A funny thing happened on the way to the scales the other night.  Actually, we were already at the scales, weighing in each teams catch following our Wednesday night tournament.  For this time of the year, we had a pretty decent weigh-in, nothing spectacular but decent.  Of course there's always lots of conversation and light-hearted "ribbing" going on during the weigh-ins and this night was no exception.  There's talk about who caught what, where we fished - lake or river - and which team member did the most netting, which when translated, means who DIDN'T catch fish.  But like so many things associated with competition, the final results can be decided by a mere point, 1/1000th of a second or a fraction of an ounce.  Nobody likes finishing out of the top two or three spots but when the difference in collecting a check or cashing in is equivelant to the weight of a small lead sinker - well, that's a little bit disheartening.


And that's kinda what happened the other night.  John and I always run the scales and record weights until it's time for us to weigh in if we've been fortunate enough to catch fish during the evening.   We had weighed everyone else in, with the leader at 4.73 lbs and  second place at 4.52 lbs.  John and I only had two (2) smallmouth, one being just under 3 lbs so I knew it would be close but had no idea just how close it really would be.  If we have fish, we have someone else read the scales and on this particular night it just happened to be a member of the team in second place. Imagine MY surprise when he read the scales and announced our weight as 4.53 lbs!  I was a little stunned as I looked up and down on the weigh sheet scanning the totals, only to realize that we had slipped into the second place spot by just 1/100th of an ounce.  


My immediate reaction was to look at Ed and apologize for beating him.  Of course that drew a bunch of remarks from the crowd gathered around but I DID feel bad..... sort of!  I've been tournament fishing long enough to know it doesn't take much to get bumped out of a pay spot so if you're lucky enough to cash in, YOU GLOAT!!!  In his usual style, Ed was a great sport about it all and congratulated John and I on our second place finish.


You remember Sammy from a previous article right?  Well, another funny thing has happened in our Wednesday night tournaments.  Actually, funny isn't really the right word - awesome would be a better word choice.  We have a few area dads that are taking the time to introduce their kids to the sport of bass fishing and we couldn't be having more fun than if we had a barrel full of monkeys.  And John and I couldn't be more proud than to have these youngsters join us for a fun night of bass fishing.


Sometimes tournament fishing can be taken too seriously and I admit, I have been there, done that.  It all gets put into prospective though when these kids show up every Wednesday night and fish for four (4) hours with Dad and then proudly bring their fish to the scales.  The smiles couldn't be broader and the laughter more contagious than watching them interact with guys that tournament fish on a regular basis.   Sammy is just one of the youngsters that has joined our weekly fishing group and one week when he was out of town, his sister Sarah joined her Dad in the boat.  According to Dad, he thinks he's created a monster, as both siblings like to fish, so now what!!??!!  And then there's Maci whose smile is bigger than the all outdoors.  When her brother is busy playing baseball, she gets to fish with Dad.  And lets not forget Meridith who looks amazing in her flowered bucket hat!  One thing is for sure, these kids help make our Wednesday night tournaments just a little more special and John and I look forward to seeing them every week.





  


  


