Like a Fish in Water
Daniel Nesquens
My friend Sebastian can swim, dive, and float like none else.
Sebastian loves anything related to oceans, seas, rivers… to water.
In the morning when he steps out of his house, the first thing he does is to look at the sky. If the sky is clear, with no cloud to be found, he lowers his glance and purses his lips.
If the sky is cloudy, he smiles faintly.

If it’s raining, his black eyes sparkle with joy.
On the way to school, I told him as a joke that he is getting a fish face.
One day or another scales and fins will grow all over his body.

He turns and looks at me bulging his eyes.
“From now on you will call me Ocean”, he told me that very morning.

My friend Ocean wants to be an amazing swimmer.

Each afternoon, after school, he trains therefore.

He aims to take part in the Olympic games 2020,

and to smash all the records.

The swimming ones, of course.

He doesn’t care about the high jump record.

Not to mention the javelin throwing.

In the hottest days, my friend cannot breathe,

he lacks life.

If he his at home, he takes a shower, and everything is fine.
But, if we are at school, if Lady Maximiliana is explaining something useful for tomorrow, Ocean cannot take a shower, he has to remain content with drawing thousands of drops in the margin of the book that lays open in front of us.
I mean: one day or another, whether it rains or not, scales will grow on him, he will get a fin, a flipper, and another one and another more.

He gets into the tub drain, and a fin will be all that he needs.

“Good bye Ocean. I hope you are lucky in your new life.”
