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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

the shapes of the trees on the bank. Grandpa stopped at a bend of the river where

www. vv99. net



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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