
The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. "The Rainbow Fish" by Marcus Pfister. Copyright © 1992 A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautiful fish in the entire ocean. His scales were every shade of blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales
 among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They called him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish,” they would call. “Come and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just glide past, proud and silent, letting his scales shimmer. One day, a little blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,
” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so many.” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” cried the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he tol
d all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales with no one to admire them? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his trou
bles to the starfish. “I really am beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise octopus. Maybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see
 anything. Then suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told me your story. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most 
beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give away my scales? My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch 
of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well maybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish
. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the water. The little blue fi
sh whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the more delighted he became. When the water around hi
m filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was very happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow 
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n help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cav e. It was very dark inside and he couldn’ t see anything. The n suddenly two eyes  caught him in their glare and the octopus e merged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus w ith a deep voice. “The wa
ves have told me your story. This is my advic e. Give a glittering scale to each of the oth er fish. You will  no longer be the  most beautiful fish in the sea, but you will d iscover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but t he octopus had already 
disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give aw ay my scales? My beautiful shining scales ? Never. How co uld I ever be h appy without them?  Suddenly he felt the light  touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t  be angry. I just want on
e little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. On ly one very very small shimmery scale, h e thought. Well m aybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the R ainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “T hank you! Thank you ve
ry much!” The little blue fish bubbled playful ly, as he tucked the shiny scale in amon g his blue one s. A rather  peculiar fee ling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glitte
ring in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing , so it d idn’t take lon g before the Rainbow Fish wa s surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The R ainbow Fish shared his 
scales left and right. And the more he gave a way, the more delighted he became. When  the w at er around him f illed with gl immering scales, he at last f elt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one s hining scale left. His 
most prized possessions had been given aw ay, yet he was very happy. “Come on Rainb ow Fish,” the y called. “Come a nd play with us !” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The R ainbow Fish by Marc
us Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue s ea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish , but the most beautiful fish in the  entire ocean. His scales were every shade  of blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales among them. T h e other fish were am
azed at his beauty. They called him Rainbo w Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish,” they would  call. “Come an d play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish wou ld just glide past, pro ud and silent, letting his scales shimmer. One day, a little blue fish follo we d after him. “Rainbo
w Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please giv e me one of your shiny scales. They are so wond erful, and you h ave so many.” “You w ant me to give you one of my speci al scales? Who do you think you are?” cried the Rainbow Fish. “Get  awa y from me!” Shocked, 
the little blue fish swam away. He was so u pset; he told all his friends what had happe ned. Fro m then on, no on e would have anything  to do with the Rainbow Fish. T hey turne d away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimme ring s cales with no one to ad
mire them? Now he was the loneliest fish i n the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubl es to the starfish.  “I really am beauti ful. Why does n’t anybody like me?” “I can’t  answer that fo r you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the co ral reef  to a deep cave you will fi
nd the wise octopus. Maybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very d ark inside and he couldn’t see a nything. Then su ddenly two eyes caught him  in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have be en waiting for you,” said the octopus with 
a deep voice. “The waves have told me yo ur story. This is my advice. Give a glitter ing scale t o each of the oth er fish. You  will no longer be t he most beautiful fish in t he sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow  Fish started t o say, but the octopus had alre
ady disappeared into a dark cloud of ink.  Give away my scales? My beautiful s hinin g scales?  Never. How could I ever be happy with out them? Suddenly h e felt the light touch o f a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fis h, please, don ’t be angry. I just want one littl
e scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. On ly one very very small shimmery sc ale, he though t. Well ma ybe I wouldn’t  miss just one. Carefull y the Rainbow Fis h pulled out the smalles t scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Th ank you ver y much!” The little blue fish bu
bbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny s cale in among his blue ones. A rat her peculiar feeling ca me over the Rain bow Fish. For a long time h e watch ed the little blue fish swi m back and forth with his new scale glittering in the  wat er. The little blue fish whizzed t
hrough the ocean with his scale flashin g, so it didn’t take long before th e Rainbow Fish was surr ounded by the ot her fish. Everyone wanted a g littering  scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his scales left and right. And the more he gave  away, the more delighted he beca
me. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at la st felt at home among the othe r fish. Finally the R ainbow Fish had only one shining scale  left. His most prized posse ssions had been given away, yet he was very happy.  “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called
. “Come and play with us!” “Here I co me,” said the Rainbow Fish an d happy as a splash, he swam off to  join his friends. The  Rainbow Fish by Marc us Pfister. A long  way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, b ut the most beautiful fish in the entire o
cean. His scales were every shade of  blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales among them . The other fish were amazed at his beaut y. They called him R ainbow Fish. “C ome on, Rainbow Fish,” they would call. “Co me and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fis
h would just glide past, proud and si lent, letting his scales shim mer. One day, a little blue fish followed after h im. “Rainbow Fish,”  he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of y our shiny scales. They are so wonderful, a nd you have so many.” “You want me to giv
e you one of my special scales? Wh o do you think you are?” c ried the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shock ed, the little blu e fish swa m away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From  then on, no one would have anything to do w
ith the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales with n o one to ad mire them? N ow he was the loneliest fish in the  entire ocean. One day he poure d out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am be
autiful. Why doesn’t anybody like  me?” “I can’t answer th at for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise octopus. Maybe she can help you.”  The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dar
k inside and he couldn’t see any thing. Then suddenly tw o eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from th e da rkness. “I ha ve been waiting for you,” sa id the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told me your stor
y. This is my advice. Give a glit tering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fish in the sea, b ut you will d iscover how to be happy. ” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the oct
opus had already disappeared  into a dark cloud of in k. Give away my scales? My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I eve r be hap py without them? Su ddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was
 back! “Rainbow Fish, please , don’t be angry. I jus t want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimm ery s cale, he thought. Well maybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefull
y the Rainbow Fish pulled o ut the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubble d playfully, as  he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculi
ar feeling came over the Ra inbow Fish. For a lo ng time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the wa ter. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t tak
e long before the Rainbow  Fish was surround ed by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his scales left and rig ht. An d the more he gav e away, the more delighted he became. When the water around him filled 
with glimmering scales, he at last felt at ho me among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions  had been given away, yet he w as very happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “He
re I come,” said the Rai nbow Fish and ha ppy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue s ea th ere lived a fish. Not just an ord inary fish, but the most beautiful fish in the entire ocean. His scales were every shad
e of blue and green an d purple, with sp arkling silver scales among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They called him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Ra inb ow Fish,” they would call. “Co me and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just glide past, proud and silent, le
tting his scales shimm er. One day, a lit tle blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wo nd erful, and you have so many. ” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” cri
ed the Rainbow Fish. “ Get away from  me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no  one would have anything to do with the Rain bow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmer
ing scales with no on e to admire them? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am beauti ful. Why doesn’t any body like me?” “I can’t answ er that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave y
ou will find the wise octopus. M aybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. Then suddenly  two eyes caught him  in their glare and the octop us emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a d
eep voice. “The wave s have t old me your story. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fis h in the sea, but you will discover how to be hap py.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeare
d into a dark cloud of  ink . Give away my scales? My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light t ouch of a fin. The litt le blue fish was back! “R ainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish waver
ed. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well maybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale an d gave it to the little fis h. “Thank you! Thank y ou very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in amon
g his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale gl ittering in the water.  The  little blue fish whizzed  through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish w
as surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the mor e delighted he beca me. W hen the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Ra
inbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was very happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they call ed. “Come and play with us! ” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish b
y Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautiful fish in the entire ocean. His sca les were every shade  of blue a nd green and purple,  with sparkling silver scales among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They call
ed him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish,” they would call. “Come and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just glide past, proud and si lent, letting his scale s shimmer.  One day, a little blu e fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your s
hiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so many.” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” cri ed the Rainbow Fish. “Get away fr om me!” Shocked, t he little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From 
then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmer ing scales with no o ne to admire th em? Now he was t he loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really a
m beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep ca ve you will find the  wise octopus. M aybe she can help  you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. The
n suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopu s with a deep v oice. “The waves hav e told me your st ory. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the mos
t beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had alread y disappea red into a dark cloud of in k. Give away my  scales? My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he f
elt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very ver y small shimme ry scale, he thought. Well maybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the s
mallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather pecu liar feeling cam e over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new
 scale glittering in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. E veryone wante d a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the mor
e delighted he became. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale l eft. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was very happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Co
me and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the dee p blue sea th ere lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautiful fish in the entire ocean. His scales were every 
shade of blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They called him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish, ” they woul d call. “Come and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just glide past, proud and silent, letting his scales 
shimmer. One day, a little blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so  many.” “ You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” cried the Rainbow Fish. “Get awa
y from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rain bow Fis h. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales with no one to admire them
? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer tha t for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise octopus. Maybe she ca
n help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. Then suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerge d from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told me your stor
y. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” th e Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give away my scales? My bea
utiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well maybe I wo
uldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time he 
watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared his sc
ales left and right. And the more he gave away, the more delighted he became. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was very 
happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautiful fis
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st, proud and silent, letting his scales shimmer. One day, a little blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so many.” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” cri
ed the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales wit
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 beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well maybe I
 wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time 
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 scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the more delighted he became. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was ver
y happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautiful f
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ast, proud and silent, letting his scales shimmer. One day, a little blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so many.” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?” c
ried the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales wi
th no one to admire them? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise octo
pus. Maybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. Then suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told me 
your story. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give away my scales? M
y beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well maybe
 I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long time
 he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared hi
s scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the more delighted he became. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was v
ery happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beautifu
l fish in the entire ocean. His scales were every shade of blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They called him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish,” they would call. “Come and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just glide
 past, proud and silent, letting his scales shimmer. One day, a little blue fish followed after him. “Rainbow Fish,” he called, “wait for me! Please give me one of your shiny scales. They are so wonderful, and you have so many.” “You want me to give you one of my special scales? Who do you think you are?”
 cried the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scales 
with no one to admire them? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise oct
opus. Maybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. Then suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told m
e your story. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give away my scales? 
My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well may
be I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long ti
me he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shared
 his scales left and right. And the more he gave away, the more delighted he became. When the water around him filled with glimmering scales, he at last felt at home among the other fish. Finally the Rainbow Fish had only one shining scale left. His most prized possessions had been given away, yet he was
 very happy. “Come on Rainbow Fish,” they called. “Come and play with us!” “Here I come,” said the Rainbow Fish and happy as a splash, he swam off to join his friends. The Rainbow Fish by Marcus Pfister. A long way out in the deep blue sea there lived a fish. Not just an ordinary fish, but the most beauti
ful fish in the entire ocean. His scales were every shade of blue and green and purple, with sparkling silver scales among them. The other fish were amazed at his beauty. They called him Rainbow Fish. “Come on, Rainbow Fish,” they would call. “Come and play with us!” But the Rainbow Fish would just gli
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?” cried the Rainbow Fish. “Get away from me!” Shocked, the little blue fish swam away. He was so upset; he told all his friends what had happened. From then on, no one would have anything to do with the Rainbow Fish. They turned away when he swam by. What good were the dazzling, shimmering scal
es with no one to admire them? Now he was the loneliest fish in the entire ocean. One day he poured out his troubles to the starfish. “I really am beautiful. Why doesn’t anybody like me?” “I can’t answer that for you,” said the starfish. “But if you go beyond the coral reef to a deep cave you will find the wise 
octopus. Maybe she can help you.” The Rainbow Fish found the cave. It was very dark inside and he couldn’t see anything. Then suddenly two eyes caught him in their glare and the octopus emerged from the darkness. “I have been waiting for you,” said the octopus with a deep voice. “The waves have told
 me your story. This is my advice. Give a glittering scale to each of the other fish. You will no longer be the most beautiful fish in the sea, but you will discover how to be happy.” "I can’t...” the Rainbow Fish started to say, but the octopus had already disappeared into a dark cloud of ink. Give away my scale
s? My beautiful shining scales? Never. How could I ever be happy without them? Suddenly he felt the light touch of a fin. The little blue fish was back! “Rainbow Fish, please, don’t be angry. I just want one little scale.” The Rainbow Fish wavered. Only one very very small shimmery scale, he thought. Well m
aybe I wouldn’t miss just one. Carefully the Rainbow Fish pulled out the smallest scale and gave it to the little fish. “Thank you! Thank you very much!” The little blue fish bubbled playfully, as he tucked the shiny scale in among his blue ones. A rather peculiar feeling came over the Rainbow Fish. For a long
 time he watched the little blue fish swim back and forth with his new scale glittering in the water. The little blue fish whizzed through the ocean with his scale flashing, so it didn’t take long before the Rainbow Fish was surrounded by the other fish. Everyone wanted a glittering scale. The Rainbow Fish shar


