The Politics of Fish
  “Niti” was all he said, I knew that was the word we used to end a conversation that involved politics.  So, I knew that it was time to change subjects and not continue with even one more word.  Then, without a moment of dead air I say “We need some rain, the creek is getting really low, and the fish are getting stressed”  Okay, maybe I said that, but in my head I thought, “Oh sure, just when the facts start coming out.”   You see, when you have a friend, no I mean a “Good” friend, the kind you know you could call at 3 AM he’d answer the phone and be putting his boots on to come help you get your car out of the lake, before you even given him the address. That kind of a friend, the one that values the same things you do, but his version includes seeing it through FOX News.  
This would be my friend Santa Bill, a fellow that I first met at the Hatchery when the flood came and I went over to help save the fish swimming in the grass and stuck in the nets they use to cover the ponds to keep the best fisherman on the Creek out of them, the Great Blue Heron.  This long necked bird looks like at pterodactyl and can eat 3-4 Trout a day.  That kind of appetite is a bit of a problem if they get into the ponds with the fingerlings because they could consume 40 or 50 easily in a few hours.   

   But back to Santa Bill, who is about 5’9” with a snow white beard & long snow white hair, generally a happy friendly person that is sometimes a bit direct and pointed in his comments. Well, once he had invited me to join in with the club, it became an adventure in the Politics of Fish.  It started with him and me driving the “buggy” they use around the hatchery heading out to the ponds.  I mentioned to him I was a liberal involved with Politics after he said he was originally from  California- and he said he used to be one and slowly lifted his sweatshirt to revel his tee shirt with a GOP Logo on it and we both laughed.  

  I only ever really had an uncomfortable conversation with one of the members of  one of the other clubs, Ron S from the Pioneers, one of the three clubs that do the work at the hatchery, the other clubs is called Trout Creek.  The club, I now belong to, is Lehigh County Fish & Game Protection Association.   It’s the oldest club, with mostly new members. The President of the LCF&GPA is Herbie G., a personable fellow that has been with the club almost 50 years and his father was a member before him.  Herbie, knows the most about the history & tradition of the club and spends a lot of time at the hatch house filling bags of fish food to sell to the public in the vending machine and answering questions from the public. Due to a medical procedure that caused an infection, which nearly (in theory it actually killed him a few times) he can’t get down in the ponds so he deals with the business of the club and the members voted Santa Bill to be in charge of the Work Crew and Stocking.  
   The fish belong to the State of PA- the Hatchery is a Co Op- and the State supplies the fish to the hatchery. The Hatchery- which at onetime was a Fish Hatchery were they raised the fish from eggs, now is actually a Nursery.  Each July the State delivers around 15,000 fingerlings for us to care for until they are big enough to release into the Creek.
Since the Hatchery was given to the City of Allentown by General Trexler.  This is taken directly from the Trexler Trust website https://trexlertrust.org/- “During his lifetime, Harry C. Trexler contributed a great deal to the growth and quality of life in the City of Allentown and the surrounding County of Lehigh. Born in 1854, Harry Clay Trexler attended area public schools and later the Tremont Seminary in Norristown. After his father’s death, Trexler and his brother expanded the family business into one of the largest lumber companies in the East. In 1885, Trexler married Mary M. Mosser, the daughter of a wealthy tanner. The couple had no children.

In 1897, Harry Trexler, George Ormrod, and Colonel E. M. Young organized the Lehigh Portland Cement Company, which became one of the largest cement producers in the world. Trexler also was involved with public utilities including water, electricity, public transportation, and telephones. He held seats on several corporate boards as well as trusteeships at three area hospitals, two colleges and a university.

Trexler served on the staffs of six governors of Pennsylvania. In 1911, he was appointed Colonel and Quartermaster General of the Pennsylvania National Guard. In 1916, he served during the mobilization of troops on the Mexican border and in 1917 prepared troops for service in World War I. He retired in 1918 having achieved the rank of Brigadier General.

Trexler devoted much of his time to a variety of agricultural pursuits including a trout hatchery, poultry farms, potato and grain farms, orchards, alfalfa dehydrating plants, and a sheep ranch. From more than 1,100 acres, Trexler established a game preserve for buffalo, elk and deer. The Trexler Nature Preserve, previously known as the Trexler-Lehigh County Game Preserve, was conveyed to the County after the General’s death.”
The Lil Lehigh Trout Nursery is now part of the Allentown Park System which is maintained by the City of Allentown and the volunteers of three clubs- LCF&GPA- The Pioneers F & G and Trout Creek F & G.  Most of the members are older fellows that in most cases are retired. A large portion of them have been there for many years which is great for the knowledge base. Some of the hardest work maintaining the cement ponds are power washing them and cleaning the fish poop and algae out of them each year.  This isn’t easy for a group of men over with a median age around 64.  Climbing up and down into the 4 ft deep ponds on slippery cement, bending under the low nets, walking along the narrow wet painted cement edges of the ponds-  It isn’t unusual to see someone slip and fall into the ponds or the fish slim covered cement floor of one of the ponds.
The visitors to the “Hatchery” can buy a bag of fish food, which the Clubs purchase to feed the fish. The Clubs have a vending machine on site where for .50 -$1.00 the visitors can buy these small bags of food for their kids and feed the fish.  This is how the fish get fed most of the year, but in the late fall and Winter the clubs take turns coming on the weekends and feeding the fish. During the week the City’s Park System employees feed them due to the low attendance from the public in the cold winter months.

It’s interesting when you spend time working at the Hatchery you get to see how a fish grows from a 2-3 inch fingerling to a 20+ Trout in two years.  What becomes obvious is the route the Public takes through the ponds.  There are 12 ponds- of different sizes and all but two have cement bottoms. There are two ponds with round River Rock bottoms which make them extra hard to clean.  Those are the ponds where the “Fingerlings” go when they arrive. But it’s interesting since the fish in the very first pond, called the Head Spring” is where the coldest water enters the Hatchery through a pipe- coming from the massive spring on top of the mountain behind the hatchery is located which has fed the hatchery for over 100 years. It is also the smallest of the ponds- around 20’ 15’ with a river stone bottom.  This is where the baby Brook Trout starts its journey to the Creek.  Brook Trout like cold water and this is the coldest, around 56 degrees and it’s the first pond on the walkway to the ponds. The fish in that pond gets feed the most it would appear, maybe because there are less, but these fish are the largest in size and weight in the first year at the Hatchery. The next pond is #1 the largest pond in the Hatchery it has a river stone bottom and it’s the deepest pond. I’m not sure about the history of the Stone Bottoms- but I do know this- It’s a lot of work to clean them.
Cleaning the stone bottom ponds involve rakes, fire hoses and bending. A combination that is probably not best accomplished with old men doing it. This involves hauling out pumps and barrels to pump water into to feed Power Washer, Trash pumps to suck water from another pond to use to power the 2” & 3” fire hoses. If you never handled a 2” Fire hose and the weight & force one has- I’ll explain- You remember the pictures of  the 1963 Protests where Bull Conner used fire hoses on the protesters. Then you realize the difference in your garden hose and a 3” column of water. Imagine accidentally dropping one in an empty community swimming pool with the bottom filled with 1” – 3” round stones and a 30 foot long snake that is around 3” thick is spitting them at you with the pressure of a hose that will knock you off your feet, and now there are small stones in the mix too.  Also remember, you’re standing on slimy fish poop covered stones and there are people in there with you with power washers, hoses and rakes.  Hours of labors man power later by diverting water, through the maze of pipes and raceways that move the water from the Head Spring through the 12 other ponds and finally into the creek.  At the end of the Hatchery, the side that runs parallel to the Little Lehigh Creek, there is a Raceway that is filled from a spring across Hatchery Road that runs perpendicular to the Nursery.

This is where currently the one year old Brook Trout live. The Raceway is divided into 3 sections- they aren’t all the same size, because some of them are from the Head Spring where they were fed more due to its location and the natural traffic pattern of the public. All those fish arrived at the hatchery the same size, on the same day, but clearly access to food is apparent.   
As you move through the ponds, you come to a row of ponds almost as big as a football field divide into 10 ponds of various sizes (like a row of rectangular swimming pools with about 18” of cement walls between them. There two long raceways at the running perpendicular like the out of bounds lines on a football field.  All of them are painted white.  Yes, the club members, drain, clean & power wash, fill and move fish into them over and over for 100 years.  
There are 4 kinds of fish at the Hatchery:

 Brown Trout (Salmo trutta) A European salmonid They were first introduced into the U.S. in 1883 when Fred Mathers, a New York fish farmer and fisherman, under the authority of the U.S. Fish Commissioner, obtained brown trout eggs from a Baron Lucius von Behr, president of the German Fishing Society. These fish are a greenish brown with a yellowish belly and are spotted with black dots.  Many fishermen like to catch them because you are likely in store for a fight from this aggressive fish. Defining characteristics include a slender body with a long, narrow head. The mouth is large, and on its roof, vomerine teeth are developed in a zig-zag pattern. The caudal fin is deltaform without forking, unlike that of the related Atlantic salmon (Salmo salar).[16] Dark and red spots are often present on the sides, but do not extend to the tail. Parr trout (juvenile) often have a red margin on their adipose fin, with dark blotches along their sides that also become inconspicuous with age. 

Freshwater brown trout range in colour from largely silver with relatively few spots and a white belly, to the more well-known brassy reddish-brown cast fading to creamy white on the fish's belly, with medium-sized spots surrounded by lighter halos.

Rainbow Trout (Oncorhynchus mykiss) They originated in the Pacific Ocean Tributaries in Asia and the Pacific Northwest  Coloration varies widely between regions and subspecies. Adult freshwater forms are generally blue-green or olive green with heavy black spotting over the length of the body. Adult fish have a broad reddish stripe along the lateral line, from gills to the tail, which is most pronounced in breeding males. Since 1870, rainbow trout have been artificially propagated in fish hatcheries to restock streams and introduce them into non-native waters. 

Brook Trout (Salvelinus fontinalis) is a species of freshwater fish in the char genus Salvelinus of the salmon family Salmonidae. It is native to Eastern North America in the United States and Canada, but has been introduced elsewhere in North America, as well as to Iceland, Europe, and Asia. The brook trout is the state fish of nine U.S. states: Michigan, New Hampshire, New Jersey, New York, North Carolina, Pennsylvania, Vermont, Virginia, and West Virginia, and the Provincial Fish of Nova Scotia in Canada. The tiger trout is an intergeneric hybrid between the brook trout and the Eurasian brown trout (Salmo Trutta) Tiger trout rarely occur naturally but are sometimes artificially propagated. Such crosses are almost always reproductively sterile. They are popular with many fish-stocking programs because they can grow quickly, and may help keep coarse fish (wild non "sport" fish) populations in check due to their highly piscivorous (fish-eating) nature. The brook trout has a dark green to brown color, with a distinctive marbled pattern (called vermiculation) of lighter shades across the flanks and back and extending at least to the dorsal fin, and often to the tail. A distinctive sprinkling of red dots, surrounded by blue halos, occurs along the flanks. The belly and lower fins are reddish in color, the latter with white leading edges. Often, the belly, particularly of the males, becomes very red or orange when the fish are spawning.[15] Typical lengths of the brook trout vary from 25 to 65 cm (9.8 to 25.6 in), and weights from 0.3 to 3 kg (0.66 to 6.61 lb). The maximum recorded length is 86 cm (34 in) and maximum weight 6.6 kg (15 lb).
Golden Rainbow Trout- While this fish is commonly called the golden trout in West Virginia, it is more properly named the golden rainbow trout. That's because these fish are in fact a mutated strain of the rainbow trout, and have been selectively and successfully bred by West Virginia Division of Natural Resources biologists. “ Some people call it a Palamino others Golden Rainbows-what’s the difference- West Virginia State Trout and Stream Habitat Biologist, David Thorne. David has his B.S. and M.S. in Fisheries and Wildlife Resources. Thorne says they are the same fish. Specifically, mutated Oncorhynchus mykiss (Rainbow Trout). These mutated trout should not be confused with the Golden Trout (Oncorhynchus mykiss aguabonita) which is a separate subspecies found in specific high mountain lakes and streams in the west. Thorne stated that there are no differences between a palomino trout or a West Virginia golden rainbow, they are simply names that are used synonymously to describe the same fish, same subspecies, with the same mutation. 

This mutation was discovered in the 1950’s when one fish showed a light yellow color as a fry. This one fish was a female and the hatchery harvested her eggs and bred them. West Virginia’s Division of Natural Resources then introduced the golden rainbow to the public in 1963 as part of West Virginia’s Centennial celebration. After decades of selective breeding, West Virginia’s version of the golden rainbow, or palomino, trout remains a popular sport fish throughout the state today.
The way it works is they start off with 15,000 fingerlings but after two years there may be only around 8000 left, to stock after 2 years. Between herons, floods, disease or theft- what actually gets stocked is probably a little more than half the beginning numbers.  All the fish will get stocked in either the Little Lehigh Creek or the Jordon Creek. All within Allentown PA City limits. The Pioneer club stocks parts of the Jordon Creek and LCF&GPA and Trout Creek stock the Little Lehigh. Splitting the total number of fish three ways, which psychologically causes some sort of “ownership” of these fish- responsibility to care for them & protect them.  This is an important thing- because come January & February when the public is less likely to come and visit the Hatchery- buy food and feed the fish, the volunteers come out on cold winter Sunday mornings when you probably would rather stay warm, you are putting on your waders and climbing into frigid water to make sure the clogged aerators are clean and working, Going around with long handled nets and scooping out any dead fish you can find- then carrying buckets of fish food pellets and throwing scoops of food to the fish which bubble the water like a hot tub as they fight to eat the pellets on the surface. 

Raising the fish is clearly a science, and the State Biologists have ideas about their fish. They decide how many fish get put in the creek and it’s done by weight- a few times a year the Biologists will visit and check the fish for disease and weigh and measure samples from different ponds. The State decides where, when and the kind of fish can be stocked in the creek.  There are many classifications of water in the on the Little Lehigh Creek- some of the water is open to fishing with pretty much any tackle or bait. Then there are sections devoted to Fly Fishing- Some of that water is right next to the Hatchery. The best know fishing hole is called “The Baby Hole”  it’s right on the edge of the Hatchery where visitors can watch. There are a ton of fish there since it’s right where the drain pipes from the hatchery enters the creek and lots of tiny bits of fish food from the hatchery ponds empties into the water all day.  So Fly fisherman cast their flies into these waters and the fish bite. Most are fairly large fish that have been there a long time.  This is a “Catch & Release” area where you can’t keep any fish ever. So the same fish get caught probably many times a week and live to become quite large.
Then there is the Class A sections of the Creek- the section up stream from the Hatchery just above Hatchery Rd- accessible from Keystone Rd- to Keck’s Bridge- that’s the end of the City Limits where we stock, because of an agreement with the City of Allentown. They maintain the Hatchery so the fish stay in the City Limits. But, the Class A section goes upstream for many miles to at least Route 100, where it crosses under the highway. I’m not very knowledgeable about the creek above that even though I stocked it with the State in their spring stocking
The Class A has some restrictions; there are wild trout in that area, Brown Trout have reproduced naturally in those areas as will as Rainbows- so the restrict the Stocking of Browns up stream from the Hatchery and after Labor Day it is Catch & Release only. That is what it clearly states on the signs. But come fall, you’ll meet up with folks fishing there that appear to have never read the signs. As they have a stringer of fish in one hand and a pole in the other as you point out the large white sign stapled to the tree, just above their heads. You have to be careful bringing such things to people’s attention, since you can’t always be sure a stranger will take the news they are currently breaking the law and you know it.   I usually start by chatting them up and mention to them that this is a great creek to fish, but the rules have changed in the past few years making this area Catch & Release after Labor Day. They usually give me that look and I point at the sign on the tree.  That’s usually when they say, “Really? I didn’t know that” and  begin to reel in their line.  The usually leave then, with their fish. 

The idea of “catch & release” is a great concept, but many people I see on the creek have no idea how to do it without badly injuring the fish. They yank the fish up the bank, grab it with a dry hand and try digging the hook that is possibly halfway down the throat of the fish. Some folks come prepared with small needle nose pliers or surgical forceps. But too often I see a lot of people willing to injure the fish or outright kill it to save tying another hook on.  I have a standard way of determining the action I take. If it’s in the lip or edge of the fishes mouth- I’ll use my long forceps to slide it out, if it’s lodged in it’s tongue or any deeper I cut the line close to the hook and let it go.  The goal should be to leave the fish in the water and avoid touching it at all, but if you must at least wet your hands first as not to cause the fish’s scales to come loose on your dry hands.

You can tell, when you actually make the effort to raise the fish, you develop as I said earlier, that relationship and respect for the creature. You’ve offered your spare time; you’ve risked injury and have likely spent time in the water right along side the fish for two years, it becomes kind of personal when you see people disrespect the fish.  

Maybe you’re saying, “Come on it’s just a fish” and you’re exactly right. It is just a fish, but when you see how grown men act when dealing with the “politics of fish” you will likely realize it’s way more than “just a fish”, especially the older & larger the fish becomes. You see, as you spend more time fishing and your skill sets get better, the goal becomes volume & size.   People like the Legendary Spinner Don, love to catch fish and he isn’t so concerned if they are all big fish, he’s about the actual skill of catching a fish in an area that most people would pass up or overlook.  He is a master with the Pcola Niti-1- a magical lure created 50 years ago by Andrew P Pcola from St. Michael PA. It’s a metal strip that ranges from 1 ½ “ to 3 inches and about ½ inch wide bent into a unique shape so it can be retrieved slowly and wiggle around like a shiny fish. The only issue is the relatively long learning curve I had getting it right. This lure was designed for a person that don’t know how to fish, at least that is what Ann Marie Martin owner of Pcola lures says when she tells the story of the development of it by he father.  

Well, while I understand what she means, as of this writing I’ve caught over 1000 trout using that lure-in 2 years I also catch fish on all kinds of bait or lures. It’s just this one is the most fun to use and if the fish are active, I don’t know a better lure to catch them on. Spinner Don has developed a technique that if the casual observer watches, it will appear to be just casting and reeling in, but it is so much more than that. Spinner Don gave me my first one and since then I’ve probably bought over 100 of them in 2 years. 

When Spinner Don first taught me to use it he gave me a bit of advice-but it took a long and expensive set of lessons until I was able to understand exactly how the lure works. Spinner Don’s first lesson that actually turned on the switch was a rainy morning on the McMichael’s- a creek in Stroud township PA.  Some of it is designated “Keystone Select” which is specifically set up for artificial lures and Flies- No bait including worms, Power bait or bread and it’s catch & release until summer then it’s limited harvest of 3 dish a day.  They stock large fish in this area, so there is a good chance youll catch a sizable fish.

That day fishing with Spinner Don was a pivotal day in my learning curve. I was using my St Croix Triumph rod with my Pflueger  President 20 reel with 2 lb test. I wasn’t catching anything but I had to go pee. When your 63 yrs old and standing I cold water it happens a lot. The water level was quite high on the banks and moving.  I had ordered a pair of used neoprene Hodgemen waders from Ebay- for around $50-  they are normally about $100  so I saw the size LL so I figured Long Large?  Wrong- Ladies Large- Well they sure did show off my “girlish frame” like a pair of Spanks- They fit like skin so what the real issue is what can you wear under them?  Yep-you can only wear a pair of underwear, making pulling them down to go pee-a bit of an issue.

I climbed out and headed up stream to go under the bridge to pull my waders down probably 100 yards above where Spinner Don was fishing and Standing in the creek about waist deep.    On the way back from the bridge I walk over to the edge to see how high the water was and with the river up so high the actual edge of the creek was under water and it was covering a strand of rusty barbed wire that now was hidden in the grass. Yes of course I hit it sending me and my $150 fishing rod into the creek head first.  I might mention here, I can’t swim, I’ve had to be rescued 3 times in my life from drowning, but fortunately when I found the bottom, I was only up to my arm pits and my left hand was on a section of my line and I could see the line was hanging on a branch of a piece of debris in the creek. My hat went sailing by and I turned to grab it, but since I was 14, after they reconstructed my shoulder to make it so I could raise my arm using my neck muscles my arm had limited range of mobility. So as I turned my hand slipped off the line causing the pole to disappear in the current, but I did grab my hat.

When you travel to fish it’s always best to have a backup pole & reel. Of course I did, I had another St Croix rod and another Pflueger reel- this one was a #30 a bit bigger and heavier than the one I just lost in the creek. So soaked to the skin in my wet hoodie in 46 degree weather, with some water in my skin tight waders I went back to fishing. I wasn’t having much luck above Spinner Don in the creek, so I decided to head back down to where he was and as I walked by the guardrail is branch was sticking out and I stumbled a bit and my hand hit the line snapping the tip of the rod. The St Croix rods are really fun to catch big fish on, they are very light weight and flexible making it a rod that can use 2 lb test and hardly any weight yet you can cast a long distance.  The only issue is they are very easy to break. I know I’ve broke 5 of them in 2 years. 

Frustrated, but not one to complain, or whine while fishing with Spinner Don, I walked back to where he was standing in the creek with light rain falling.  I said, “Well that’s two”.  Now, I know the drill, when you fish with Spinner Don, you make a Day of it- before Dawn til Dark. Except I’m soaked , my hoodie looks like a wet bath towel and my hair looks like I just stepped out of the shower. Spinner Don says “Well we’ll be fishing for a few more hours, get my other pole out of the car.”  I’m like “Don, I’m on a roll today you sure about that?”  “Yes” he says “but you’re going to stand right here next t me.”  Well that’s right were I end up.

Picture, Spinner Don, standing almost in the creek-waist deep facing the opposite side and casting slightly up stream toward the bank. I watched his hand and he would crank a turn then wait 10 to 15 seconds and a crank again as the current moved his line past him and down stream.  There was a 2 inch Niti 1 already on the end of my line and that red line. It was a Cabela Pro Guide rod and a Zebco 33 reel. That rod isn’t expensive- Bass Pro discontinued it and now makes pretty much the same rod under their name for around $50,  It’s a sturdy and pretty stiff rod and the reel is a close face button reel the Zebco 33 costs about $25 at Walmart.  The red line is Zebco Ragin Cajun- you can get 300 yards for like $10 so it’s not something that if something bad happens- I can’t replace. I begin casting mimicking Spinner Don, Cast up stream and slowly reel in the slack, letting the lure do it’s thing, while it passes down the creek in front of you.  With the water this high and decent speed of the water- that becomes pretty easy.  Well by the second cast I figure it out and hooked an 18” rainbow. It felt so different with that pole. Like almost no work.

Well that lesson convinced me that the Pcola Niti 1 was something I really needed to master.  Part of the lesson is to understand the mechanics of fishing with one arm since that involves switching hands if using a spinning reel. You see you have to flip the bail and begin reeling before the lure drops to the bottom and you pull the treble hooks at the back of the lure into the rocks on the bottom. With a Button reel worked better but it took months of my pal Spinner Don, allowing me to cast first into a prospective hole. So inevitably I’d cast into the hole and in the time it took to switch hands the lure would sink to the bottom and I’d start to reel in and snag it on the bottom.  If you use a stiffer rod sometimes you can gently bounce the tip and dislodge it and continue to fish. Sometimes, it doesn’t and one of the rules of fishing with Spinner Don, if you get snagged, you have to wait for the other guy to try and fish the hole before you can retrieve your lost. It took a while but I caught on that this usually ended up with Spinner Don catching a fish or two while you stand there holding your rod out of the way as he reeled them in. 

To be fair, very early in my lessons I recall Spinner Don, saying “When you cast the lure you need to start turning your body in the opposite direction slightly and the tension of the rod will keep it moving until you catch up with the reel.   Of course Spinner Don says a lot of things that seem to go in one ear and out the other while we are fishing, but somewhere at a later date you realized he’s already answered your question and gave you the answer to a future problem you aren’t even thinking about. Like watching him walk behind you in the creek and catch fish you just somehow walked by. But it takes time to learn how to make short casts that go exactly where you want it in between piles of debris where the fish hide.  

Then of course you have the issue of speed, when you retrieve it in slower water you have to reel a little faster, this is the most exciting kind of fishing with this lure. It is also the part where the biggest risk of snagging and possible loss of the lure. Watching Spinner Don cast into an area where you can’t see the fish and out of nowhere one will come charging out from a hiding place is quite a thrill.  As a frequent observer of this, standing mere feet away from him, it’s exciting to watch the fish in a frenzy chasing this wiggling strip of shiny metal and them coming with their mouth open wide right behind the lure. In Spinner Don’s case you’re likely to see his rod jerk, the line tightens and him raising it in an arc as the water splashes at the point it touches the water. 

In my case, I get the thrill of seeing the trout’s mouth open and watch it chase it but way to often I would not real slow or fast enough and if it stops moving, even for a fraction of a second, the fish will turn away.  Time and time again I’d miss them right in front of me, but Spinner Don almost always was able to get them to bite.  It was a scenario I grew to know too well. So I would practice casting and trying to slow down, but not have it stop over and over, but I couldn’t seem to master it. 

Then one day I was fishing and my line kept breaking and getting stuck in my reel. I’d catch a fish and try to reel in and the line would break. So I took the Pflueger President Close Face button reel apart and found a burr on the spool that just kept catching the line or cutting it when pulled.  

Well by the time I “fixed” it, I need to get another one. I found one for $35 on line and ordered it,  When I received it it was much smaller then my other one- about the size of Spinner Don’s Zebco 33.  What I didn’t realize at the time was that reels come in different retrieval rates. That meaning if you make one full crank of the handle it will bring in a different amount of line. So my other larger close face Pflueger retrieved way faster. The smaller one a little bit slower and something like Goldie Locks and the Three Bears, I had found the right combination. The reel had the perfect retrieve rate for the speed, I naturally reeled, to keep the Niti 1 up off the bottom, but slow enough to let it ride just above the bottom of the creek without stopping and snagging. 
You might be saying here, okay we get it but what does that have to do with politics?  Well, if you remember that this was a period in my life that I made some new friends and my life changed once I retired, I still am partners in a News aggregator called The Daily Ripple and spent 12 years visiting Washington DC one week a month attending Congressional hearing, think tanks, conventions and partisan events. I’ve met most of the people that no matter what News you watch, I probably have a picture with them, so have an exceptionally good idea about current political issues on both sides, making it hard to talk with people that are using a different set of facts.  Something that becomes difficult when people want to express their beliefs, but aren’t actually interested in hearing yours, you have to make some choices.  

One choice is to reply back with something that you have already fact checked dozens of times- and trying to get someone to look at the data you have checked over and over or were actually in the room where it happened on Capitol Hill. But that choice usually proves to do little to change anyone’s belief in their already embedded beliefs based on the TV News host of their choice.

Or choice two, try to find the things you agree on, because you value their friend ship and can find plenty more things you agree on that don’t involve your Political Teams.  Like fishing and working at the hatchery. Things that can bring people together and like a polishing wheel of a jeweler- all you need is some fine abrasive and a little pressure and you can take some of the things that make it hard to get along with someone and softening them because they see that you are concerned for them in a real way. Sometimes, you find that they start seeing things differently though your consistency.

So when Santa Bill and I decided to have a safe word to end any conversation that gets too political – the word I figured would most exemplify our friendship was Niti.
