you
for joining me,' she told her friends. 'You make the song
complete.' Finn blushed, Pearl smiled, and Snap clacked his
cymbals in agreement.
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So, if you ever visit the bright blue reef, listen for the cheerful
sounds of the odd orchestra. You'll hear Finn's steady drum,
Pearl's golden trumpet, Snap's soft cymbals, and Olive's eight
instruments blending in harmony. They play not for applause,
but for the joy of making music together. And Olive always
remembers: cooperation matters more than showing off. The
reef is full of music, and everyone is welcome.
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And that is the story of Olive the Octopus and her odd
orchestra. They learned that sharing the spotlight makes the
music sweeter, and teamwork turns a solo into a symphony.
Every creature on the reef has a part to play, and when they
play together, the ocean itself dances. So next time you hear a
song, remember: the best music comes from many hearts
working as one.




