Untitled

Once in the South Pacific there lived a blue marlin.  Every day he swam around finding scuba divers and smaller fish, which he could eat.  One day he came upon a shark.

“Hullo,” said the shark.

“Umm – hi,” responded the blue marlin.  “Find anything good to eat today?” he said with a trace of fear in his voice.

“Yes actually, I found you… muahahahahahahahah.”

The blue marlin swam away as fast as he could but the shark was gaining on him.  He swam with all his might but to no avail.  He then realized he couldn’t out swim the shark so he hid in a piece of coral.  The shark swam past him with immense speed.  Phew, thought the blue marlin, safe at last.  But the shark had already made a U-turn and was heading back toward the piece of coral that the blue marlin was hiding in.  The blue marlin closed his eyes, and for the first time in his life felt severely afraid.  Then out of nowhere a whale head butted the shark.  The shark lay there in some weeds… stunned momentarily, but definitely out of commission for a good long while.

“You’re safe now,” the whale said with pride.

“Thanks,” replied the blue marlin.  “I thought he was gonna eat me for sure.”

“Well, you’re safe now…  My name’s Bob.  What’s yours?”

“My name’s Ultra-Destructo-Megabot.”

“Really?”

“Nope.  My name’s really Tom,” Tom said, laughingly.

“HAH, you’re funny.  You’re small for a blue marlin.  You’re no more than food for the humans.”

“I’ve killed many humans.  I’m the best of my breed,” Tom bragged.

“Sure whatever….”

“It’s true.  I’ll prove it to you.  I’ll show you,” Tom said, interrupting Bob.

“Ok.  Ok.  We will see.”

The next day Tom swam around looking for unsuspecting scuba divers, which he thought he could kill and take back to Bob.  He swam around all day but found not a single human.  He swam and swam… still nothing.  Tom was discouraged and went home.  He fell fast asleep on his coral bed.

The night was calm; a cool breeze made some current, but very little.  No one was swimming.  Everyone was at home asleep.  Suddenly the breeze picked up; it soon turned into a heavy wind. The current was heavy now and all the fish were awake.  Everyone was being pushed around.  Everyone was afraid, except for Tom.  Tom knew what to do.  He swam down as far as he could. (Tom was one of the strongest swimmers in the ocean.)  He went straight down where the current wasn’t as bad and stayed there for a while.  He waited for four hours, and decided that the wind must have stopped by then.  He swam up and found that the current had died down but no one was there.  Everyone must have been taken somewhere far away because of the current, he thought to himself.

“Anyone here?!” he yelled as loud as he could.

“Anyone here?!” responded his echo.

I wonder how far they were taken, he thought. I suppose I should go look for someone.  Who knows, maybe I’ll find someone to eat.  A menacing grin appeared on his face as he said this.  So he swam for two hours and finally thought, Where are they?  How far could the current have taken them?  Suddenly, a very ancient fish appeared out of the coral.

“Hel… Cough Cough.  Sorry I have problems breathing sometimes,” said the old fish.

“Umm – hi,” Tom said.  “Where are the other fi… Oh my god!”

The fish was floating in the water, cold dead.

“Oh my god!” Tom shrieked again.  Tom was petrified.  He had never seen a dead body before.  Tom stayed still.  He was barely breathing.  He waited for twenty minutes; then he swam away slowly.  He continued his search for some fish.

He kept swimming, yelling out from time to time, “Hello? Anyone there?”  But to no success.  He still kept trying to find someone but there were no fish in sight, just dark blue water and some light blue where the sun shone on the water.  Tom was beginning to get frustrated.  He stopped suddenly and swam downward where some seaweed lay, falling asleep in the seaweed.  He slept for some time then, finally…

“You think he’s dead?” said a mysterious voice.

“Nah, he’s still breathing.  See?” said another mysterious voice.

“Oh, yeah, I see.”

“Shh, he’s waking up.”

“YAWN!”  Tom just woke up and was staring into the eyes of the mysterious fish.  “YES, finally I found some fish. What are your names?”

“My name’s Mario.”

“Mine’s Francis.  We’re tuna.”

“Well,” said Tom; “finally I found some dinner.”  Tom was looking at them with a huge grin on his face.

The little tuna swam like hell but Tom was faster.  He caught up to the first one and ate him in one gulp.  He swam on and caught up with the other fish and this time chewed him slowly, enjoying the flavor.  He finally ate him down to the bone.

Tom was satisfied with his meal.  He only had one problem; there was now no one.  He swam some more and finally heard…

“HEY TOM, TOM OVER HERE!”

“HEY TOM, TOM OVER HERE!” said an echoing voice.

At once Tom knew who it was.  “Bob, how are you doing?  Do you know where the other fish are?  And where I can find some humans to kill?”

“Well, there’s a boat over there.  I’ve been good, and no, I don’t know where the other fish are.”

“Good, I’m going to go to the boat and wait for the scuba divers to come,” said Tom as he swam in the direction of the boat.  “Hey, look Bob, they’re giving me a worm to eat.  Aren’t they nice?”  He called out.

“NO, TOM, DON’T!  THEY’LL GET YOU, NOOOO.”

Tom grabbed the worm and was soon fighting for his life against a fisherman.  He swam and swam trying to get away from the line but it was no use.  Soon enough he was on the boat, gasping for breath.  He flopped around on the floor of the boat desperately trying to get back into the water.  The men on the boat said something in a strange language and then Tom was swimming in a little pool of clear fresh water.

Bob was staring up toward the boat as it took off.  Bob didn’t know what to do.  He knew he couldn’t out swim a boat, so he didn’t even try.  He just floated there, staring into the deep blue.  Bob thought to himself, I shoulda kept him from eating the worm,  Dammit, why didn’t I stop him?
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