The Fishing Follies

   As a child, my father & mother would always take my brother & I fishing in the spring & summer. It was always a fun time, exploring new places & bonding as a family, even if we didn’t catch anything. As I grew older, these trips became less frequent as my interests turned to other things, girls, cars, biking & the like. Fishing was still fun, but as all young people, I wanted to do things on my own with my friends & “hanging out” with your parents just wasn’t considered “cool”. So my fishing rod ended up tucked away in a shed behind the house & was forgotten about for many years.
   Several years later, I now being much older, a friend of mine suggested one day that we should go fishing. My thought’s quickly returned to my childhood memories & the excitement that fishing trips had always held for me. I, wanting to embrace that time again, whole-heartedly agreed with my friend & a trip was planed.

   This was the first of several excursions. I started out by purchasing a new fishing rod. Nothing fancy; just a telescoping fishing rod from the local Canadian Tire store. I remember the difficulty a large fishing rod was traveling through the woods as a child. It was constantly snagging on an overhanging branch or tripping me up, the only downside to those family outings. I purchased my new rod, as well as some lures, & then anxiously awaited the agreed upon date.

   The appointed day finally arrived. My friend had a small flat-bottomed boat & we had intended to fasten it to the top of my car. We rigged a small universal roof rack we had to the car, then drove to a small irrigation pond, behind a neighbor’s farm house, where the boat was stored. We attached the small boat to my car & then carefully drove back to the farmhouse. Once there we stopped & checked the boat over to make sure it was still securely fastened & would stay that way. 

   We quickly determined it wouldn’t be wise to continue on the highway, as the boat would not stay in place properly; that & the weight of the boat had cause the roof rack to dent my roof slightly so I wasn’t keen on keeping it attached, but I kept that observation to myself. We removed the boat & stored it behind the barn near the farmhouse & left the roof rack attached, which wouldn’t cause anymore damage now that the weight of the boat was gone. 

   It was now close to noon & we grabbed a quick bite for lunch, and then headed to a couple nearby ponds. We didn’t catch any trout, but I wasn’t expecting too since these ponds were near the road & were often frequented by hopeful fishermen. It did, however, give me the opportunity to try out my new purchase, the fishing rod, & work out any kinks it may have. It had a few & I had to untangle the line several times before I could get it to cast properly, but after that it worked as it should. After an hour or so we packed up & called it a day, but not before planning another excursion for later in the week.

   On our next outing, we planned ahead. I procured a truck with which to transport my friend's boat & he suggested a fishing spot about a half hour away that was know to contain small mouth bass. We packed our gear into the truck, loaded the boat & headed on our way. 

   When we arrived my friend & I donned our life jackets, which fit rather snuggly since they were a size or two to small, then launched the boat out into the lake. We had a small, battery powered, trolling motor to propel the boat along the water, but had brought two paddles, "just in case." I had tossed a few snacks into a knapsack & had brought that along as well. 

   After a half hour we had had a few nibbles, but failed to catch anything. I had however managed to "break in" my new rod. Snagging it on an outcropping rock I had given it a few quick jerks to free it up, but I instead simply managed to snap the end of the rod. This of course got a rise out of my friend, who then had to steer the boat over to the offending rock so I could unhook my line. 

  We fished for a while longer, or rather my friend fished while I tried to do the best I could with a broken rod. Getting slightly board, simple floating there on the water with my disabled fishing line bobbing in the water, I broke open the snacks. During our break a few chips fell on the bottom of the boat. Not having a garbage can nearby, I tossed the spilt chips over the side of the boat into the water. Within moments the water was peppered with ripples from bass nibbling on the floating chips. This of course got a chuckle from my friend, who suggested we use the chips for bait, & was quite serious about it. I thought, "what the hey" & tossed a few more chips into the water, then dropped my fishing line in the same area. 

   This little maneuver managed to net us 2, fair sized, small mouth bass. Happy with our success, we decided to move to another area & try again. However, our boat had other ideas. The battery powered trolling motor had expended its charge & refuse to propel us anywhere. We grabbed the paddles, now glad we had brought them along, & decided to abandon the fishing for now & start back to the shore, which was a fair distance off. After finally mastering the maneuvering of a flat-bottomed boat with paddles, we were able to keep the boat in the right direction & move toward the shore. This took us a good 20 minutes or better & we seemed to be fighting the current all the way. Once we made landfall we packed up our gear, loaded up the boat & headed back home, one less fishing rod, but with 2 plus fish. That was the last trip for that year. But further follies were still in store.

*            *            *
 
   Our next adventure didn’t occur until the following year. Once again we mentioned to each other that we should get together for another fishing trip. We again set a date & gathered up all the gear we would need. I had, by then, purchased myself a new rod to replace the one I broke the previous year & had also picked up some new types of bait to try. 

   When the day arrived it was I, this time, which had a fishing spot in mind to try. I had found a nice stream that emptied into the ocean a few weeks prior to our fishing trip, while exploring the beach with a few friends. We had gone out to the shore for wiener roast & walked up the shoreline while the tide was out & there it was. Crystal clear, & virtually untouched by man, except for a small cabin on the beach shore. I mentioned to my friend I would like to check this new find out, & he readily agreed. We started out early, at least for us, around 8am. 

   After a short, but bumpy, ride to the shore we parked the car, grabbed our gear & headed out. I had intended to hike along the beach until we reached the stream, but we weren’t sure if the tide was coming in or going out. So we decided to climb the hill next to the shore & cut through the woods until we reached our destination. Easer said then done! The shoreline in this particular area is surrounded by high bluffs, a couple hundred feet high, & although the area we climbed was not as steep as most of the shoreline, it was still hard going. We had to stop & rest a few times before we reached the top. Of course carrying all our gear, as well as a well-stocked knapsack with our lunch, did impede our progress uphill somewhat. On a few occasions the extra weight on my back would throw off my balance & cause me to stumble. Fortunately it never caused me to fall down, as I’m sure if it had I would have quickly reached the bottom in a ragged heap. And it wouldn’t have done the lunch in my knapsack much good either! After reaching the top we paused for a moment then continued our journey through the woods.

   It took us 30 minutes or better of ducking tree branches, traversing small ravines & acquiring many scratches from low lying bushes before we made it to the stream. Once we broke free of the woods we made an interesting discovery. Directly behind the small cabin I had seen from the beach, was a trail! It led up a hill then veered back in the direction we had just come from. We had just missed it by just a few yards! We shook our heads, laughed, and then continued on to the stream. 

   We crossed over to the far side, as the going appeared easier there, & then began our walk upstream. We traveled for what seemed quite a ways then tested the waters. Nothing. Not even a nibble. We continued upstream a bit further & tried again. Still nothing. We had now been hiking for an hour & decided to break for lunch. We made a small fire, tossed the pop bottle into the stream to chill it a little, and then roasted a few hotdogs over the open flame. We finished up our lunch, gathered up our belongings making sure not to leave any trash behind, put out the fire, then tried a little more fishing. Nothing, nodda, ziltch! My ideal spot had turned out to be a bust! We turned around & headed back to the shore. 

   Once we we’re again next to the cabin we had to make a decision. Walk back along the shore, or try the trail behind the cabin. I wasn’t sure the trail would take us all the way back to the car, so I thought it best to try the shore. My friend was skeptical, since the tide appeared to be nearly all the way in, but I thought we could make it. I, once again, was wrong. After only traveling a few yards along the shore, we came face to face with a large rock outcropping with the water already lapping at its base. I still thought we could manage our way around it. So handing my gear to my friend I scaled the base of the outcropping & tried to work my way around it. This resulted in thoroughly soaking my shoes & the cuffs of my jeans, & got a great deal of laughter from my friend, who found my situation hilarious.

    I was now determined to press on, & worked my way around the rock mass, until I could see further down the beach. Then my plans were dashed entirely, for there before my eyes lay several more large outcroppings of rocks with water swirling around there bases. I realized we would never be able to safely work our way around them, and edged back to where my friend was standing. This got a smile from my friend as if to say, “I told you so!” I grinned & we both started of to attempt the trail behind the cabin. It was much easier going then the woods had been & we reached the car in good time, although during the who trip my friend would laugh & comment about my wet soaking shoes, which would make a sucking sound with every step I took.

    Once in the car my friend now suggested a spot he knew of that was not to far away that we should try. I was game & asked him which direction to head in, & we were on our way again.

   My friend’s fishing spot was a short drive away & consisted of several small pool connected by a small stream. We parked the car & once again headed into the underbrush & upstream. We were suddenly alerted to the presence of another in the area, as a small bat swooped down towards us before it headed off in the direction of the road. We were slightly startled by the flying creature, since bats usually only come out at night & we rarely see them where we live. We continued upstream until we reached the first of several small pools. There we again tried our lines in the cool running waters. One pool after another failed to offer any help in our attempt to catch anything. I was fishing upstream of my friend & was trying a small promising looking pool, when he decided to walk up to the next pool past me & try there. 

   He scurried by me & cast his line into the water. I concentrated on my fishing, which was still failing to yield any results, when I suddenly heard the sound of rocks shifting! I turned quickly to where my friend was just in time to see him tumble into the water! The large rock he had been standing on wasn’t as stable as he had thought! Now it was my turn to laugh! My friend quickly scrambled out of the water & stood there soaking wet. I was now in hysterics & my friend was starting to laugh at his situation too! 

   He decided he needed a change of clothes, or at least pants, & we headed back the car. Once there my friend decide his trousers where to wet to sit in my car. I didn’t care if the seat got wet, but my friend removed his pants & held them out the window as I drove. I found this nearly as amusing as his tumble into the water. His house was a fair distance away, so he suggested stopping at another friends home & borrowing a pair of jeans. I was slightly hesitant about having to ask to borrow a pair of jeans, since I was the obviously the one who would have to do the asking, & explaining, but I agreed. Ten minutes later & with one pair of dry borrowed jeans, we where on the road again. 

   I thought my friend would want to now call it a day, but he again suggested a spot not to far away that we could try. We had yet to catch anything, so I agreed to give this next spot a try. It was now evening & only a couple hours of daylight remained. This next spot was beside the harbour. We walked up the bank next to the water, until we discovered a nature trail the local residents were making. We crossed over the stream & continued on up the trail, trying the waters every so often. After walking a fair distance & still failing to get any bites, we decided to call it a day & followed the trail back to my car. Once again we returned empty handed, but this time with a few stories to tell.

*            *            *
   Our next trip wasn’t until the following year. My friend had gotten married in the meantime & his responsibilities as a husband came first, as they should. He now had a little place up on the mountain near the harbour we had tried on our last trip. He also had a pond on his property, but it didn’t contain any fish. Nearby his home was a stream that emptied into the ocean. He had mentioned he has caught several good-sized sea bass in the last few days & suggested I come up & test my skills. I readily agreed.

    I arrived at his home the following day & his wife drove us up the dirt road in his truck, with me bouncing around in the rear box, until we reached the spot where we would cut through the wood to reach the stream. I hopped out of the back of the truck, grabbed my gear & we headed off into the trees. 

   We reached the stream after much hiking. Only then did I realize my friend didn’t have a fishing rod with him. I of course asked him about it, & he said it was easier to cut a small branch & tie a line & hook to that then carry around a rod. He then took a small flat tin box from his shirt pocket & opened it up, revealing his fishing line & several lures. He then proceeded to cut a small branch from a tree & tie his fishing line to it, place a lure on the end & cast it in the water. I grinned, baited my own line & began fishing.    

   The day was uneventful, for me anyways, as we worked our way down the stream until we reached the shore. My friend, however, managed to “reel” in a couple fish with his makeshift rod, putting my store bought gear to shame.  Once again the fish had won another round. We walked along the rocky shore until we reached the road & then continued on to his home. Once there I said goodbye for the evening, since it was late, and headed off for home.

*            *            *

   Our last outing was a good 2 years ago now. We again visited the harbour nearby. We parked my friend’s truck at the mouth of the harbour then drove several kilometers to a nearby field with my vehicle. From there we walked down the steep bank to the stream below. Right off the bat I stared off on a “good note” by sliding down the remaining 5 feet of the embankment on my backside. This got a laugh out of my friend & a grin out of me. I got up, dusted the dirt off my behind, & we stared on our way. 

   This was one of our better excursions. The weather was extremely nice, & the wild mints growing in the shallow part of the stream provided a fragrant aroma. The walk through the woods was fairly easy, not to many fallen trees to have to cross, or step banks to climb. The nature surrounding us was beautiful. We walked along for a couple hours, testing the waters, but not catching anything. 

   We broke for lunch, than started up again. After another hour or so I nearly walked onto a wild duck nest. The fleeing creature startled both of us. We recovered from our surprise & then admired the nest & how well it was camouflaged, & then continued on our way leaving the nest undisturbed. 

   Then things began to change for the better with regards to fishing. We were starting to get a few nibbles now & then, & then I finally caught a fish. My friend had pointed to a bend in the stream where a tree lay fallen across it. I had no sooner dropped my line in the water when there was immediately a tug on the hook! I quickly reeled in a large trout! I had not only caught a fish, but I had caught a large one, one I was sure would be the largest of the day. My friend grinned & commented that he should have tried the spot first. We continued on a bit further & tried another spot. Here my friend again showed his superior skill when it comes to fishing. With just his make shift pole, he managed to reel in a larger trout then mine! I just shook my head, while grinning from ear to ear. We continued downstream catching the occasional trout, but never larger then the one my friend had pulled in. 

   Once we reached the harbour we drove back to the field to pick up my vehicle, then returned to my friends home.  I stayed for a barbeque, & we cooked up the trout we had caught. I tried one, but found it tasted to muddy for my liking. All that effort & I couldn’t eat any of it! It didn’t really matter though. Even though the whole point of fishing is supposed to be to catch something, I could care less. I could spend the whole day just enjoying the hike & scenery around me without catching a thing. Besides, my friend had cooked up a few burgers too! Ah, the great outdoors, gotta love it!

