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1. Perspective of a water breather
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I would be lying if I said I was born on the sea; the truth is that my brothers and I were born on the same crystal prisons. Our whole world doesn’t even surpass one foot by one foot of industrialised water behind a crystal seeing how they walk by observing us as if we were no more than an accessory. Maybe they are right, and we are no more than a simple accessory, though in a way I don’t want to believe that.

It doesn’t really. It doesn’t matter what do I think of my situation as it is beyond me, beyond my brothers. From the very moment we were born our destiny was pretty much written for us by them. There has never been much to do about it, except accept the faith that we got, and to be fare we all pretty much do exactly that.

It’s funny how they think they are so superior just because they can control our lives. That’s cruelty. Inhuman they would say if they could see things from our perspective, ironic considering that they all are human and do exactly that without any empathy for us. Then again, they have never tried to put themselves on our shoes... or should I say gills?

I don’t think they all do it because they are evil, maybe they are simply naive. Somehow, they are unable to see that we are also living things like them. But they feel so self-entitled to this world that they easily forget it’s not theirs.

An old tortoise as wise as they tend to be would say that this world has been here long before any of use even came to existence and it will stay here when we all are gone, yes, that includes humans.

Yet, philosophy doesn’t save the tortoise either. No, they also are born in similar conditions to the rest of us. Well, at least inside this filthy market. Sure, there are more sea creatures that unlike us are out there free, and they may have problems of their own, but they are free... Freedom, another funny thing that humans speak all the time about it; I don’t think they even have that freedom. Maybe that’s why they do this to us.

They think they are so smart; to be fare I doubt it. There are dumb fish in any pond, however on land I would take the risk and say there are more dumb fish than those that aren’t that dumb. It’s not that hard to see, even behind the 4 transparent walls that capture my whole life. They, the humans, have this incredible thing that let them see thins happening at the other side of the world like nothing. With all that power they waste it on seeing their peers’ “debate” about silly things.

Sometimes I wonder, what would my kind do with such machines? Probably the same, which is unfortunate. Maybe we would waste resources if we were on the same position as them. Maybe I am wrong, and we would be more like the dolphins, those guys are smart, and they don’t start wars and kill each other to claim that they own a piece of a map.

Maybe I ask too many questions, and I am aware that I will not get the answer to them. I still do it, anyway I have pretty much a lifetime to wonder about that while I wait to die inside this crystal cage.

Who owns who? If I was on the sea I would probably be fighting for my survival, hunting, scaping from being someone’s else prey. Here I have my own palace, even though it means nothing to me. Here I am served food for no reason except my supposed value to other humans, and I don’t have to do a thing. They do it all for us, they are the ones that do their version of hunting.

In the other side, they also control our existence. We breed with whoever they want and in regards of the food, that pretty much is an insult to our natural instincts. If we were to be set free neither of my brothers or I would have that much of a chance out there. They turned us in an abolition to nature doing another abomination to nature, imprisoning us.

And I don’t get it, they put so much effort into keeping us alive, and we are no more than toys to them. That is something that probably none of us would do. In a way we are more focused on the real important things, survival, reproduction, certainly not keeping a prisoner alive for our amusement. Humans can be very sadistic creatures in that sense.

A prisoner, that’s what we all are inside this crystal prisons. We are supposed to amuse them humans. That can’t be our true purpose, I mean, surely it is the purpose they assigned to us, but that’s not why we came to life. Probably our whole existence has to do more with reproducing, even that is better than living behind a fish thank and be treated as property. One eventually gets desensitise about it, though we never forget the situation in which we have been put to, not by life but by arrogant creatures that thing they own the very same world they are killing.

At least it’s better than being food. Despite I understand more the whole thing of food. We all do it, it’s the law of nature, the bigger fish eats the smaller one. We consume other creatures to survive. Even then, both the ones at the top of the chain and at the bottom share the same fate we all have, death. That is life, a cycle. One takes from the world while it needs it and as soon as you die you give it back. Humans, again, are no expiation to the rule.

Oh, mother nature, wiser than all of us. She can be kind enough to give us life but also cruel as to take it from us. But it is for the better, she takes simply to give to her children, our children. When we die, we can’t take a thing with us. That’s it, one final breath and everything is over.

Somehow humans don’t seem to understand that, they want to possess everything, even us, other living things. They become so scared of their own death; they are so blind that they can’t even see that death in simply another part of the wonderful cycle of life. The are so scared about it that they forget to enjoy life while it last. How is it possible that me, being their prisoner, get to understand better this simple truth of life when they call themselves the superior specie.

And even worst, they only value their lives. On my time on this market I’ve seen so many of my brothers die in front of my eyes but very few tears from the humans for them.  For a specie that always speaks of the great value of life I see something different in their actions. I see how the treat us as merchandise, our lives don’t hold the same value as theirs.

Humans can be so complicated sometimes. They are so irrational, yet they would argue to be very logical creatures, that’s not what I’ve seen.
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2. Fish logic
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And it came the day that finally someone took me off that old market. As unexpected as it was, I couldn’t even say goodbye to any of the other fish. My “owner” quickly put me inside a bag filled with water and on the blink of an eye I was on the hands of a kid taking me to his home. How humiliating, I was a gift for an infant of the humans. Not like if I wasn’t used to the idea, at the end of the day that was the whole thing of our existence as prisoners of the so-called superior specie.

Everything was so new to me, being inside a bag, going in their human vehicle, in minutes we were at the other side of the city. From the perspective of a fish that was the first time I left the market, and everything was so big, much bigger than it their TVs.

Soon I was left alone in a new crystal prison. The castle the kid put in there was bigger and the tank was filled at the bottom with colourful rocks. But I was alone. All the other fish, they were on the market, I was now on this boy’s house. The reality didn’t change much; a cage is a cage no matter how fancy it looks.

I could have expected to die soon after, given the age of the human I wouldn’t have relied that much on him being responsible. To my surprise the human took good care of me, he kept me alive. I don’t know if I should be thankful or regretful.

Most of the time the place would be very quiet. Inside the crystal it would only be me and my thoughts for hours and hours. And at the end of the day, I am very aware that for the human I am a property, I will never be an equal to him or any of his peers.

On one occasion I wondered whether that anthropocentric point of view was due to my size, but I soon disregarded that idea as for one they have this place known as zoos where they imprison all kinds of animals. Some as big as the elephants that are much taller than them, humans, some very similar to them like the other apes and some smarter than them as dolphins.

There was also the fact that there are the microorganisms. They are small but they can bring to his knees any human. They may be so tiny that no one can see them with the naked eye, but they truly rule the world.

At the end I concluded that the humans are unable to see others as equals even within their same specie for foolish things as their colours or where were they born. Sure, we too fight for territory as fish or even as animals, but we only fight for the minimum we need to survive and no more
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