In 1956 when | was seven my grand-
father gave me a fiberglass rod, a
Medalist reel, a box of flies and this
advice: "You fish with a rod, not a

pole.” The rest, as they say, is history.
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In 1991 a mid-life crisis led to a year-long family
sojourn in a one-dock Bahamian village. Several
times a week I'd ride my old bike, fly rod across
the handlebars, through town past the Colonial
cottages and down the coral path to greet the
flood tide on the bonefish flats—a 40-year-old

just loving being 12 again.

Curry Sound, North Eleuthera, Babamas
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Buebler Valley, South Island, New Zealand




