More Adventures of Don & Tom

“It’s Still Alive”
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My brother Don & I went on a scouting event with our scout master, Jim Winegar.   The scouts were so excited, we were going fishing at Utah Lake.  We took bows and arrows and a few metal spears.  This trip was different, the first time we went we took fishing poles.  At the edge of lake there were fish hold areas, full of huge carp.  We hand great fun target shooting at the carp with arrows that were attached to fish line.  Trying to spear one of these fish was even more difficult.  

Just before we were leaving Don & I found an old fishing net, we used the net to catch a good size carp.  As soon as we got the fish out of the water, we used a wooden fish wacker and hit it in the head.  When it finally wasn’t moving, we put the fish in a large container.  Jim yelled out “Time to go boys”.  We didn’t have time to clean it, we decided to take care of it when Jim dropped us off at home.  

We were anxious to show our prize catch to Mom.  Don picked up the fish and we walked in the front door, where Mom was sitting on the coach.  Mom had a real surprised look on her face when Don walked in behind me holding the fish in his 

arms.  Mom said: “What do you to think you are going to do with that fish?”  Before we could answer, the fish, we thought was dead, woke up.  It squirmed out of Don’s arms and landed on the floor in front of Mom.  

By that time poor Mom was standing on the couch.  I was amazed how quickly she got to her feet.   Don yelled “Quick hand me the fish wacker”, and hit the fish over the head.  This time he really did put the fish out of its misery.   It was so funny to see Mom standing on the couch cushion. Don & I started laughing.  Mom said “So you think that’s really funny do you, guess what we are going to have for dinner?  Fish! You two get in the kitchen and clean that fish, so we can get it ready to cook”.  We said almost in unison “But Mom, that’s a garbage fish”.  She said: “Then why did you bring it home”.

Mom helped us get some of it cut up and put into a frying pan.  We ask Mom if she was sure that she really wanted fish for dinner.  She said: “Why not, you caught it didn’t you”.   Cooking part of that fish made the whole kitchen smell.  Don and I both loved to eat, but this meal looked less than inviting.  We each took one small bite and we both were through eating for the evening.  Feeling kind of sick we ran  to the bathroom.  We vowed we would never bring a fish like this one home again.  Mom always knew the way to teach us great lessons.   

Some of those who knew Don & I may think we knew the fish was still alive.  Regardless of the facts, we are sticking to our story.
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