
Fishing Follies
by
Eyes Right 
Greenville, ME – I have no idea why I continue to fish.   I am a terrible fisherman, and that is being extremely charitable.   Oh, I catch the occasional fish, but, in reality, fish have no greater friend than your correspondent.   The odds of one of my hooks ending up in the mouth of any fish are less than my winning the Powerball lottery.   Yet I continue to try.
Today, for example, I drove about 20 miles to the west from our cabin here in northern Maine to Indian Pond, a large lake which is fed by two rivers which originate to the north at Moosehead Lake (the descriptors “pond” and “lake” are essentially interchangeable in Maine, at least in terms of size - some of the ponds here are huge bodies of water, far larger than most of the lakes - go figure!).  In former days, this Indian Pond (there are numerous “Indian Ponds” in Maine) was an important body of water for transporting logs in the spring from rivers and lakes to the north to the saw mills downstream in the middle of Maine.   To reach one of the few landings where a kayak can be easily launched, I left the main road, State Route 15, and endured five miles of a dirt logging road which would be very unkind to most passenger cars.   My pickup truck with three kayaks in the back had no problem navigating a path through the extreme potholes.   
Once I reached the gravel boat ramp, I was soon underway in my kayak with three rods and reels, two containers of night crawlers, two types of artificial worms, an electronic depth/fish finder, and a tackle box crammed with multiple sizes of hooks, sinkers and other fishing paraphernalia.   Strapped to my kayak were a net to haul in fish, a stringer to keep the fish alive after they are caught, and several pieces of rope to tie the kayak to overhanging trees, buoys, or any other stable object.  In short, I was ready for a major fish haul.
I paddled approximately a mile to the west to a group of small islands at the mouth of the river called the West Outlet of Moosehead Lake.  In past years I have enjoyed some success catching decent size bass at this location.  Upon arrival I put out one line with a night crawler about 10 feet deep under a bobber.  I then used one of my other fishing rods to cast with a lure.  I was taken by surprise when almost immediately a decent size fish took the lure, jumped out of the water and simultaneously spit the lure towards me and the kayak.  It was if the fish was saying, “Is that the best you can do?”  That brief episode, it turns out, was the only sign of a fish that I encountered for the next three hours.  
What did happen in that interval was a series of snags where my hook latched onto submerged debris (logs, rocks, mystery “stuff”) leading to a loss of hook, line, and sinker.  I also managed to tangle the line from two of my rods with each other several times.  There appears to be a law of nature that if fishing line can become entangled with anything, it will happen.   An indispensable item for fishing is a good knife to assist in such situations.  After three hours of frustration, I was ready to use the knife on my wrists….
I tried several other locations on Indian Pond in an increasingly desperate search for any type/size of fish.  By now the wind had begun to increase in strength, making paddling something of an adventure/fight for survival.  Although the surface water temperature here in August is a comfy 71 degrees, about a foot below the surface it drops dramatically.  Capsizing the kayak in this lake is akin to a death sentence.  Even with a PFD (personal flotation device) you will almost certainly succumb to hypothermia before anyone can find you, particularly since there was no one else in sight on the water).  By the time I made the decision to head back to the landing, the wind was on my left rear quarter, creating a “following sea” with waves about 1-2 feet.  This level of waves is not a problem if you are heading into them in a kayak, but when they are coming from behind, it is very difficult to maintain a course because the waves tend to push the bow of the kayak to the left.  Meanwhile, the two fishing rods again became entangled with the third one, although none was now in the water.
After considerable effort, I did finally reach the safety of the landing with these results:  zero fish, considerably less gear, and three still-tangled rods and reels.  Just another day to add to my fishing woes. Of course, I will be out again tomorrow.  Different lake/pond, but almost certainly the same results.
I thought you might like to know.
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