Memoir Draft

“Hey buddy, wakeup we’re here” said my dad as we pulled in to the boat launch. The sun was just breaking the surface over the dead calm water and the docks were empty.  I thought I would never see this wonder sight.  I was finally here; I am going fishing on a Lake Erie with my dad.  I got on the boat and we were off, shooting across the water to his special spot.  All I could think about was the fact that this might be the first time I was going to catch a Walleye and the fight it might put up.  After about five minutes we slowed down to a trolling speed and I knew right away what this meant, we were here. 

 The both of us were minutes when all of a sudden fishing for about 20 my rod whipped downward.  As soon as I looked at my rod I felt butterflies in my stomach and my heart started racing faster and faster.  I reached for it and pulled it out of the holder, as soon as I put my hand on the reel it snapped back and the line went slack. Knowing what this meant my dad told me to reel in my line. This felt like an eternity of disappointment until I saw what happened.  My line came to a sudden stop, my lure was gone, so the line must have broke. My dad told me that based on the action of the rod and the fact that my line broke, that a big fish must have taken your lure.  I was a little upset that my lure was lost but I soon got over it when I realized that my lure worked.
After I put a new lure on my line I was back fishing just waiting to see if I will get another chance.  About another 15 minutes later my rod bent down again. I had another strike.  This one wasn’t going to get away from me.  I ignored the butterflies and my pulsating heart to grab the rod as fast as I could and set the hook right away, what I didn’t realize that this fish was going to put up the largest fight I have ever had at that point in my life. The stress of the idea of catching my first fish on a Great lake wasn’t the only thing running through my mind.  My dad was like a sports coach telling me what to do, teaching me as I fought this fish. I brought the reel in close keeping my rod tip up struggling to maintain control.  The drag on my reel would run then I would reel it back.  The fish and I fighting blow for blow in this seemingly endless struggle for a winner. I must have only been fighting that fish for 2 minutes but to me it felt like an eternity.  I was on the edge of giving up until finally the fish was at the boat.  My dad instantly grabbed it with the net as if his life depended on it and I couldn’t be any happier with my accomplishment. When I saw this glorious 20 inch fish I gave out a sigh of relief, I caught one.  After the pictures and pats on the back I was tired. I didn’t want to fish for at least another half-hour because I was sore.  
To this day I will always remember that fishing trip with my dad.  I still have the picture with the fish. That was the first Walleye I have ever caught and ever since then I haven’t been able to stop fishing.  That day I learned that if you can get past that feeling in your stomach you can accomplish your goals and be successful at whatever the task may be and I thank my dad for that. 

