The older brother raised his pole overhead and gently cast bobber, sinker, and hook about ten feet away from the pier.  The sinker pulled the wiggling worm under the water and immediately the whole rig was carried in the direction of the current.  The bobber kept everything off the bottom.  The boy’s eyes were glued to the bobber.

The younger boy sent the disemboweled bullhead into the current with a twinge of guilt.  He hated to hold worms, but he knew that his older brother would call him names if he didn’t, so he reached into the cardboard container and pulled a worm out of the clump, then threaded his hook through it.  He cast his rig over the rail and the current pulled it under the pier.  He felt an instant tug.  “I’ve got another one!” he called out.  “It’s huge!  Get the net.”  

The older boy reeled in his rig and went for the net.  “Let out some line before the fish breaks it,” he yelled.   While his brother held the pole, the older boy went behind the pier and got down on his knees and tried to reach the line.  Instead he grabbed what felt like a rag.  He pulled on it until he could see what he had in his hands.  His hands sprang open as if he had grabbed a hot coal.  “It’s a leg!” he screamed.  “It’s somebody’s leg!”

