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Fish Tales 

“A long time ago, when I was just a boy,” said Grandpa. 

“When dinosaurs still roamed the earth,” Dad chipped in. 

This was a Christmas holiday ritual. Our lines cast into the pink sunset-flecked 

waves of Five Mile Beach, listening to Grandpa’s tall tales. 

Undeterred, Grandpa went on, “I was admiring my catch – a monster bream, the 

biggest I’d ever seen, when I felt hard bristles rub against my leg. I turned to see a 

whoppin’ great seal lookin’ me in the eye.” 

“Not another seal story,” quipped Dad. “Did this one sing opera or recite 

poetry?” 

“How do you put up with such a killjoy, Jimmy?” joked Grandpa. I just smiled. 

James was my real name but I didn’t mind that Grandpa called me Jimmy. 

“The creature started swaying his head and barking. I’d heard that seals can be 

real nasty so I backed away but it heaved its great body after me. Then it did the most 

amazing thing! A handstand on its front flippers! I couldn’t help myself, I clapped. That 

only seemed to annoy it. I’m sure it was just about to sink its teeth into my arm when I 

realised something. It expected a reward for its performance! I threw my catch bucket at 

it, bream and all, and then legged it up the beach.” 

A bellow erupted from Dad. It wasn’t one of Grandpa’s better ‘one-that- got-

away’ stories but I didn’t think it was that bad. Now Dad was cursing and hopping up to 

the dry sand. 

“Sit down.” ordered Grandpa. “Catfish spine right through your shoe. Get the 

thermos Jimmy.” 
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 I ran up the beach into the car park. As I opened the boot I felt a sharp sting in 

my leg. I looked down to see a large bull ant on my ankle, just above my shoe. With 

tears in my eyes, I brushed it off to reveal a reddening welt. I hobbled back across the 

sand with the thermos. 

Dad was still groaning in agony. Grandpa poured the water from the thermos 

into the catch bucket. 

“Stick your foot in,” he said to Dad. “Hot water’s best thing for it.” Dad seemed 

to get instant relief when his foot hit the water. 

“Why are you hobbling?” Grandpa asked me. 

“A bull .... Somethin’s on my line!” I gasped pointing to my bending rod. 

Grandpa grabbed my rod from its holder and handed it to me. “Take it. She’s 

yours to reel in.” Dad and Grandpa shouted instructions: 

“Reel out a bit.” 

“Now in.”  

“Gently.” 

“Hold.” 

I fought for half an hour and finally landed a metre-long (well almost) 

mulloway. 

While Grandpa cleaned the catch, I lay exhausted, staring at the starlit sky.   

“Whatcha’ thinking Jimmy?” 

“I was thinking I would tell my grandchildren about the day, when I was just a 

boy, I saved my father from death by a venomous spinefish, battled a swarm of angry 

bull ants and still managed to land an enormous fish.” 

“Now that’s a good tale,” said Dad. 

 


