One of my favorite things to do with my family is go fishing. During the summer, my family goes fishing on Saturdays. Mom and Dad like to get to the lake early.

We make fishing fun by having a contest. Mom always packs four special prizes. One prize goes to the person who catches the first fish another prize goes to the person who catches the most fish. The third prize goes to the person who tries hard but doesn’t catch any fish. The last prize is the best. It goes to the person who catches the biggest fish. My teacher gives a prize to the student who has helped her the most each week. Last week I won the prize for the most fish, but I have never won the big one.

Last Saturday when we were fishing, Dad was the first to feel a tug on his pole. He caught a small catfish. I sat and waited for my pole to move. Nothing seemed to happen. Then my brother yelled with surprise. He had a fish on his line. I watched as he brought it in. His fish weighed over two pounds.
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Then my rotten luck changed. As I was moving my pole around gently, it
dipped suddenly. I grabbed it and started to bring in the line. “I’ve caught the big one,” I shouted. It seemed like forever before I got my catch to shore. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I had caught the big one, all right. It was an old boot! Dad and I put it on the scales just for fun. The boot weighed over three pounds.

We fished until it was almost dark. Dad ended up catching the most fish. Mom didn’t catch no fish. My brother caught two more fish, but they wasn’t very big. On the way to the truck, my mom hands me a prize. “What is this for?” I asked. My brother smiled and said, ‘‘We think you should win the prize for the big one.’’ I looked at my old boot and laughed. I guess I really did catch the big one after all.
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