Forbidden pleasure

The topic for the week is Women in Fly-fishing - the more the merrier - in principle [http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cjIDNMQDHzw].

I stumbled on a three kids poaching - just the way they should. Their tackle consisted of an outfit, which, in its prime could bench-press 50 or 60 pounds, common on one of the many small fishing boats in the harbour villages. Now a little long in the tooth, their rod still has several rings, their reel still turns but with a gritty cutting grinding noise and their line could almost resist a frantic trout. Their hooks were sold with cod in mind and their weights are large fractions of a pound.
Casting was a choice between hopping out to a rock and lowering a massive lead into the river or standing on the bank and hurling (no other word fits.) The hopping and lowering option took balance and daring; the hurling option depended on strength and stupidity. They caught nothing. One managed to slip into knee-deep water, thankfully none managed to brain themselves with 6oz of hurling lead.

The moment they saw me they were up and off, with some shouting and a little whooping as they exited through the woods. (I said nothing and certainly didn’t chase them off – I’d quite happily help them catch a fish.)
Those kids will be back - they’ve tasted the forbidden pleasure.

Now look at us. We have all the rods in the world. Our reels purr. Hydrophobic additives and super-duper slicking agents drip from compound taper lines. Leaders and tippets are shot through with unpronounceable polymers and zapped with gamma rays. Our waders breath. Our bags and waistcoats require a route map and our flies are mini-works of art (except Paul’s, which are crap!)

We justify our fishing - proudly strut our hunter instinct – struggle to describe the deep spiritual satisfaction and inner peace found only in casting to wild fish.
How exactly do our reasons for fishing differ from the forbidden pleasure of those young poachers?
Magnus

