
“Many men go fishing all of their lives without ever knowing it is not always fish they are after.”








- Henry David Thoreau


Fishing gives me solace.  It creates a warming sensation, a calming effect that no other drug or stimulus/depressant could ever create.  


I fish for the sounds.


I fish for the smells.


I fish for the sights.


Where else can one watch as a full-grown black bear swims across a river channel not 25 yards in front of you?  Or a family of otters at play?  Or eagles dropping like missiles from the sky toward some hidden target beneath the water’s surface?  Or listen to a moose slosh through marsh?  Or catch camouflaged glimpses of deer as they creep through forests in the heart of fall?


I live for this.


I fish to hear the wail of loons at dawn.


I fish for the challenge; the mind game one must play to outsmart the fish.  I fish to push myself further and further each time out, both mentally and physically.  


I fish to hear the patter of rain drops on my rain jacket and the “whooshing” noise of the rain on the water’s surface.


I fish because fishing encompasses every aspect of the natural world I love so much.


I fish for the memories. 

