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We live by the sea where Daddy fishes each day. 
Mommy packs lunch then we walk him to the bay. 
His boat is a small one; he says it’s a she, 
so he named her “Darling” after Mommy and me. 
 

 
 
Daddy and Darling catch lots of fish. 
He learned from Granddaddy some tricks that don’t miss. 
“You go where the plants and the little fish play, 
then you wait for the big fish, ‘cause that’s where they stay. 
Another tried-and-true from my bag of fish tricks 
is to go where the warm and the cold water mix. 
You throw one hook, then a hundred, or two hundred, or three! 
That’s how you catch lots of fish from the sea.” 
 
And that’s what Daddy’s done for all of his life. 
He says it’s a way to feed his daughter and wife. 
At night he comes home and says, “Make a wish!” 
Then I say, “Please put a fish in my dish!” 
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He walks to the table, sets down his cooler, 
I roll out newspaper, Mommy gets the ruler. 
He says, “I have one fish. No, two fish. No, three! 
A small one for Baby, a big one for Mommy, and the biggest one for me.” 
 
Mommy starts cooking. Daddy takes a bath. 
I set the table with three place mats. 
He walks to the kitchen, gives me a wink, 
then kisses Mommy while she works at the sink. 
 

 
 
Oh, I feel happy ‘cause I’ll soon get my wish! 
Mommy comes to our table with the skillet of fish. 
She serves the small one, the big one, and the biggest one, too. 
She says thanks to Daddy; he says, “No, honey, thank you.” 
 
After dinner, Mommy rests as I wash the dishes. 
We make such a mess eating Daddy’s fishes! 
We each brush our teeth and lie down in our bed. 
On Daddy’s strong chest I lay my head. 
He takes a deep breath to speak to the world: 
“Goodnight all you fishes, my sweet wife, my little girl.” 
 
That was pure happiness as far as I knew. 
Every night there were three of us, by day just two. 
The fish lived in the sea and we lived on the land 
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and every dinner was fish that Daddy caught by hand. 
 
But it all started changing, not right away, 
just a little something different each day in the bay. 
“There’s a new kind of boat,” Daddy said, “made of steel. 
Ten men work the deck, another stands at the wheel. 
Every time I catch one fish, that boat catches twenty. 
They sell all those fish and make lots of money.” 
 
At first it was one boat, then hundreds, then more. 
When we walked by the bay we could not see the shore. 
It used to be few boats, here a dot, there a dot. 
But slowly the bay became a boat parking lot. 
 
Then Daddy came home one night in July. 
His face looked so different I wanted to cry. 
“Don’t make a wish,” he said, his voice low and blue. 
“I know what you’ll wish but I can’t make it come true. 
Darling worked hard and your daddy tried, too, 
but tonight, little Baby, I’ve no fish for you.” 
 

 
 
“No fish?” I cried. “How can that be? 
I thought there were billions of fish in the sea. 
Their colors of blue, yellow, violet, and green, 
with big ones for Mommy and small ones for me. 
Even Granddaddy says there are more fish than we see. 
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That’s why you throw hooks by two hundred or three.” 
 
Daddy put a hand on the back of my head. 
“I know what you mean and what Granddaddy said. 
But if millions of people throw hundreds of hooks, 
then someday we’ll have taken all to be took. 
It might be just here, it’s too soon to say. 
So tomorrow I’ll take Darling far outside the bay.” 
 

 
 
The next day they went farther than ever before, 
but that night, with no fish, he walked in the door. 
Mommy cooked his favorite vegetables and whistled a song. 
She tried to help him forget that something was wrong. 
He said he would not come home the next day 
because he and Darling must go farther away. 
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They were gone first one night, then two nights, then three. 
Every night at the table sat just Mommy and me. 
At last he came home with one fish in his rig. 
It was a small one, but the kind that used to be big. 
 

 
 
“I threw my hooks and my lines, all that could be thrown, 
to find this one small fish, swimming alone.” 
He pointed to the cooler and we all looked inside 
to see the one small fish swimming, still alive. 
“I don’t want to eat her,” Daddy said next. 
“She might be the last fish that I ever catch.” 
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He put an arm around Mommy and one around me 
and said, “Soon there will be no fish in the sea. 
A sea without fish is no sea at all. 
It’s just water and darkness and small things that crawl. 
It’s like a tree with no leaves or the sky with no sun, 
like a man with no family, like a dog that can’t run.” 
 

 
 
“It makes me sad,” Mommy sighed. “Me too,” Daddy replied. 
I didn’t say anything. I just cried. 
 
The fishermen meet every fourth Saturday. 
A fisher stands at the front if he has something to say. 
Daddy had something to say, all right. 
He wrote out his comments and practiced Friday night. 
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On Saturday morning he took Mommy and me 
to Fishermen’s Hall where it was quite plain to see 
that the neighborhood fishers and local bait floats 
had been mostly replaced by ten-man steel boats. 
 

 
 
Daddy stood at the front without using his notes 
and said, “There’s a problem with ten-man steel boats. 
They catch too many fish and they do it too fast. 
The big schools of fish are a thing of the past. 
We must catch fewer fish – immediately –  
or soon we’ll find no fish in the sea.” 
 
The leader of the meeting listened and wrote, 
but he was the owner of a ten-man steel boat. 
He looked up at Daddy, cracked his knuckles, one, two, three. 
I could tell by his face that he did not agree. 
“What are you saying, no fish in the sea? 
Is that crazy to anyone else, or just me? 
My family has fished in the ocean forever. 
Why should I stop because we’ve gotten better?” 
 
Another man stood. “The boss is right. 
There are plenty of fish, no end in sight. 
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For years we’ve tried finding a better way. 
These ten-man steel boats are here to stay.” 
Another man stood. “Catching fish is not bad. 
Why I think there are even more fish to be had. 
With a bigger boat and gigantic net, 
we’ll catch millions of fish, all we can get.” 
 
“And a new kind of boat,” said the leader of the meeting, 
“brings a smile to my face and gets my heart beating. 
It drags a strong net along the seafloor. 
That’s a wonderful way to catch even more.” 
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Daddy said, “This is not what I wanted to hear. 
The more I listen the more I fear 
that we won’t slow our fishing until it’s too late, 
after every last fish has been served on a plate. 
And these new nets you like, they’ll catch fish and more. 
You’ll drag sea lions and dolphins and turtles to shore.” 
 

 
 
Then Daddy stopped talking. He just looked around. 
Nobody smiled. Everybody frowned. 
Daddy said, “This is hopeless. I see it on your faces. 
Any change that can come will have to come from other places.” 
 
The men started shouting and jumped to their feet. 
They said things to Daddy that I will not repeat. 
He pushed through the crowd to take Mommy’s hand and mine, 
and we rushed out the door into the sunshine. 
We walked around the bay, we smelled the sea foam, 
we felt a little better by the time we got home. 
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Daddy’s cooler still sat on the kitchen floor 
to the left of the table, behind the door. 
That one small fish that he had found 
still lived in the cooler, swimming around. 
 

 
 
“She’s lovely,” Mommy said. “She belongs in the sea. 
That’s where she’d be if it were up to me.” 
“We all feel that way,” Daddy nodded and said. 
“But in that boat-filled sea she’d just end up dead.” 
 
Then Daddy got angry. “It’s all those boats in the bay! 
They catch thousands of fish day after day!” 
Mommy put her finger across Daddy’s lips. 
“They’re part of the problem, but it’s not just those ships.” 
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She walked through the kitchen and stood by the stove. 
“This is the biggest problem, you know. 
You catch the fish, but I cook them here, 
and I did it three hundred sixty five days a year. 
Millions of people catch billions of fish 
because billions of people want a fish in their dish. 
Once in a while would be OK, 
but we billions of people want a fish everyday. 
You might hate the boats, but give it some thought. 
They only catch fish because the fish get bought.” 
 

 
 
We all stood, thinking. The kitchen grew quiet. 
The longer we thought, there was no getting by it. 
“It’s simple,” Daddy said. “Eat more, have less. 
We ignored that simple and made this mess. 
We have to do something before it’s too late. 
Let’s find an idea that’s easy but great.” 
 
I looked at the stove, I looked at the sink, 
I looked at the table, and continued to think. 
“It’s a lot like the seesaw at the park in town. 
When one side’s up, the other is down. 
If we eat fewer fish, the more there will be. 
It’s an easy, great idea, Daddy, don’t you agree?” 
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For the very first time in a very long while, 
Daddy’s face relaxed and spread into a smile. 
“Yes, that’s the answer. Yes, I agree. 
We’ll eat fewer fish and leave more in the sea. 
For five days a week we’ll have something else to eat, 
maybe vegetables and bread, fruit salad or meat. 
The fish will have time to have babies and then, 
slowly the oceans will fill up again.” 
 
Mommy said, “Let’s start here and let’s start today. 
We’ll show everybody there’s a different way. 
We’ll tell our friends and our family and our neighbors, too, 
about this idea that’s easy to do.” 
 
Then life changed quickly for my family and me. 
Fruit ripens slowly but falls suddenly. 
Mommy made a cookbook of no-fishes dishes 
and for five days a week they satisfied my wishes. 
 

 
 
Daddy met people who work hard to save fish. 
He asked for ideas and they told him this: 
“A no-take zone is a very good way 
to give some fish a safe place to stay. 
If you find a place and are willing to try it, 
our people and money will help you supply it.” 
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He found a section of the bay just right 
to keep boats away every day and every night. 
With his new team of friends he got started right away. 
He became a fish protector and is still one today. 
 
There was one person left in our family of three. 
Telling other people was left up to me. 
I wrote on papers that I took door-to-door. 
When I used all the papers, I went home and wrote more. 
 

 
 
Our neighbors and friends were very nice to me 
as I told them the plight of the fish in the sea. 
They said, “My goodness,” and asked what they could do. 
I said, “Funny you should ask, I was about to tell you. 
My idea is simple, even childish, 
but for five days a week say, ‘No fish in my dish!’ 
The fish will have time to have babies and then, 
slowly the oceans will fill up again.” 
 
They liked my idea, they liked it a lot. 
Some said, “OK,” others gave it some thought. 
After a while, my idea took hold 
and week after week fewer fish were sold. 
 
There was no longer a reason to catch millions of fish 
because so many people said, “No fish in my dish.” 
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The giant steel boats with their nets and their lines 
slowed down their fishing with the changing times. 
And how ‘bout that fish in Daddy’s cooler, alive? 
She went to Daddy’s zone where she swam and thrived. 
She was the fish that had started it all. 
She called out to our family and we heeded her call. 
 
One night over dinner – with a no-fish dish – 
Daddy said maybe there was something we missed. 
“Our town heard us quickly and saved fish in our bay, 
but what about all the good towns far away? 
Let’s take this story to those people, too, 
so they know the problem and see what to do.” 
 
Telling other people was still in my hands. 
How to get the story to faraway lands? 
 
“I’ll just write it,” I thought, “in words that rhyme. 
And I’ll keep it short so it takes little time. 
I’ll put copies in bottles every single day, 
tie the bottles to fish that swim far away.” 
So that’s what I did, it was all I could do, 
to get this easy, great idea from me to you. 
 

 
 
Here you go, friend. Here is my wish: 
For five days a week, say, 
“No fish in my dish!” 
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Now that you’ve  
read the book, please: 

 
 

�� Don’t eat fish for five days a week. 

�� Go to www.nofishinmydish.com and… 

�� Join the site’s “No Fish” list. It’s one way I 
will convince a publisher to publish the book. 
The more names I have, the better it looks. 

�� Make a copy of this book for somebody else. 

�� Email the website link to your friends. 

�� Link to the website on your Myspace bulletin 
board, and other social networking sites. 

�� If you have a website, put one of my free 
buttons on it. They’re at the Spread The Word 
section of www.nofishinmydish.com. 

�� If you would like to interview me, host an 
event, or have other ideas for publicity, please 
contact my publicist: 
 
Darci Escandon 
darci@nofishinmydish.com 
915-860-0466 

�� To reach me: jason@nofishinmydish.com  

 
 


