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Going Fishing with Grandpa: The Day the Float Moved

The most fun thing of this summer vacation was going fishing with my grandpa by
the river one early morning. Grandpa woke me up before five o clock. He said if we
left now we could catch fish, but if we slept until the sun got strong there would be
no fish at all. My eyes could hardly open, but the second I heard the word fishing I
jumped out of bed. Grandpa carried a folding stool, I carried the little plastic
bucket, and we walked along the country path. The sky was just turning white, and the
grass on both sides of the path was wet with dew, so my sandals were soaked through

before we even reached the river.

The river was quieter than I had imagined. The water moved slowly and reflected
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the shapes of the trees on the bank. Grandpa stopped at a bend of the river where
tall grass grew, cleared a small space, set up his stool, mixed the bait, and put it
on the hook. Then he laid the rod on two little stands, and the red—-and-white float
settled quietly on the water. Grandpa told me that fishing was all about patience: do
not make a sound, do not keep moving. I sat for a while, but my nose itched, my ears
itched, and I kept wanting to ask grandpa why the fish were not biting yet. Every
time I opened my mouth, Grandpa put one finger to his lips and whispered: Shh, your

voice will scare all the fish away.

Once I finally kept still, the world around me seemed to grow even quieter. I
could hear dragonflies buzzing past my ear. I could see the float rock gently with
each ripple. I was staring at it when the float suddenly dipped down twice and then
lay flat on the water. I shouted before I could stop myself: It moved! Grandpa, it
moved! Grandpa was much calmer than me. He picked up the rod slowly and lifted his
wrist with a gentle pull. The tip of the rod bent down, and the fishing line cut
through the water with a swishing sound. My heart was beating so fast I thought it

would jump out of my chest.

When the line came out of the water, there was a small fish swinging on it, only
about two fingers long, silver—white, slapping on the grass. I crouched down to look
at it, and it flicked its tail and splashed water right onto my nose. I tried to grab
it with my hand, but it was too slippery, wriggled out from under my fingers, and
rolled straight into the bucket. The bucket had been empty all morning, and suddenly
it looked completely alive. Grandpa laughed and said: A small fish is still a fish.

This one is the proof that you managed to sit still for one whole hour.

That morning we caught three small fish in total. The biggest one was four
fingers long. Grandpa said we would stew them for lunch. On the way home I fought to
carry the bucket the whole way, and it did not feel heavy at all. I told the little
boy next door about it again and again, describing exactly how the float had dipped.
At lunch the fish soup was milky white and tasted wonderful, and I drank two big
bowls of it.

Now when I remember that morning, the first thing I see is the float suddenly
going down, and then I see Grandpa’s finger on his lips. This fun summer memory
taught me that good things often come to people who can wait. And I will never forget

that little fish that splashed water onto my nose.
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Sitting Still for One Hour: The Patience Lesson Grandpa
Taught Me

I am the kind of child who cannot sit still. In class I wiggle in my chair, and
when I do homework at home I get up to drink water every two minutes. My mother
always calls me a little monkey. This summer vacation, my grandpa took me fishing by
the river, and he gave me a lesson I will never forget. The name of the lesson is

simple: sit still for one whole hour.

We arrived at the river early in the morning. The riverbank had tall trees and
cool shade, and a fresh wind blew across the water. Grandpa set up the stool, mixed

the bait, cast the line, and let the float settle on the water. Then he told me:
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today you do not need to catch a single fish. If you can sit still for one hour
without moving, you have already learned the most important thing. I thought that
would be easy. It turned out to be one of the hardest things I have ever done. After
five minutes my legs wanted to move. After ten minutes I wanted to pick up the rod
and look at it. After fifteen minutes I wanted to ask grandpa a hundred questions:
Why are the fish not biting? Is there really bait on the hook? Do fish have ears?

Grandpa did not answer me. His eyes stayed on the float.

I bit my tongue and endured it. I watched the float. I counted the little ripples
around it. The float was red on top and white below, and it rocked gently on the
water. After a long time, I saw it move up and down twice. A small fish was nibbling
the bait. I remembered what grandpa had taught me: when the float only taps a little,
do not 1lift the rod, because that is just a little fish tasting the bait. So I held
my breath and waited. Then the float went down hard once and lay sideways on the
water. I lifted the rod! The tip bent, and out of the water flew a small fish,

swinging on the line.

The little fish was about three fingers long, with a round head and bright eyes,
slapping on the grass. I jumped up and shouted to grandpa, and I could not stop
smiling. Grandpa looked at it and said: You see, you are not unable to sit still. You
just never had a reason worth sitting still for. I thought about that sentence for a
long time. It was true. When I build model planes at home, I can sit for two hours. 1

had simply never tried to sit still for fishing before.

After that I cast again, and each time I sat still longer than before. The second
time I caught another small fish. The third time the float tapped many times but I
lifted too late, and when the hook came up the bait was gone. Grandpa said that was a
clever little fish that stole the bait and ran away. When the sun became too hot, we
packed up and went home. I carried the bucket with two small fish inside, and I

walked like a hero.

That summer memory taught me what patience really is. Patience is not suffering
in silence. Patience is watching for something you want with your whole heart, and
letting your hands wait until the right moment. Now, when I am doing homework and
feel like getting up, I remember the red—-and-white float on the water, and I can sit
still again. That morning by the river is the most unforgettable fun thing of my

whole summer vacation.
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A Surprise by the River: My Float Moved First

Something happened by the river this summer vacation that made my grandpa laugh

out loud: my float moved first.

That day we went to the river after a whole night of rain. The water had risen a
little and looked somewhat muddy. Grandpa said that after rain, fish bite well,
because the rain brings food and courage to the fish. Grandpa set up his rod at the

big bend of the river, and I set up mine at a small inlet nearby. I copied everything
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grandpa did: how to put the bait on the hook, how to cast, how to sit with my hands
on my knees. I was full of confidence. I was sure I would catch a big fish that
morning. But half an hour passed, and grandpa’s float did not move, and my float did
not move either. Doubt started crawling into my heart. Grandpa said without turning

his head: Do not rush. The fish are on their way.

Just then, my float moved. First it slid sideways about half its length, and then
it went straight down. My hands went clumsy with nervousness, but I remembered
grandpa’ s rule: when the float goes under, 1ift the rod, and lift it firmly. So I
lifted. The line came out of the water with a splash, and swinging on the hook was a
small fish with dark stripes along its body, biting the hook tightly with its mouth.
I ran toward grandpa holding the fish, and he looked at it and laughed out loud:
There is nothing in my bucket yet, and you have opened the score. This round belongs
to you. Grandpa’s rod had not moved the whole morning, and I, the beginner, had

caught a fish first. I was so happy that I stood on my tiptoes.

The surprises were not finished yet. A little later, grandpa’ s float finally
moved. He lifted the rod, but there was no fish on the hook — the bait had been
bitten off completely clean. Grandpa shook his head and said that was a truly clever
fish. After that, my side kept biting, one small fish after another, each only two or
three fingers long. Grandpa said small fish should go back into the river, so we
released all of them except the biggest one, and carried home only a single fish for

soup.

When we were putting the fish back, I even made a fool of myself. I cupped the
little striped fish in both hands and leaned down to release it, but my hands
trembled and the fish sprang out of my palms, landed right back in the shallow inlet,
flicked its tail, and disappeared. I sat there frozen on the bank, and grandpa
laughed so hard he could not straighten his back. He said the fish had escaped from
me twice, so it must feel a special bond with me. I squatted by the water for a long
time watching, feeling a little reluctant to let it go, but also knowing this was the
right thing to do. Grandpa patted my head and said: Today you caught more fish than I

did, and you released them without hesitation too. Now you look like a real angler.

On the way home, Grandpa said something I keep remembering: You see, it is not
always true that grown-ups are better than children. You sat still today, and the
fish rewarded you for it. I thought about how at the beginning I could not sit still
and kept asking grandpa why nothing was biting, and I felt a little embarrassed —
but also very proud. Passing the little shop at the village entrance, grandpa even
bought me an ice pop to celebrate my first catch. It was a mung bean ice pop, and its
melted water dripped onto my hand as I licked it and walked ahead of grandpa. Our
shadows stretched long in the morning sun, looking like two fishing rods held up

against the road.
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At lunch, the one small fish we took home was stewed into soup. The soup was
milky white and smelled wonderful, and I think it tasted better than any soup before,
because I caught that fish myself. This summer vacation memory, especially the moment
when my float moved first, I cannot forget no matter what. It gave me a surprise, and

it gave me something even better: confidence in myself.
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