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Friend of a Bizarre Species of Fish and the Trunk of a Tree  

 

I love making new friends.  

 

Lately though, I have specifically grown fond of the trunk of a palm tree. There are no branches 

or fruit. Just the naked trunk of a tree that most possibly nobody else sees it for what it is: a 

sign of endurance and a catastrophe simultaneously.   

 

I have now added a second friend on the list.  

 

This is a strange species of fish, swimming a few metres away from the tree. They look like 

eels, long threads of snake-like fish that have captured my imagination because there are no 

eels in our sea and local fishermen do not sell anything like it. At times, I pause wondering: do 

they really exist?   

 

This is what happened the other night:  

 

I had walked against a strong wind to reach the tree trunk. The tree had barely noticed the 

gusting wind. Nothing could shake it. I left, walked towards the fish, thinking that perhaps this 

is why the tree had kept itself as only a trunk. So, that nothing would affect it. Upon my arrival 

at the part of the beach where the strange species of fish swim, the usually calm waters were 

now ragged and tall. The fish had stretched their bodies out, forming long parallel lines that 

faced the horizon, seemingly putting an enormous effort to stand like this and tell me: when 

danger is approaching, this is the way to face it.   

 

 

 


