The Goliath Tigerfish’s Halloween
Showdown

Once upon a time, deep in the heart of the Congo River, there lived a young Goliath Tigerfish
named Tora. With sharp teeth and gleaming scales, Tora was known as the fiercest fish in
the river. He loved to show off his strength and speed, often scaring the smaller fish with his
powerful jaws.

One crisp Halloween evening, as the riverbanks were decorated with glowing pumpkins
and the moon hung low and orange in the sky, Tora decided to challenge the oldest creature
in the river—Grandfather Crocodile.

Grandfather Crocodile was ancient and wise, with rough, leathery skin and eyes that had
seen many seasons come and go. He had lived in the river for longer than anyone could
remember, and all the animals respected him. But Tora, being young and full of himself,
thought it would be fun to prove he was stronger and faster than the old crocodile.

Tora swam up to Grandfather Crocodile, who was resting on a rock near the shore, and
said, "Hey, old-timer! Let's see who can catch the most fish before the Halloween moon
sets. | bet | can beat you easily!"

Grandfather Crocodile opened one eye slowly and gazed at Tora. "And what will you gain by
winning this race, young one?" he asked in a deep, gravelly voice.

"Everyone will know that | am the mightiest in the river!" Tora boasted. "They’ll respect me
even more!"

Grandfather Crocodile smiled gently. "Very well, Tora. But remember, strength is not just
about catching fish or being fast. It is also about wisdom and knowing when to use your
power."

The race began, and Tora darted through the water like a lightning bolt. He snapped up fish
after fish, his speed and agility unmatched. Grandfather Crocodile, on the other hand,
moved slowly and deliberately, catching only a few fish as he swam.



As the night wore on, Tora noticed something strange. The river, which had always been his
friend, seemed to be working against him. The currents grew stronger, pushing him off
course, and the fish he tried to catch started slipping through his jaws. No matter how hard
he tried, he couldn’t catch any more fish.

Frustrated, Tora looked over at Grandfather Crocodile. The old crocodile was swimming
calmly, letting the current guide him. He caught just enough fish to satisfy his hunger, but
no more. Tora couldn't understand it. How was the old crocodile not struggling like he was?

Finally, the Halloween moon began to sink below the horizon. Exhausted and empty-
handed, Tora swam back to Grandfather Crocodile.

"I don't understand,"” Tora admitted, hanging his head. "l tried to catch as many fish as |
could, but the river turned against me. How did you manage to catch what you needed?"

Grandfather Crocodile chuckled softly. "The river is like life, young Tora. It is powerful and
unpredictable. Those who respect it and move with it, rather than against it, find what they
need. | have lived in this river for many years, and | have learned to listen to it, just as | listen
to those who are older and wiser than me."

Tora looked at the old crocodile with new eyes. He realized that his strength and speed
were not enough. He needed wisdom, patience, and respect for those who had come
before him. He had been so focused on proving himself that he forgot the value of listening
to and learning from his elders.

From that day on, Tora was different. He still swam fast and caught many fish, but he
always remembered to respect the river and its creatures, especially the elders who had
lived through many Halloween moons. And in return, the river became his friend once
again, guiding him and teaching him the true meaning of strength.

And so, Tora became not just the fiercest fish in the Congo River, but also the wisest, thanks
to the lesson he learned from Grandfather Crocodile on that Halloween night.



