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The Octopus with Eight
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In the bright blue sea, where sunbeams danced on the waves,
lived Oscar the octopus. He had eight strong arms with pale
suction cups and a coral-orange body covered in soft purple
freckles. His large round amber eyes sparkled with energy.
Oscar loved to help everyone in the coral town, and he was
always looking for something new to do.
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One morning, Oscar woke up with a big idea. "I have eight
arms!" he said. "That means I can do eight jobs at once!" He
put on his tiny striped apron, his paint-splattered cap, and his
small satchel. He tucked a little baton under one arm. "I will
be a chef, a painter, a gardener, a musician, a librarian, a
tailor, a builder, and a delivery helper!"
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Oscar swam to the town square and announced his plan. "How
wonderful!" said the sea creatures. Soon Oscar was busy. With
two arms he cooked seaweed soup. With two more he painted
a mural. With two more he planted seashell flowers. With two
more he played music on a shell horn. He waved his baton and
smiled, but his arms were already starting to feel tired.
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The first days were exciting. Oscar flipped pancakes with one
arm and hammered nails with another. He sewed a scarf for a
fish and sorted books at the library. He delivered packages to
the farthest coral caves. Everyone clapped and said, "Oscar,
you are amazing!" Oscar beamed, but his amber eyes grew a
little dim. He did not want to stop.
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Then Oscar started to feel exhausted. His arms ached, and his
smile drooped. One morning, he mixed up a cake order.
Instead of delivering a birthday cake to the sea turtle's party,
he took it to the library. "Surprise!" he shouted, but the
librarian looked confused. "That cake is for Bubble's birthday!"
she said. Oscar's freckles turned pale.
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At the library, Pip the seahorse noticed Oscar's tired eyes.
"Oscar, are you okay?" she asked gently. "I have to do
everything," Oscar said. "But I keep making mistakes." Pip
swam closer. "Nobody must do everything alone," she said.
"Even with eight arms, you need rest and help." Oscar sighed.
He knew she was right, but he didn't know how to stop.
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Just then, Bubble the sea turtle arrived. "That cake was for my
party!" she said with a warm smile. "But don't worry, Oscar.
We can fix this." Bubble took the cake and placed it on the
library table. "Let's celebrate here instead," she said. "And
Oscar, you look exhausted. Why don't you sit down and rest?"
Oscar wanted to say no, but his arms felt like noodles.

7




Oscar tried to keep working, but his mistakes grew sillier. He
painted a fish's tail with soup. He tried to play music with a
hammer. He sewed a book and shelved a scarf. His friends
giggled kindly, but Oscar felt embarrassed. "I don't
understand,"” he said. "I have eight arms, but I can't do
anything right today." Pip patted his arm. "You need to rest,"
she said.




Bubble took Oscar aside. "Let me help with deliveries," she
said. "I have flippers and a sturdy shell. I can carry things too."
Pip said, "I can sort the library books. I'm small, but I'm good
at organizing." Oscar looked at his friends. "But I'm supposed
to do all eight jobs," he said. "Why?" asked Bubble. "Because I
have eight arms?" Oscar said. "Exactly," Bubble said. "But that
doesn't mean you must."




Oscar thought about it. His arms were tired, and his head felt
fuzzy. "I didn't want to let anyone down," he said. "And now
['ve made a mess." Bubble smiled. "You haven't let us down.
We love your help, but we love you more. And nobody must do
everything alone. Not even an octopus with eight arms." Oscar
felt a warm feeling in his chest. "I think I need a rest," he said.
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So Oscar lay down on a soft sponge. His arms curled around
him like a cozy blanket. Pip and Bubble took over his jobs. Pip
sorted books and sewed a scarf. Bubble delivered packages
with her sturdy flippers. The other sea creatures helped too.
The chef made soup, the gardener planted flowers, and the
musician played a gentle tune. Oscar watched and rested, and
slowly his amber eyes grew bright again.
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After a good rest, Oscar felt much better. He stretched his
eight arms. "Thank you," he said to his friends. "I learned
something important. Doing everything alone is too much,
even for me. I need rest and help." Bubble nodded. "Balance is
just as important as hard work," she said. "And sharing jobs
makes them more fun." Oscar smiled. "I have an idea!"
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Oscar gathered his friends. "Let's share the jobs," he said. "I
can still do some, but not all at once." So they made a plan.
Oscar would be the chef and the painter. Pip would be the
librarian and the tailor. Bubble would be the delivery helper
and the builder. The musician and gardener were happy to
help too. Everyone had a job, and everyone had time to rest.
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The next day, Oscar cooked a big pot of soup with two arms
and painted a bright mural with two more. He used his other
arms to help friends and to take breaks. He even had time to
play with Pip and Bubble. "This is much better," he said. "I can
do my jobs well, and I still have energy to have fun." His
friends cheered. Oscar's coral-orange skin glowed with
happiness.




From then on, Oscar remembered to balance his work and
rest. He still had eight arms, but he didn't try to do everything
at once. When he felt tired, he would rest. When someone
needed help, he would share the task. The coral town became
even happier, because everyone worked together and took
care of each other. And Oscar learned that rest is just as
important as hard work.




One evening, Oscar sat with Pip and Bubble, watching the
sunset. "I used to think eight arms meant eight jobs," he said.
"But now I know that rest and friends are just as important."
Pip smiled. "And you're still the best octopus in the sea," she
said. Bubble nodded. "Because you learned to balance," she
said. Oscar smiled, happy and rested. And they all lived
happily, with plenty of time to play and rest.

16



