Chapter 3- Book by its Cover
The evening after I caught the fish I stopped by my son Search’s house. Search is my first born son. Since he was a toddler- folks have said he looks just like me. So if I say he’s a handsome young man- I get that might sound self flattering.  Most of my life, I’ve been busy with working- probably too busy to enjoy having fun fishing with my son, something I’ve done a lot of with him this year. The thing I am most proud of about him is he is kind.  Kind to me-and in most cases kind to others-always lending a hand when needed and he does it without expectation of something in return.

I pulled down the back ally where I saw his garage door open and he was working on his truck.  He came out to greet me with a smile.  We chatted for a while as I told him about the fishing adventure. “You need to meet my friend Kenny Dad, he’s really a great fisherman” Search said. “Who is Kenny?” I replied. “He’s my friend and he’s on his way over” Search said. With that the sound of a turbo charged VW Jetta comes down the ally.  The blue Jetta pulls in and out steps this tall well built young Hispanic man with a beard and an arm full of tattoos. 
I have stop right here and explain- I grew up in a very rural part of New Jersey- most if not all of my friends look like me. I get I’ve lived a sheltered life. Yet somewhere in my confused mind- I wasn’t expecting Kenny- you see my son actually has the Stars & Bars flag on the back window of his pick up truck (which is a constant distress for me) to be introducing me to a guy that might be mistaken for the Taliban. 

Actually I was expecting one of my son’s “Hillbilly” friends. Not a fellow driving a VW Jetta that looked like Kenny.  But you see, Kenny is truly a beautiful person. He reached out his hand to shake mine. I said “So you know how to fish?”  He laughed and said “I’ve been fishing since I was five, here let me show you.”   As he scrolled through his phone’s photo gallery he pointed to pictures of him holding large golden trout- one right after another- then he started pointing to pictures of his children with large trout. He explained he taught them to fish. 
I have to admit, I was amazed by the size of the fish and ashamed by my own ignorance and biases.   So they asked if I wanted to meet them the next day by Keck’s Bridge in the morning and we could fish together. “Crossing the Little Lehigh Creek on Keystone Road, Keck's Bridge was built in 1954. It is a open grate bridge, 2 lanes, with a small walkway on the east side. It is at the southern edge of the Little Lehigh Parkway.” As described by (waymarking.com)
There is a large, deep hole (4 ft in the deepest parts) about 100 feet long, the creek is about 30 feet wide there. Then it leads into some shallow fast water and makes a sweeping left hand turn and runs pretty straight, flat and slow for about 100 yards. This provides for a lot opportunities for all kinds of fishermen.
By the bridge there is an open mowed grass lawn that I spent many hours this year just sitting there fishing and thinking. It probably is on my top 3 places to fish on the Little Lehigh Creek.  I also met a lot of interesting folks there. 
But that morning there were quite a few fishermen, so Search and Kenny were fishing off the bank where someone had reinforced it with railroad ties.  The ties were backfilled do it made a nice place to stand and fish.  To their left is a tree that hangs out above the creek and to their right is a worn path through the brush but, it’s about 3 feet wide open to the creek.

One of the interesting features about the Little Lehigh, much of it’s banks drop off quick but the center of the river is shallow.  This area is like that so you can’t just step into the water- it’s about a 3 foot drop off on the bank.   Which tends to keep people from wading in this section and with a decent pole and reel set up you can reach both sides of the 40 foot expanse.
The reason, I needed to explain the setting is, this is when I learned that there are big difference in poles and reels.  As I headed down the short path to the creek edge I could see my son and his best friend Kenny. Kenny, let me stand next to him and I began casting my line out. I was trying hard to get it to reach the middle, but it just wouldn’t go very far.  I’d lose my bait or get out 10 feet.  In looking back I realized how Kenny might have felt watching this old man trying to fish. I was struggling with all the lack of knowledge and skill that I was feeling as I watched this young man plunk his bait with laser accuracy where ever he wanted. All the while pulling in fish and talking trash about it. He is a very talented individual, in many ways like Search. If he sees how it’s done, he can figure the rest out. That quality and a life time of being on his own so much of his life gave him a keen awareness of his surroundings, an ability to adapt and improvise.  It didn’t take long until he asked if I wanted to try his pole.  Now, this was like Arthur asking if I wanted to try out Excalibur. I said “Sure”.    

The problem is I put my handle on the right side and Kenny’s is on the left. It took a moment for my brain to figure it out and I gave it a try.  Kenny had just a small bread ball and no split shot. So I gave it a heave. To my surprise I threw it clear across the expanse and onto the bank on the other side. 
At that moment I learned the first lesson Kenny would teach me. Quality matters.  That evening I went home and ordered two 5’ ultralite St Croix Triumph rods- and two Pflueger “President” reels.  A #20 and a #30 which signifies their size. The #20 is what Kenny uses and the #30 is just a bit larger body but both are relatively small compared to the one I owned.  

The next day when the three of us went fishing I announce I had bought two of the Rod Real Combos. Kenny asked “why two?   I said “Well I bought one for Search, I wouldn’t want him to not have one after he introduced you to me, I wouldn’t want him to feel left out.”  Kenny laughed and said “Would you be my Dad?”   I said “Sure what is it you want?”   He gave me that big smile and said “Well I always wanted a G. Loomis Rod” 
Now for the folks new at this fishing thing, any G. Loomis is a really expensive rod. They usually start at $250 and go up from there to $1000+.   So I just laughed and said “Maybe Christmas Son.”   But when I got home I did order him a G. Loomis long sleeve tee shirt.  

From that day Kenny would call me in the morning and ask if I wanted to go fishing. He owned his own business and did landscaping and mowing so early mornings were open for fishing.  He started taking me to his favorite spots, a practice I know now to be a sign of Trust & Respect.   You see, later we’ll discuss this concept, but I’ve learned why most fishermen are very secretive and will give you misinformation to keep you out of their favorite places.

One of the first lessons Kenny taught me was, as you walk along the river always take your time and look at the water. This of course is if you order yourself a pair of polarized sunglasses.  I’ll pause here to tell you about glasses. I have friends that I’ve taken fishing and they say their prescription glasses are polarized already.  Then I put on my $26.00  , brown tortoise shell KastKing fishing glasses, I bought off Amazon on and begin to point out to them, the fish that without them are virtually invisible. That’s usually when I hand them my glasses and they see why their glasses aren’t going to be enough.
Kenny, would be walking and all of a sudden stop, then he’d point out a fish that I hadn’t seen.  He had an uncanny ability to spot them, a skill after a year of fishing pretty much everyday; I have developed through practice and learning the habits of the different trout.

One of the things that I learned was to buy hooks in bulk.  You can go on line and order small boxes of 100-500 different size hooks.  My son Search uses a #12 Eagle Claw hook that comes already tied to a 8 inch piece of probably 10 lb test monofilament, so you just have to tie the line to the loop at the end of the line on the hook.  Except, there is a reason why there are lots of kinds of fishing lines. One reason is if the water is clear, heavy line is easily seen by the fish. That’s why using the lightest line possible to do the job of bringing in the biggest fish without losing it to breakage is the most important choice. Kenny uses 2 lb test on that ultra-lite St Croix and Pflueger combo. Hand ties one of the bulk hooks to his line and puts a “split shot” about 8 inches above it to allow the bait to move a bit, but stay in the same spot at the same time.  You’d hear him bust on us with his usual “You do know what 8 inches looks like?”  

My son Search has his mother maiden name Willson as his last name. It was part of an agreement we made to allow his family name to be carried on since he was the only Male left to have kids.  So the first time Kenny took me to his home his wife called me “Mr Willson” . I heard her call me that from the balcony of their home and I at first didn’t connect the dots. It all at once hit me and I turned and answered. “Yes”. 
From that day on, even after they knew it wasn’t my last name have called me “Mr Willson” Kenny, out of respect, one of his incredible qualities, is he grasps the concept of Respect- given and received.  That’s why I think Search is drawn to him. I’ve met lots of Search’s friends, most were “raised by wolves”.  Kenny on the other hand, has a real grasp on 

