
Fishing with Grandpa 

 

I loved fishing when I was a little boy growing up in Murdock Lake Ontario.  Grandpa would prop me up 

in a canoe, put a minnow on my hook, cast the line into the lake and hand me the fishing rod.  I’d sit 

there until I felt a tug on the line, then scream like a crazy kid until Grandpa took the rod and reeled in 

the fish.  Then he’d take the fish off the line while I cried because I felt sorry for it.  Of course when I got 

home I’d brag like a pro about the whopper I caught.  Grandpa always played along, talking me up like a 

pro. 

 

When my cousin, Mary, was a little older, she’d come with us.  Always more of a tomboy she didn’t wait 

for Grandpa to reel in her line.  She’d just turn around and run, rod in her hand, dragging the fish out of 

the lake and run home.  I can only imagine what the fish thought as it bounced along in the dirt and 

grass.  Looking back, Grandpa had a lot of patience with us, or me. 

 

Then, somewhere along the way, fishing lost some of its charm.  As I got older, I decided fishing was not 

a very effective way to make friends.  Let’s all meet at my home after work.   

 

Then when I was walking out of my home on the way to work the other day, something in the crispness 

of the morning air made be suddenly long to drop my lunch box, kick up my heels and grab a fishing rod.  

I knew though, that it wouldn’t be the same without Grandpa who passed away 50 years ago.   

 

When I got home that evening, I pulled out an old box of pictures and sifted through them until I found 

one I remembered.  I was standing near the shore as a small boy, fishing rod in my hand.  Grandpa stood 

beside me gazing out onto the lake with an expectant look on his face.  He knew I was going to catch a 

fish, just like he knew I was going to become a successful husband, find a good wife and make a splash in 

the world.   

 

I wish I could tell Grandpa what an important part of my life those fishing trips were.  I’d tell him I 

treasure every minute we spent together and it had nothing to do with fishing.  It was just like yesterday 

my Grandpa stood beside me and said, “Let’s go fishing grandson.” 

 

I wrote this story 

Joe Paishk 

 

Thanks a lot Grandpa! 

 

 


