REALITY

So, I was sitting in my hospital laz-Z-boy chair having a chat with my partner, Mag. We were having a conversation about practical matters, like getting a replacement truck and making sure we had some firewood at the scout hall, and so on. You know, sensible stuff. Mag was just saying she had to get some money to pay for things, and I said, “I’m sure pleased with the gold bars I got from the Waipori last year.”

“Eh?” says Mag.

“Am I talking shit again?” says I.

“Yup”

I’d done it again.  It was the drugs of course.  Only moments earlier we were talking about something else, quite lucidly, when I asked what we were going to to about the  little goat.  Mag naturally assumed I was referring to the big goat that lives at the scout hall with us.  Well, not with us, really, but we sort of inherited him after the South Island conclave a couple of years ago.  It’s not my goat, by the way, but he’s, you know, there.

Anyway, I wasn’t talking about that goat, which is real, I think, but the wee tiny white goat that was sitting on the black linoleum right in front of me in the hospital. Like a spaniel or something. Plain as day. I wasn’t at all worried about where it came from, just what we were going to do with it.

The weird thing is that I felt completely rational and lucid while doing it.  It just sort of slipped in there among all the ‘real’ thoughts, and seemed to me to make perfect sense.

I only mention this because it seems to fit in with a conversation I had with Bhuddachu yesterday.  Simon dropped by to check up on me about the upcoming trout season.  We had a great chat about the importance of an anglers state of mind and attitude.  It makes all the difference. I’ve got this idea that most of the concern about fly pattern is just a confidence thing.  I mean, flies are important, but nowhere near as important as the belief that they are going to work.  

We thought about a bunch of guys we fish with.  All superb anglers, who all fish quite different flies for exactly the same fish in exactly the same water.  If you put our go-to flies in a photograph, say for a fishing book, they would make up quite a large selection of different styles – from the minimalist string fly to one of Stu’s fantastic foam bugs.   They all work.

What this says to me, is that most of what we think we know is a mental construction.  There’s a lacuna, or unexplained gap, between what is real and what we think is real.

The great thing about ‘Loops is this is an ongoing conversation, which often breaks into a full blown argument, but is gradually closing that gap.  Sometimes what we ‘know’ it just a weird wee goat, but just occasionally we come up with a gold bar.   

