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[bookmark: _GoBack]Sluggishly I prepared psychologically for the laborious mission that lay ahead of me. After a good number of unfruitful fishing endeavors which left my skin scorched, I knew eventually it was my day. At the age of eight, my confidence assured me that I will come out victorious. Full of myself I pitied the fish that would be my prey for the day.
Occupying me intensely was my naïve zeal to navigate the gap separating my childhood from adulthood. So completely immersed was I in my thinking that the Four-kilometer journey to the river seemed transitory. Abruptly, getting back into the realism I let slip my fishing rod. Hanging the rods end on the boat edge, I threw the bail and placed the lure into the river. Like the instrumental accompaniment in the dreadful movie, the hum of the trolling motor added to my tension. A strong pull on the line forced me to my feet quicker and hurriedly held the rod with all my strength. Nearly, I plunged over the boat ride into the water, into the potent of the nervous energy I hauled on the fishing rod. However my adrenaline flowed through my veins, my strength was progressively fading. Just when I was ready to give up and succumb to frustration, the fish leaped on the water surface. I cared no more for any move that I had to take; rather I longed to catch the fish.
The battle, however, lasted for about fifteen minutes; it was fifteen that I still remember to date.  The fish hauled me with a strong force as it struck the waters. Sooner than expected the up and down movement came into a halt. Nearing the boat, I felt a strong zeal and thrilled than when I heard the fish leap in the water. At my parent's command, I hauled the fish on the floor of the boat. Bursting with excitement, I released the net and with a great thud, dropped the fish. I pitifully looked at the aggressively thrashing fish helplessly at my feet. I felt sickened and lost in sympathy as the dying beast energy faded drastically. Nevertheless, for the first time in my life, I felt that I have graduated to adulthood.
In spite of my parents and siblings praises, in a bitter stillness, I rode to the riverbank. I could not keep my mind away thinking the creature I saw leap energetically into the water and the one laying pathetically. What impressed me that day was the realism that I was no longer a mere onlooker to the vandalism. Had I not taken the imitative to drop the hook in the river, the dying beast would be alive in the water.
In retrospect, I am assured that I did so to traverse from childhood to adulthood. However, my views regarding fishing have changed; I still have that powerful drive that molds up to date. Nobody can argue over the alarming potential of human beings to include the extinction of each life form on the earth. Since the capacity to alter the world at a larger scale is limited to a single form of life, so is, the force that constitutes personal conscience. My sense of moral principles is beyond what can be seen. This particular fishing experience helped me to realize my potential. It is through this experience I am whom I am today.

