Tempest Thwarted
by Andrew Tyree
I have gone fishing with my father since before I can remember. While I was in the womb, my father would sing to me, calling me his ‘little fishin’ buddy’. While I confess I am not the most proficient angler, I have always been able to appreciate the therapeutic quality engendered in the patient pursuit of fish. The rhythm of the boat rising and falling with the undulation of the water, the practiced cast, and the subtle beauty of a fishing knot can all lend to the calm recollection of one’s self. Some may claim that the monotony of fishing forces the individual to occupy themselves by thinking about their own life, but I would hold that the thoughtfulness of the greatest anglers comes from their own self awareness in the surroundings of the outdoors. After all, no angler can succeed unless he is conscious of his own impact on the environment in which he hopes to compete. This self inspection inevitably lends to the introspective reflection which, for me, leads to a calm appreciation of my own existence.

When I was very little, perhaps 8 or 9 years old, my father and I went to fish a tournament. We drove out the day before and, arriving in the afternoon, proceeded to set up a campsite. First thing to do was to set up the old blue and white tent that would shelter us throughout the night. I always enjoyed camping in a tent, it felt like a little home away from home. This tent in particular was the only one in which I could ever remember staying and as a result felt very attached to it. After the tent was erected, my father began to prepare to cook dinner and sent me away to find kindling and dry wood so that we could build a campfire. As I recall, the peninsula on which we stayed was normally submerged, but the water had retreated and while there was not much flora yet growing upon it, there was a good amount of dried driftwood upon its banks. Without much effort, we had a shelter, a fire, and a cooked meal in our bellies. It was time to sleep in preparation for our early morning departure to the water.

As we slept, a massive thunderstorm approached, taking us by surprise. My father had prepared for this contingency by covering the tent with a waterproof sheet, but the storm would not be so easily repelled. Unable to attack us from above, the rain caught the wind and crashed in sheets against the entrance to the tent. To thwart the tactics of the storm, we closed the waterproof flap, covering the screen through which the rain assaulted us. Slightly moist, but having stopped the storm with less than a millimeter of plastic, we fell back to sleep. The storm was our big bad wolf, and we were two little piggies in a house made of polyethylene. The wind howled, bowing the walls of our triangular bubble inward, close enough to touch my face, waking me. I was frightened by the ferocity of the wind; using my side of the tent like a sail, it had ripped out the stakes which held our tent to the earth and was now threatening to overturn the tent altogether. I shook my father awake and pleaded with him to do something. So, my father gathered up our pillows and blankets and led me to his old white Ford, where we holed up for the night. The stillness of the truck and the rhythm of the rain against the windshield comforted me and I slept.

The next morning, we woke up late. Our boat, an aluminum sided Starcraft, was still moored on the bank of the peninsula having been fastened to the truck by a rope. The tent, which we had left to the elements, was flattened on its side, with many of its supports unsheathed and only one stake left to fasten it to the ground. Still sleepy, I hopped onto the old boat and fell asleep on the floor while my father prepared to launch. My father found our first fishing spot and woke me with a breakfast taco and a rod. Seated on the swivel chair near the motor, I finished the breakfast taco quickly and began to cast.

I thought back on the previous evening. I remembered the fear that I had, fear that there was something outside trying to get at us within the tent. Storms have never caused me to tremble, but I had never been in one quite as violent with such flimsy material as my shelter. I remembered the truck, the old trusty white Ford. A warmth grew in my chest, almost an ecstatic pride. Our truck had protected us; we have the tools to weather even the worst tempest so that we could accomplish what we had come here to do. The storm had tried to drive us out, it tried to take our cozy tent, but we retreated to the truck, which made up for its lack of comfort with a surplus of security. What I was seeing, but did not realize, was the true nature, the true compulsion felt by all mankind.


Man has always prepared tools, using them in conjunction with his intelligence and imagination to accomplish his goals. More often than not, the goals we set for ourselves are not matters of competence, or of ability, but rather of preparation and willpower. It is a sad thing for a person to become complacent in their life. This means that they have become comfortable with their lot and seek nothing more than to see each of the rest of their days as a repetition of the one before. The universal human vocation is that of progress. Our lives are not fulfilled unless we take the tools at our disposal, the truck, the boat, the rod, the reel, the line and hook, and use them to achieve something new, to catch the next fish, but there is not just one fish to be caught. Fishing serves as a good example; the method for catching a fish is, by itself, very cyclic: bait the hook, cast the hook, entice the fish, set the hook, reel in the fish, unhook the fish, and repeat. Add the human element to this method, and instead of a cyclic process, you see a growing process, a method that becomes more refined over time and more efficient. The angler that never learns from his success on the water will not fulfill his complete potential; the man that never improves himself will never achieve his finest work.

I caught two fish that day. One did not keep; the other was just a small Guadalupe bass. We did not win the tournament, but we did not leave that weekend empty-handed. That weekend was one of the first instances that I was aware that I was capable of reaching out and using the tools available to me to build myself into someone with an extended reach, one who would be capable of acquiring more tools for self improvement. Today, I know that that warm feeling does not come easily, but serves as an indicator that a job has been done well, that another door to self improvement has opened just a fraction more. That day we lost the tournament, but we improved, both as anglers and as humans.
