The grass was damp, but getting wet was just part of fishing, so being comfortable on the edge of the creek, was much more important. It was going to be a long day of fishing on the Little Lehigh and fall was coming on quickly.  There was a pair of Brown Trout swimming directly in front of me as I watched them through my tortoise shelled polarized sunglasses.  In the fall they spawn especially the two plus year old brown trout we stock from the hatchery. There was a big 18” female and a 17” male moving around the open flat water in front of me. I had a zip lock sandwich bag filled with “Hatchery Bait” dough.  It’s the food they feed at the Hatchery mixed with flour & water to make a Play Dough kind of putty, that can be put on a hook and it will stay like a bread ball. The Brown Trout we stocked have spent their whole life eating it so they gobble it up. 
  Some of the folks that volunteer at the Hatchery use it all the time. They’ll throw a handful of the fish food pellets on the water and the fish will come up to feed then they’ll throw their line in with a small ball of the food made into the putty and the Browns will eat it up. It’s very effective just not so sporting- but lots of people are there to harvest fish so, it’s kind of a thing.

I tossed a small piece in and as it began to sink the male Brown charged it and it disappeared. That was a good sign I was going to catch my “one fish a day” requirement to go home early.  I’d fished all summer learning first from Kenny and then I  alone for the past 4 months working my way down the Little Lehigh Creek mile by mile each day, but today I was just going to go to one of my “Go To” holes where I knew there was fish and I wouldn’t have to work so hard.  It was going to be a short day of fishing and maybe I’d go home and cut the grass one last time for the year.

I baited up a tiny hook with my 2lb test line and no sinker because the hatchery bait and the weigh of the hook would sink by itself.  At this point in my first year I was using my Pflueger President 20 open face spinning reel and a St Croix Triumph 5.6 rod, so casting a tiny bit of bait a pretty good distance was no problem. That is the advantage of using light weight gear the only issue is they are a bit more fragile than heavier rods and you can break the tips pretty easy- I bought probably 6 of those $100 rods my first year. I don’t use them as much anymore since I don’t use bait as often and when fishing with the Legendary Spinner Don, you need sturdy reliable equipment if you’re going to fish all day miles at a time using two cars walking up stream in the Creeks & Rivers.  If you break your rod, you have a long way back to the car to get another one (Oh yes-remember two poles ALWAYS in the car).  

I stood up and let it sail out about 10 foot in front of the pair of Browns and they swam right for it and turned away. The baited hook passed them and kept going down stream,

The water was perfectly clear, so you could see everything, but for some reason they didn’t grab it.  I tried again- but like the previous attempt they went after it then turned away. I made probably 5 more casts, trying to put it in the little white foam bubbles that marked the “feed line” in the moving water.  The “feed line” is the part of the current where you see the foam created by the rapids a little further upstream and the fly fishermen know that’s where the bugs and nymphs get caught up in the bubbles so apparently the trout know it too and sit under it watching for something to eat.  If you can get your bait in that line, you can bet if the fish are near they will spot it. 

Yet even though my aim was spot on, these two Browns just weren’t, yes you see it coming, taking the bait.

Sitting back down I reached into my ziplock and pulled out another small bit of the dough and tossed it in, exactly where I had cast and just like before one of the pair grabbed it.
Was it the hook was visible, or could they see the line? Was the way the morning sun shined through the water making it visible?  What was it that they were seeing that made them avoid the same bait on the hook, but gobble down the food that was not on the hook? 

For most of my adult life I was self employed, working two or more jobs at a time- always hustling- living life in a straight line forward. I was constantly planning the next big adventure- meeting people- always in sales mode, trying to figure where the next dollar will come from, but not really caring about what it took to get there, because I’d just find a way. Life was always to improvise, adapt, and overcome all obstacles in all situations. After 9/11 I became a radio promoter, that’s the guy you pay to get your music played nationally on the radio. My job was to call up radio stations and talk to the program directors and convince them to play a certain song or album. Sometimes you get enough “Spins” that you get them on the “chart”-  in my case it would be the Americana Music Association Chart.  I did a pretty good job with that for mostly independent artists. So everyday was calling- talking-emailing- texting and repeating the same conversations over and over to 8 to 10 people a day for 25 years. If you weren’t talking to DJs you were talking to artists. Some of the most amazing people I’ve ever had the pleasure to meet were the 100s of talented creative and many became long time friends. 
But to say that when your business model is working with new independent talent- there is a basic steep learning curve of “Well kid, this is how it works-these are the things you need to know how to do and here is a series of short stories you’ll need to memorize for the quiz at the end.”  Because I had worked so many artists and was already a Program Director and on air host for 20+ years I learned both sides of the conversation, that it might be a very long 3 hour first phone call. 

Being self employed meant a lot of time alone, since that job could be done at home, you were always at work and then there’s the TV and the rest of your life. Its constant forward motion, no time to look left or right- just forward and most certainly not backwards.  Especially on failures, which I’m of the school, you can’t be successful without a few. Yet in some cases there seems to be so many but in the end it worked out.  
So spending everyday by the water with zero goals other than catching a fish was nothing I understood in my life. It was a luxury that maybe I couldn’t afford-or I had responsibilities or my natural ambitions wouldn’t let me sit still that long.  But here I was five months into “retirement” brought on by a pandemic that I was fortunate enough to say I’ve not had Covid and I’m six shots in, but I will say if you spend every day fishing for a year, you really aren’t likely to get it from the critters in the wood or the guy sitting on the other bank that you might chat with for a few minutes- hoping he’ll keep moving away from the hole you’re fishing in.  

The secrecy of fishing is part of the culture, the “good ones”  like to fish alone, unless they find the right partner, you know the old “I don’t know you well enough” thing.  But for me, I was exploring a new hobby with all the gusto I could muster.  I had A.D.D. my whole life, but it always was a source of creativity. Something that people liked about me, my energy, drive and endless optimism.  But it perfect in my Morning Radio Show job- a musical DJ that let his mind travel and the listener got to go on the musical journey of that mornings stream of conscience.  Learning to fish was nothing like that, it was physically demanding and you were focused on not falling in or getting your line caught but some form of survival is involved. Especially in the beginning, because you haven’t developed the “Fishing Muscles” which are all the ones you didn’t develop from 25 years of Radio Promotion. Especially since the ones you did develop were from your long distance walking to the refrigerator and the other end of the house as you paced around talking on the phone. But now it wasn’t Attention Deficit Disorder it was Attention Surplus Syndrome.  I was alone walking in the water or moving down slippery banks just focused on looking at the water watching for fish to move all the while trying to move intentionally stealthy as not to disturb the fish with my shadow. It might not be aerobic but it takes core muscles to keep your balance and not fall in and get injured. 

As time goes on you get the skills and the muscle memory to cast and keep it out of the trees, and if you get real good you learn that when fishing a Niti1 and you throw it over a branch, you slowly reel in until your knot where you tied onto the ring on the tip touches the branch then you don’t pull hard because the hooks are on the other end of the lure and you gently pull and it will flip over the branch.  Well that’s what Spinner Don does very consistently.  It doesn’t always work when I do it but my percentage is up.
When you start to get pretty good, you don’t have to focus so hard and you do things out of rote. Casting retrieving casting again over and over for hours, you start to find I bit of Zen. Unlike fly fishing which is all about focus, bait fishing can be a bit mind numbing. You put the bait on the hook throw it out there and wait until the fish find it. You also don’t need to have really fast reflexes since the fish is likely to swallow the bait and just lightly pull on the line until you set the hook- leaving your mind time to wander. 
Sitting by yourself with no cell phone, you’ve left it in the car, no music-no people to talk to and no clock to worry about. Your brain seems to be confused, like you are guilty of idleness, trying to find something to do and out of no where, a childhood memory shows up. It starts playing in your head and it’s not till you shout from being startled that it stops.  There you are sitting quietly by the creek edge and the next second- the movie of your visit to your very formal Grandmother, who was very educated, and a Christian Scientist who ended up dying from her heart filling with water because she wouldn’t go to the Doctors and I’m guessing the Prayers & Wishes weren’t enough and likely a cheap “Water Pill” would saved her life. She lived in Elizabeth NJ in a pretty Stone Cape Cod home with another Older Couple. When we visited we always wore out Sunday Best and were on our Best Behavior.  When we visited on Sunday we went to Church- Mary Baker Eddy Reading Room- Well there was Sunday School classroom so my grandmother was there with me when I saw April- she was a pretty little girl in third grade, just like me.  I had seen her from across the street many times, but never had the nerve to say hi.   So this was the first time I was going to be introduced to her. My grandmother was sitting on one of the chairs around the circle and she began to introduce us but I guess I got a little too close to her hair which had perfume and hairspray on it so it made me sneeze.  Well I must have had a bit of congestion because a huge thick green booger came out of one nostril and hung there to my lip. It took a few for my grandmother to dig through her pocketbook to find a tissue to wipe my nose-since clearly my sleeve was not an option. I was already wearing a sling on my left arm. So she was meeting this handicap kid with a big green booger hanging out his nose. 
That’s the part where the screen closes and you’re back at the Creek again because it came out of no where and you haven’t thought about that probably since that day it makes you speak out audibly saying whoa.  The first time that happens it’s unsettling- because it’s not a fun memory you think about- its one that makes you cringe.  Something that obviously left a mark but stayed in a junk drawer in my heart with the dried up Sharpies.  

This kind of occurrence started happening frequently that first year, when it got quiet and there was no urgency- out of no where some stupid thing I did in my past would show up to fill me with regret. Things I did that hurt other people’s feelings- business mistakes, bad idea- lost loves- stupid beliefs- and worst of all, things I said and did to folks I could no longer tell them I was sorry.   It was like they all were just waiting there for their opportunity to remind me of the wrongs I did in my life.   They would show up out of nowhere and leave with a startled shout.  

As I got used to their visits it allowed me to contemplate when they left again, that somehow they all brought me here to this moment- a moment alone with my guilt, shame and regret.  What was it that I was supposed to learn?  What was it that I could do to prevent creating more of them to haunt my future?

That first year, I had met so many kind and generous folks all the Creeks & Rivers that became friends- Folks like Kevin, Mick, Jonesie & Carman- these were some of Spinner Don’s friends from up North in Carbon County.  These folks as well of a whole cast of characters would show up to stock the Rivers & Creeks when the State stocked up there. They were older hard working fellows that loved to fish, but each one showed me a special kind of kindness- that usually takes some time to achieve- They were all like Big Brothers or Uncles to me- always watching out for me or making sure I felt welcome.  I used to go with Mick in his big white truck to take buckets of fish to some hard to get to place to stock the fish- he gave me his “Float Barrel” as a present.   
When you “Float Stock”  you take a plastic 55 gallon drum with holes drilled all over the bottom and a 2’ rectangle hatch door on top – with 4” PVC Tubes attached on the sides to keep it floating and you ½ submerge it in the water.  There are 50” ropes attached to each end and a fish net tied to it to scoop the fish out of the barrel as you walk it down the river. The person with the barrel places each fish in a specific spot as two or three people maneuver it down the river. It’s probably the best way to move the fish around in the river making them a little harder to locate and catch and get to areas you can’t get to with a stocking truck.  But Mick barely knew me when he gave it to me, but his kindness didn’t go unnoticed.   All those fellows seemed to get along- respect each other and actually care about each other. It had been a long time since I hung out with a group of men my age- probably not since I used to hunt with my “adopta” Dad –Dan and we would go on hunting trips with his friends.  

It seems odd that in my first year of retirement, I found my way from catching “Pamala Brown” to becoming a member of a 100 year old Fishing club, meeting so many strangers that have now become part of my life and become friends with folks that I have worked hard with, shared great times with and learned so much from in such a brief period of time.    I have always been able to start a conversation with a stranger- I usually just start speaking with a big smile on my face, but this seemed different.  This seemed like a whole new world to me. Leaving my life of 62 years of hustling every day to make ends meet- to always feeling obligated to do more to serve the people who hired me- to talk to people that just lied to me every time I called them- dreading that I wasn’t doing enough.  Then by fate and the help of a world wide pandemic that forced everyone to isolate I was able to transition from what I thought I was to finding peace and contentment knowing there was no more stress of talking for hours on the phone to people I really could no longer tolerate to focusing of learning to tie a #16 fish hook on a piece of 2 lb test line that in the beginning took me 15 minutes and now can do in about 1 minute. To be able to look at the water and know where the fish are likely hiding and be able to cast my line right where it needs to go to catch one.
I owe so much to the folks that taught me, starting with Kenny, my son’s best friend that took me out and taught me the basics that took him years to learn with trial and error- yet the biggest lesson I believe I learned from him was the morning he was sleeping on my couch and it was 5 am and I was preparing for my radio show out on my back porch radio studio and out of the darkness came the sound of rolling thunder than a crash and the whole back yard lit up.   I got up to see what happened and when I exited my kitchen door that faced the street I saw car lights in my driveway. Then out of the darkness I heard a young voice “I’m Fucked, Oh shit I’m Fucked” . That’s when I spotted a tall thin redheaded young man standing in the road , his car had flipped over but landed back on it’s wheels after bouncing once on the roof.  My neighbor’s car was smashed and sitting in my front yard.  I said to the young man “Are you okay?”  He said “Can I use your phone to call my Mom, I live up the hill”     I looked at him and said “You don’t have a cell phone?”  He said “It’s somewhere in the car”.  I said “Stay here I’ll get mine”   So I went into the house to get my phone and to alert Kenny of the situation.  I told Kenny that there was an accident and the Police would be here soon so he should get up. As he walked into the kitchen, he met up with the kid driving the car since he let himself into my kitchen.  Kenny stopped him and said “Kid you need to calm down and get your shit together or the Cops that are about to arrive are going to fuck you, have you been drinking?”  The kid said “Not since midnight- I just fell asleep on the way home” I handed him my phone and he called him mom.  That’s when we went out front to stand on my porch.
My home is a two family with a large wrap around porch, with the two front doors next to each other with a wooded rail between them.  By then the neighbors were all outside, the neighbor across the street was talking to the 911 operator and my neighbors next door Brandon & Hannah who just recently bought the other half of the house from my exwife were standing on their half of the porch looking at their smashed up Subaru sitting in my perfectly manicured front lawn.  I was standing next to them on the other side of the hip high fence rail that divided the porch, Kenny next to me and the kid that had the accident down on the end.   

Just then the local police showed up, the officer slowly got out of the patrol car, pulled out his 12” “Maglite” Flashlight raised it to his shoulder and pointed it at my neighbors- without a word he slowly looked at each person on the porch passing the two neighbors and me and stopping on my brown skinned adopted son-Kenny and shouts “Were you driving that car?”  But Kenny didn’t answer him. The cop move the light further down the porch to the tall skinny red haired kid and then back to Kenny again. The cop shouts again “I asked you a question” and with that Kenny turned and walked back into the house. 
I can hardly describe how I felt, I also turned and followed Kenny into the house and closed the door. I remember saying “I’m so sorry Kenny”  He said “For what Mr Wilson?”   I wasn’t sure if my heart was broken to experience what I just saw or anger at what I saw- but all I could muster was “For what just happened out there.”  Kenny kinda shrugged and said “That happens every day Mr Wilson, I’m used to it”  to that I replied “Not to me. I guess you’re always the suspect right?”   He just looked at me and said “Yep”.
That night I learned what “White Privilege” was.  It took 62 years to get that lesson-loud and clear.  How a fellow I judged the moment I saw him by his looks- taught me through patience love and respect- how wrong a man can be, but how sometimes we chose to see what we think we see when we should learn to be blind first and listen before we decide what we should believe.

About 11 years ago I was sitting having coffee in my kitchen with a friend from the radio station Terry the mom of one of the other DJs. I went to throw the coffee grounds out in the garbage and she looked at me like I killed a cat?  “What?” I said- she softly replied “You know you can use them on your plants-throw them in your compost or just toss them out on the lawn-but why would you put them in a landfill?”   I rolled my eyes and said “Nobody is going to put a solar panel on their roof or buy a hybred car- but everyone wants to feel like they are doing their part. Why don’t we build a magazine that teaches people how to do little things like this so they can feel good about saving the world and then they can guilt their friends like you just did?”   Well, we laughed but the next day Terry called and said we can call it “The Ripple” after the Ripple effect. I said “No-marketing- we’ll call it the Daily Ripple so they can come back every day and learn something new.”
Well 11 years later Alexa ranked us as #11900 of all websites in the US and #80000 of all websites in the world.   We have huge Time on Site numbers- between 15-20 mins- Rolling Stone averages 1.5 mins.    The reason might be that we have zero advertising-zero popups and we don’t ask for emails- we generate zero dollars because it was our Ripple (good deed) so the money wasn’t the goal.

In those 11 years we pretty much spent a week each month in Washington DC gong to Think Tanks- Protest Marches –Left & Right wing events- Congressional hearings-meeting past and present US Presidents- Congressmen-Senators and Political pundits.  If you can name them-I’ve likely met them and have my photo talking to them.    

My politics are in most cases WAY left of center. I have four rules. #1 What ever is in my wife or daughter’s vagina isn’t your business  #2 I don’t care who you marry, if your crazy enough to give someone ½ your stuff and need an attorney to get it back God Bless you.  #3 I don’t really care what gun you have, you just can’t be a crazy or a criminal and don’t tell me you’re going to use it to protect yourself from tyranny-since my kids work for the tyranny team. #4 Don’t blame the poor they’re not in charge.   

Those are the rules that pretty much govern my political views. That being said, you might wonder how I got to be friends with my Ultra MAGA pal Santa Bill.  But since we don’t talk about politics- we’ve found a way to show each other that we have more in common than we have that are different.  He’s a caring individual that feels very strongly about his political views, but has shown me great friendship and loyalty. The many nights we’d sit on his porch and drink margaritas while he smoked cigars and we discuss the day- leaving out any trace of national politics. Something that took a great amount of learning that his friendship was way more valuable to me than being right on some  social policy issue.  Especially in such a polarized world, ours is a tale of love, respect & friendship in a divided and uncertain world.

Something I probably wouldn’t have learned if I hadn’t started fishing but it’s just another example of how everything in my life changed.  Things that used to matter didn’t, spending a year having every stupid regret come slamming you in the face, making you be honest with yourself and dealing with a life of mistakes that led to new adventures that led to more regrets that led to more adventures, Finally coming to a place where I can be at peace with myself, and be open again to starting a new adventure with some truly amazing people- just regular guys that love to fish and the freedom of the time to do it like your sanity depends on it.
I had two dear friends who were both musicians- David Olney and Chuck Pyle- both were around my age when they died- David was on stage singing at a folk festival when he just stopped playing and died in front of the audience- Chuck was out in Colorado fly fishing when he died from a heart attack face down in the river.  Both men were my friends for many years and I missed them so very often but left me with a lesson that if you find that thing that brings you peace and happiness- pursue it with all your heart-and if your last breathe is taken doing it-its all one can ask in life.

So my advice to weary pilgrims trying to transition into a more relaxed way of life- from a life full of the stress and strains we put on ourselves to one that has few goals- dead lines or cell phones is to get yourself a fishing pole and head down to your nearest river, cast your line in and leave your cell phone in the car. Be open to fellow fisherman- share your bait- make as many friends as you can.  Who knows who you’ll meet and how they will change your life forever. 
Nights were deep

All the days were wide

Loving one another

There by the riverside

Every day was another

New day to know

   You can't push the river

   That mighty river's just going to flow

You can dam the river

You can change the river's course

You can deepen the river

'Til it gathers force

You can swim it you can sail it

You can drown in the undertow

   But you can't push the river

   That mighty river's just going to flow

 CHORUS

   Keeping time by the river

   Keeping time by the river

   Let that mighty river

   Take your little life in tow

   Keeping time by the river

   Keeping time by the river

   All the way down

   To where all the rivers go

I reach for you

Like you reach for me

Like a lonely river

Reaches for the sea

Meet me down where

The water deepens and slows

   You can't push the river

   That mighty river's just going to flow

