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Well, let’s start from the beginning. My name is Mr. Grouper. 

My friends call me Grumpy because that’s what everyone called me when I was young. Why did I get this nickname? Well, because I was grumpy!
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Now, why I was grumpy is another story. It just always seemed like there were a lot of things that bothered me, like: all the other fish hanging around all the time, doing daily chores, and being told what to do or how to be, just to name a few. I just didn’t seem happy no matter what I was doing. So, most of the time I didn’t smile much.  
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Maybe it was because my dad divorced my mom when I was around ten years old. Maybe it was because I felt guilty about him leaving and I thought it was my fault. Maybe it was because I was jealous of the other kids who all seemed to know their place in the world, when I felt alone and confused. Maybe it was… I don’t know. But I know I sure was grumpy about something! In other words, when everyone started calling me Grumpy, I knew why.
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But before I go any further, let me go back, long ago before I was Grumpy, when my mom, my dad, and I all lived together. 

   Long ago, when I was just a couple days old, training began for life under the sea. My parents told me that all living animal species must get training and for us fish there were rules we needed to observe so we could have a more pleasant life. 

[image: ]
Now, that’s a lot of rules! But you know one thing about rules: sometimes we don’t follow them and the consequences of breaking the rules usually come back to bite us. I surely didn’t want to be bitten! So, I always tried my best to follow the rules. 

   The commandments kept me out of trouble for my first 10 years of life in the sea. But then I started to break more and more of the rules and began to feel more and grumpier. About this time my parents were getting divorced. My dad wasn’t much for words, but on the day he moved out of the house he told me to remember the commandments and to try to stay out of trouble. He also said, “Son, to be happy in life you need to find something you like and be it. Just be it.” Then he walked out, and I was left alone with my Mom. At the time I didn’t have any idea what he meant because all I liked to do was eat and swim around rocks and seaweed.  
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After my dad left, my mom and I were alone, but we got by OK. Every once in a while, my dad would bring us some Snapper fish to eat. When he came by, I remembered how much I still missed having him around. I was sad because I thought I had been a burden to my parents because I didn’t know what to be and couldn’t help support the family.
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All I could do at the time was be grumpy. I broke the commandments a lot and got a reputation for being a troublemaker and a loner. I didn’t have a friend in the whole ocean, and I didn’t know what I was going to be when I grew up. My mom tried to help me focus on my schoolwork, but I was so mad and grumpy that I didn’t pay attention to her. Soon, I was failing school and heading for more trouble. But I didn’t know how to stop.
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Just then, when I was feeling the grumpiest I ever had, is when I met my first real friend. You see, one day I skipped school and was wasting time by snacking on a lobster. 

I had already eaten one of his legs when he said to me, “I’ll make you a deal, if you let me go.” 

“What kind of deal?” I asked. 

He said, “I can help you.” 

This made me curious, so I asked, “Help me with what?”

The lobster said, “I’ll show you how to put a smile on your face.” 

“Yah,” I replied suspiciously, “how?” 

“First, let me introduce myself,” he said, “My name is Lenny Lobster. From that frown on your face, I know you must be Grumpy Grouper, I have heard about you. I know you need a friend. If you’ll kindly stop eating me, I can help you meet other fish families and learn how to make friends. Together, we might even figure out what you want to be when you grow up.” 

I thought this little lobster was kind of crazy, but the more I thought about it, the more I liked his deal. It was true, I didn’t socialize much with other Groupers, and so maybe meeting some other kinds of fish would be fun and would help me decide what I wanted to be, like my dad told me to do. Plus, it sounded like a fun adventure! So, I said, “OK, Lenny, I agree. I will stop eating you and you will show me how other fish families live. When do we start?”

[image: ]
He said we could start right away but he would have to ride on my back since he would be too slow to keep up, now that he was missing a leg. “Oh, yeah, sorry about the whole eating your leg thing,” I said. “You can hop on my back for the trip.” We agreed that we would leave on our journey the next morning.

When I told my mom I had met a new lobster friend and was going away for a while, she was awfully worried and wasn’t sure if she should let me go. “But, Mom,” I said, “I have to find out what I want to be, like Dad said, so I can be happy, and I can help support the family.” Finally, she agreed to let me go because she said she knew I needed to find that special something in my life. 
So, I began my swim in search for that something. I met Lenny where he hung out by the corner rock, he jumped on my back, and off we went. 

Not far from home, Lenny said, “Stop here at the Blow Fish family home. Go up and tell them I sent you and that you’re looking to become a Blow Fish. I’ll wait for you here.”

I swam to their area and introduced myself. When I told them what was on my mind, I don’t know if they understood but I think they were worried I was going to eat them, so they agreed anyway. I hung out all day and they even showed me how to blow up my cheeks to look scary, but it just made my face hurt. I didn’t think being a Blow Fish was going to be that special something, so I thanked the Blow Fish family and went back to pick up Lenny. 

“Well, how was it being a Blow Fish?” he asked.
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“My cheeks hurt! It was kind of fun for a day but I’m still grumpy. I don’t think I want to be a Blow Fish,” I told him.

“That’s
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