Fishing in the Hatchery

My earliest memories of my grandfather were of fishing. I vaguely remember going with him and wearing rubber boots; I distinctly remember the tug of the pole with the fish fighting back and then much later seeing the fish in a frying in a pan of grease on the stove top that morning. Years later I remember my grandmother scoffing at him for having taken me to the fish hatchery to fish in the tanks. 

Told by Charlie Fisher

