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The Seaweed Symphony

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Deep down in the sparkling blue ocean, there was a very
special place called Coral Cove. It was home to many sea
creatures who loved to play and sing. One sunny morning, a
young jellyfish named Jelly announced, "Let's start the ocean's
first underwater orchestra!" Everyone cheered, excited to
make music together. Jelly glowed with joy, her pink bell
shimmering.



Jelly would play glowing drums with her driftwood drumsticks.
Crabby the crab would blow a spiral seashell trumpet, and he
wore his tiny blue bow tie for the occasion. The seaweed
singer, a tall, gentle creature named Kelpy, would make soft
melodies with her long green fronds. Each creature was eager

to begin and show off their skills. The cove buzzed with
excitement.



On the first day of practice, everyone wanted to play the
loudest part. Jelly banged her drums as hard as she could.
Crabby blew his trumpet with all his might, his orange shell
shining. Kelpy swayed and tried to sing, but her gentle voice
was drowned out. The noise was terrible, and little fish swam

away in fright.




"I can't hear myself think!" shouted Jelly, drumming even
louder. "My trumpet is the most important!" Crabby declared,
puffing out his chest. Kelpy whispered, "Please, let's listen to
each other," but no one heard her soft voice. The awful noise
echoed through Coral Cove, and more fish fled. The orchestra
was a big, loud mess.
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Day after day, the creatures argued about who should be the
loudest. Jelly's drums boomed, Crabby's trumpet blared, and
Kelpy's melody was lost. The little fish stayed far away. "This
isn't fun anymore," sighed Jelly, her tentacles drooping. Crabby

frowned, his big claw holding his trumpet tightly. They all felt
sad but didn't know how to fix it.
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One morning, a wise old whale named Maestro swam into
Coral Cove. He was huge and kind, with gentle wrinkled eyes.
He carried a small coral baton. "I heard your music," he said
slowly. "It is very loud, but it is not harmony." The creatures
looked at each other, ashamed. Maestro smiled kindly. "Would
you like to learn?"
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Maestro gathered them around. "First, you must listen," he
said. "Close your eyes and hear the ocean." They listened to
the gentle whoosh of the waves and the soft bubbles. "Now,
each of you play softly, one at a time." Jelly tapped her drum

gently, and the sound was pretty. Crabby played a soft note on
his trumpet. Kelpy sang a sweet melody.
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"Did you hear how each sound is special?" Maestro asked.
“Yes!" they all said. "But we must blend them together," said
Maestro. He raised his coral baton. "Jelly, you keep the beat.
Crabby, play a harmony. Kelpy, you sing the melody." They
tried, but it was still a little messy. "Practice," said Maestro,
"and listen to each other."



They practiced every day, and slowly things improved. Jelly
learned to soften her beat, and her glowing spots pulsed in
time. Crabby discovered that his trumpet could play quiet,
beautiful notes that supported the others. Kelpy's gentle voice
floated above the music, guiding them all. The little fish began
to peek out from the coral, curious.
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One evening, a school of little fish swam close to listen. They
wiggled and danced to the music. "It sounds like a symphony!"
they cried. The creatures beamed with pride. Maestro nodded.
"You see? When you respect each other's abilities, you create
harmony." The little fish stayed to dance, and the cove filled
with joy.




The night of the first concert arrived. All the sea creatures
gathered, and the little fish came back, ready to dance.
Maestro raised his coral baton. "Remember to listen," he
whispered. Jelly began a soft, steady beat on her glowing
drums. Crabby played a gentle harmony on his seashell

trumpet. Kelpy's melody wove through the water like a golden
ribbon.




The music was beautiful. It was not too loud, and not too soft.
It was just right. The little fish danced in circles, their scales
flashing. The jellyfish glowed, the crab's shell shone, and the
seaweed swayed gracefully. Maestro conducted with a calm
smile, his wrinkled eyes twinkling. The ocean filled with a
perfect symphony of teamwork and harmony.
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After the concert, the creatures cheered. "We did it!" cried
Jelly, her tentacles waving happily. "Your beat was perfect,"”
said Crabby, giving her a high five with his big claw. "And your
trumpet was wonderful," she replied. Kelpy smiled, her golden

tips glowing. "We all played our part," she said softly. They had
learned to listen and share.




Maestro called them together. "You have learned a great
lesson," he said. "Harmony comes from respecting different
abilities. Each of you is important, and together you make
something beautiful." The creatures nodded, understanding.
They promised to keep playing and to always listen to one
another. The cove was filled with friendship and music.

14




From that day on, the underwater orchestra played every
week. Jelly's drums kept the beat, Crabby's trumpet added
harmony, and Kelpy's seaweed melodies floated above. The
little fish never missed a performance. They danced and
swirled, and the ocean was a happier place. Everyone had a
role, and everyone was heard.
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And so, in Coral Cove, the seaweed symphony played on. The
creatures learned that when you listen and share, even the
smallest voice can make a big difference. The ocean echoed
with laughter and music, a perfect harmony of teamwork and
kindness. And they all lived happily, making music together.
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