
Something Fishy....  
  
By Amber 
 
Sadie woke up to a very pungent aroma. A salty aroma. A very unwelcome aroma. You could say that 
she smelled trouble, although saline scent is not very displeasing. Reaching out of the covers for her 
glasses, Sadie found that she could not pluck her teal-rimmed spectacle up.   
 
She opened her eyes. 
 
Her nose was so very long, so very blue. There was a tint of silver flecking dancing along Sadie's 
nasal appendage, a nasal appendage she rather disliked, considering the brackish circumstances. 
Her hand was a fanned fin, curled like a harpoon, emitting that very singular pong.   
 
Sadie sat up, stretching her flipper-like fins gingerly. Now, she was a very sensible girl indeed, very 
much the role model. But was she supposed to have harpoon fins at all? Or even this long, nasal 
appendage? Come to think of it, did her eyes seem to bulge a millimetre wider? Slowly, feeling a 
slight chill pass up her spine, Sadie looked in her bedside mirror to find... 
 
           A very silver face... 
                  A very scaled face... 
                        A very much NOT Sadie face. 
 
           Now, I should mention to the dear reader that Sadie was a sensible girl, sensible beyond 
doubt. Sensible to her wits end-although it would be advised for the reader to equip themselves with a 
pair of earplugs, just to be safe. Got them? Now, where were we? 
 
            Sadie stared, and stared and stared. If not for the bark of someone’s golden retriever, she 
might have gazed for an eternity at that finned face. It was a while before the scream welled out of her 
fishy throat. It stared at her toes, slithered into her stomach, crept into her liver, then skidded into her 
vocal drum. 
 
           “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
 
            Really, Sadie, did you have to scream the rooftop off of my house? Luckily for all concerned, 
the scream only came out as : “Arpppppppp.”  
 
            Phew! 
 
           Sadie plopped back into the covers of her duvet. You wonder, “Didn’t she need to get into 
water, immediately?” The thing with humanoid-swordfish is that they normally never need to breathe, 
not for one single fishy second, trumping records in even the-Holding-your-breath-Olympics.  
 
            Sinking back into beckoning covers, Sadie contemplated her next move. Get into an 
aquarium? Go to school in elevated fishy dressing? Get pulverized in a restaurant? (that last option 
sent her whole body shaking, so Sadie decided against it.) Maybe no one will notice that I am not at 
school.  
 
            “Sadie Sanders! Get up right this minute!” 
 
             A fish-sigh escaping from her belly, Sadie obliged. Adieu, coverlet. 
 
             Mrs. Sanders was at her post, in the kitchen, cooking simmering pie. 
 
             “Get your school-bag and let’s go.” 
  
              “Arrrrrp.” 
 
               Mrs. Sanders pivoted around, said “No more pranks, Sadie Sanders”, nodding towards the 
door. 
               Sadie the swordfish ambled towards the pie, not the door, and, emitting a pleased “Arp!” 
tunnelled into the stuffed pastry. 


