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“There, I am done,” said Stew as he laid the last period in his book. 

It was complete. Stew had been writing this book for the last year and a half. It was his autobiography. He sat there and just bubbled at his completion. During his revelry he flipped back to the cover page. It read: From Egg to Grandfather: the Story of Stew the Carp. 

Stew hovered in his studio apartment, just letting the current come in the window and out the door. The flow of water tickled his gills, as he thought that he needed another opinion of his work. He felt that he needed to make sure that it made sense. Things like mechanics had been over Stew’s mind. Just last month he had gotten his book back from the editor with huge scrawls of opinion and fixes all over his book. He needed someone to read it for what it was. The only things that the editors focused on were the mechanics.

Just as Stew was wondering who would read his book there came a thwack on his mud door. Stew groaned and pushed his bifocals up his long nose before he made the effort to move. His joints ached and creaked as he swam slowly.

“Damn fins aren’t as good as they used to be.” He said aloud as he opened the door.

“Hi there Stew,” said an old raspy voice that Stew knew quite well.

“Well, if it isn’t my pal Charles here to see me again” 

Stew and Charles had both shared the same hatching grounds and ever since then they had been friends. In fact Charles makes many appearances in Stew’s book.

“How’s the book comin’ along?” asked Charles. This had been ritual for Charles and Stew ever since Stew began writing his book. At this moment Stew curled his lips back and smirked. 

“I’m done my friend. I’m done. At least I hope. Last time I was “done” the editor tore it to pieces.”

Charles gave a big grin and said, “Its about time Stew I’ve been waiting to read this. You’ve been so secretive about this and I’m curious.”

Stew had been secretive because he was unsure of how his best friend would take this, but at this point he was so frustrated with his editor and needed Charles to read his work. Stew was concerned how his friend would take his book, since Charles was a major character in his life and thus in his book.

“Chuck, listen, I’m not officially done, but I think you should give this a go through.”

“Really, think you’re ready for this Stew I’m a tough critic.” He said in a joking manner. 


“Yes. Take it home with you for a while read it at your pace. I need a break from this work anyway.”

Stew and Charles went through some pleasantries after this: some very fine gnats were shared over the table, talked about their families, and finally said good-bye. Stew was a little worried especially because Charles had been there for most of his life. He soon let it go as he began to think of the next couple of days he would have to himself. 

About a week later Stew was making a cup of hot water on the solar hot rock, and he heard a flap at the door. He rushed as fast as his old fins would carry him and peeped out the window. There he saw his friend Charles. Stew was immediately aware that he had a feeling of nervousness about what Charles would say about his book. He slowly opened the door.

Charles busted out with a very stern, “We need to talk.”

This was exactly the thing that Stew was worried about. “Come in and sit down and let’s talk about this.” 

Charles, with a sour look on his face, flowed in and sat down at the kitchen table. 

“What is it Chuck?”

Charles burst out, “None of this is even true. This is not an autobiography it’s a work of fiction. How could your tell these atrocious lies. You’re a carp for Pete’s sake; nothing but a lowly bottom feeder.”

Stew let this expected tirade wash over him, as he quietly understood where his best friend was coming from. You see, Charles was very proud of his actual life.

“For instance, we did not hunt for buried gold and escape from carp eating catfish. Only to get away to form a band of carp to make sure tyranny was beaten down out of the lake.” 

Stew was listening quietly still letting his friend vent off all the frustration he was feeling. 

“Nor did we, for our services in clearing tyranny from the lake, receive the best feeding places, the best choice of mates, or grow old in a place of honor and respect among the fishes of the lake. How can you say these things when in reality we’ve been hatched in poverty, feed off dead things that float to the bottom, and have done nothing else all our lives?”

This was where Stew hoped to shine to his friend Charles

“I did these things not to make myself seem to be a better carp, but to inspire our youth, to show them that there is more to bottom feeding all day, to give them hope like we never had.”

Stew did not see his friends face melt a bit. Still carved in stone, his friends face was filled with utter disgust.

“Do you not see that our youth today has nothing to look forward to?”

“But you are willing to lie and give false hope to today’s carp children?”

“Yes”

Charles bolted out the door much faster than his old age should have allowed him to do so. His face never changed that whole time. Stew was very worried about the friendship that had lasted for so long. He thought their friendship would be enough to let himself be forgiven, but not yet he supposed. He’d have to wait until Charles came around once again. 

You see Charles was very proud of the hardships that he had endured as a carp. Sure, most of them were not fantastic, but he was proud of his life. Stew’s book not only lied about his life, but all the readers would see him as something other than what he actually was. The readers would not know who the real Stew and Charles were. Charles had hoped that his friend would know enough about him to know his feelings on the matter.

Charles never did show up to Stew’s house ever again. This bothered Stew greatly. Eventually, Stew heard through the kelp vine that a large hook streaming through the lake took Charles. Stew was incredibly sad to hear this. He had thought that there would be time to convince Charles and come to terms. As a result of the unresolved conflict Stew never did publish his book, nor did he recover from his self-inflicted blame.

