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				When I turned eight, I always wanted to catch a big fish, since my name was Fisher. My dad also enjoyed fishing, so he would sometimes bring me along with him on his fishing trips.  
	One sunny Saturday morning when I was nine, me, my dad, and my three brothers decided to go fishing while my mom was at work. My dad called her and told her we were going fishing and would be home later. After the call, we packed some things for the car ride. “Pack some snacks too. We’re going to be there for a while.” My dad commands. Once we are ready, we get in the car. “It’s going to be a thirty minute drive.” My dad tells us. “Aww, that’s so long.” My brother whines. On the way there we buy McDonald’s to eat, since it was already 10:00a.m, and we didn’t eat breakfast. When we got to the fishing site, my dad unpacks and set up the fishing gear while me and my brothers play around. Near the water are many sticks. We even find this one bamboo stick that’s taller than my younger brother, Chase. My other younger brother Ryder, was swinging it around and accidentally hit Chase, who started crying. Me and my older brother Hunter helped him, and brought Chase back to the car to get some rest. As we walk back, I hear my dad shout “I got one!” 


	Me, Hunter, and Ryder run over to him. My dad measures the fish, but it’s only 20 inches long. The rule is that the fish has to be at least 24 inches long for you to be allowed to keep. “It’s too small.” My dad tells us. “Awww, but I wanted to catch a big fish to eat.” Groans Hunter. I told him, “I’m going to catch a big fish with my fishing pole so we can eat it for-“ “No you won’t” Hunter interrupted. “I’m going to prove you wrong” I tell him. After about an hour, all the fish we catch are only little fish that’s we aren’t allowed to keep.
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			We even catch a fish that is 23 inches long, but is still one inch too short to keep. A couple minutes later we start to get hungry, so we eat some of the snacks our dad told us to pack. After another thirty minutes, we start to get bored and lose hope of catching a nice fish. “See I told you you wouldn’t catch a big fish.” My brother teased. My dad tells us, “We’re going to leave now, so you guys should pack up.” We clean up and get ready to leave. Right as my dad puts away his fishing pole, my fishing pole’s bell starts ringing, because there is a fish biting the bait and got stuck on the hook trying to get away.

 	“Go get it, Fisher.” My dad orders. I rush over to the fishing pole thinking another small, weak fish is on the hook, but right as I yank the fishing pole up and reel it in, it pulls me down with a lot of force. Luckily, I don’t fall down. Before we got to the fishing site, my dad told me that if you feel a strong force pulling you and the fishing pole down, then there is most likely a big fish biting the hook. I yank the fishing pole up and reel as fast as I can, but the fish won’t give up on trying to swim away.

After three minutes of struggling, I pull the fish out of the water, and out comes a fish twice the length of my arm, two inches thick, and the height of a soda can. “Dad I got a big one!” I yell. My dad and brothers rush over to look. “Yay, big fish!” Exclaims Chase, who woke up just a few minutes ago. I tell hunter, “See, I told you I would get a big one.” “It’s not even that big.” He mumbles. “It’s big enough.” Laughs my dad. “Good job.” “Can we leave now?” Asks Ryder. “Okay, let’s go.” My dad tells us.
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				After a couple minutes of packing our stuff, we get in the car and drive home. When we get home me and my brothers unpack everything in the car. While we unpack, my dad cleans and cooks the fish for dinner. Once the fish and some other foods are done cooking, we grab our plates and eat one of the best fish I tasted. Even though it was one of the best fish I ever tasted, I still don’t know what kind of fish it was.
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	The author of this ebook is Fisher S., who was born in Oakland, and grew up in Alameda. When not writhing, Fisher enjoys reading, playing volleyball, and playing video games. His favorite subject is math. The inspiration behind this story was Fisher’s dad’s hobby of fishing, when he brings Fisher with him. After reading this story, Fisher hopes you don’t give up on things too early, because in this story Fisher almost gave up too early and almost didn’t catch and fish. 
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