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A Wonderful Fish Story 

by Connie Meyer 
 

 

The early morning air was cool and brisk, but Michael shivered with more excitement than cold 

as he boarded his uncle’s fishing boat. This would be his first fishing trip with “the men”. He clutched 

his pole and tackle box tightly. 

“Just set them there for now, Michael,” said Dad. “We won’t cast our lines until we’re quite a 

distance off shore.” 

Uncle John started the motor of the little boat and the three seamen made their way through the 

channel and onto the open water of the huge lake. Michael was silent as he took in all the sights and 

sounds. A small, pink, eastern sliver of light grew and changed into peach and then to a full, glorious, 

golden yellow. Mist layered the shoreline like frosting on a cake, until the yellow sunlight licked it up. 

Sea gulls scolded and squawked as they traveled through their territory. Then more distant became their 

caws and more distant became the shore, until finally they were quite away and quite alone. Uncle John 

turned off the motor. 

Michael looked in every direction and couldn’t help exclaiming, “It’s...it’s so big!” Waves 

gently rocked the boat, making him feel even smaller. 

Father chuckled as he opened the tackle box and prepared his line and lure. “It is a special 

experience, isn’t it? Water all around...and no land in sight.” 

“It never fails to remind me of Psalm 107,” said Uncle John, “‘They that go down to the sea in 

ships, that do business in great waters; These see the works of the Lord, and His wonders in the deep.’” 

“How true,” added Dad, “how true.” 

All three cast their lines and patiently waited. Then suddenly Michael felt a tug on his pole. Just 

in time he gripped it with all his might, because a second tug nearly pulled him and his pole into the 

water. 

“Help! I got one!” he yelled. 

Dad dropped his pole and helped Michael hold onto his line. Uncle John coached them through 

each round of pull and release. Finally Michael wearily reeled in his catch. 

“Well, look at that. A chinook!” said Uncle John. 

“One of the wonders in the deep, said Dad. 

Michael beamed. He would never forget this wonder-full day. 
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