MHARRIMAE: RNAFEEST

FERAETL RN, RS T M, AT .

RFE N B Ja KA. KB T 5 1A%, SN EHL, KT
JHE AR A4 T M. SF AR, RAEFL—MAVKIE LB O REEFTME T
LA ETRHER D LAY, fFOAE, R H S REERPAKNN. AT,
FRMAEAD, FHOEAZ . BOBEIFHEITE, S BARY: 3, Sre E.

BRI, BMEED) 7. SEERETR 7B M%7, B H AT Ul BRIKAS TR
T WIS EU R EUR TR, k. Joih, MK, B EHESE 4,
O B EIERALL WECHRR R RN, REEE ARSI, S ETE, RETH: &
WA, REITIK T, X R ST BBl XA TR ET .
Hem AT T

AN RSE. T =)L, FRMAEETE T, hins, WA sa, MgesT
TS ARSI A TIEM IS . Rk BOXI I E = 0, RN =T K
M. A UUNMAEIIRE, BATER TR 4%, HRIER T A, R &R .

JRCAR R PR W T AN o BONTRE ML RAFLUMAKE, T8, ENERT LR
PR e, IELFREAAKHS, RO IR T . RIERH, SRS EARNE, e T ikik
M, ERRAT SR WIAEKILE TR, LEATREAAT, SO R A5 S ERM Sk i
SRIRPIBI AL RIEZ, RS T, BRI 1.

I EATAUi: G, KA —EFRE LN LR RS RARMIAE, gk, RARE
IR H CAAAME . ZIATS B AR T, AR, ORI S, Bl /N SEEe, 55
TR T —MUKRE, YR PBLIITIK . ST VKRN EIT L, I COEEm Sk, 1t
HERIRFHIAAK, B IRASE A5,

A, DR AR NI T, e, WA . RAEFIXBEAME SN, D
HH O X2 EERE, Rl R MEEE A, REABEAT. e84 TH M
T T B AEELFRIRIE: X H SRS L

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
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
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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.

At lunch, the one small fish we took home was stewed into soup. The soup was
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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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