Born Again

I’m sixty-one years old in February. A milestone, of no particular distinction maybe, but it seems significant to me. You’d think by now that I’d have things more or less figured out.  At least things like how to catch fish and where I like to be to enjoy myself.  Well, I guess that’s true to some extent.  I do know what I really want to do with the rest of my remaining time.  One thing I’m doing this year is jacking my job and going fishing.  And I know where to do it. Yup, hasta la vista, baby – I’m going to where they keep the trout. New Zealand.  

I don’t really have enough money for this kind of thing, really, but I also don’t have enough time to screw around.  Time is the real capital in your life.  You want to spend it wisely, not squander it on dumb things like adequate housing, expensive cars and designer trainers for your kids.  OK, we have to make an exception for really pricey fishing reels, but that barely needs mentioning and some things just aren’t worth arguing over.

Anyway, one of the projects for the rest of my life is to become a really good fly caster.  I hear what you’re saying. “But, Bob,” you say. “Surely you can cast as well as you need to.  I mean, just look at all those fish you catch.”  Well I’m hereto tell you brothers and sisters, I have seen the light.  I didn’t deserve those fish.  They are the result of sneaking around in the bushes like an assassin and creeping to within a short, easy toss of a fly.  Let’s face it, those fish really didn’t stand a chance.  I mean, what’s the big deal, they eat flies for a living, right?   Any angler worth his gink would have stood up on his hind legs and cast like a gentleman, at a respectful and sporting distance. 

So, I’m on a journey.  Born again. I’m bound to be saved.   I’ve swallowed my foolish pride and admitted that I don’t have the straight line path. Help me Jesus, I’ve got the creeps and the bad tailing loops. I’ve got an early haul and lousy tracking.  But, I see the light now, I’m gonna walk that lonesome road.  Actually, I’m finally going to pay for some casting lessons.

See, I’ve probably never broken a hundred feet with a trout rod in my life. I’m talking about a tapered fly line in a trout weight, like a five or a six.  Fifty years of fly fishing, you’d think I would have seen the backing knot fly through the rings once even.  Nope, not with a regular fly line, at any rate.  I’ve busted a hundred with steelhead gear, but shooting heads are just a species of spinning rig anyway, so they don’t really count (no offence). 

The thing that set me on the path of redemption was the recent British Fly Casting Club record for the five weight line set by our own Paul Arden, der ubercaster to those who know him.  Paul threw that thing one hundred and thirty feet and nine inches.  Then he picked up somebody’s seven weight outfit and threw that one hundred and thirty five feet and six inches.  I mean, is that even decent? 

