Taylor Tyree

“9-3”


My father has been taking me on fishing tournaments since I was six years old. One can only imagine how much help a young buck like me could be to my father amidst tournaments filled with grown men who had been fishing all their lives. Through the years, however, much dedication to the sport I’d grown up with led me to be able to hold my own. I’m an eighteen year old, recently deciding to enter the corps of cadets at Texas A&M University, and in all my days I have yet to come across such a thrilling show of fishing several hundred fishermen under the table as I did when I was nine years old. Fishing tournaments were all about the fun I had with my dad and his fishing buddies the night before a big tournament, barbecuing, playing dominos, and searching the lakeshores for whatever critters decided to make an appearance at our campsite. But one morning I had no idea that what I was about to do would make a lot of these grown men jealous. We had been fishing for a few hours, and other than a few twelve inchers my dad had snagged, our live-well was empty. We decided to head over to the mouth of a cove about twenty feet deep and throw our Carolina rigged watermelon seed French fry works. We were not there for twenty minutes and my angling ability was tested as never before. Right before my eyes, my line stretched as far as it could, and my rod tip was pointed straight down despite my efforts to “PULL UP!” as my father of nine years admonished. It must have taken several minutes and with almost every inch of line on my reel having been tugged out by the monster he was finally getting tired. I reeled several yards in, and the beast was almost visible. Every splash the fish made had me and my father more and more excited at what was at the end of the tense line. We finally got him within feet of the boat, and we got the first look at what seemed to be a large black bass; an understatement for the century in my opinion. Dad did his best to wrestle the fish into our net, and with one last minute effort by my catch, it flailed enough to actually break our net. Our hearts sank but we weren’t about to let this beauty get away. Heroically, my dad reached his arm into the green water and grabbed the monster by his massive mouth. Heaving the fish into the boat we could only stare at what I had caught. Having only fished for a few years I had absolutely no idea what I had just done. Dad, however, was speechless. A nine pound, three ounce, miraculous large mouth black bass had graced us with its presence. Dad called all his buddies to come see out feat, and they all had the same reaction; “How did this little kid catch a monster like that?” Most of them hadn’t caught a fish large enough to keep that day, and the envy was so sharp you could cut it with needle-nose pliers. Our best fishing buddy, James Roberts, a six foot, seven inch, three hundred fifty pound former club bouncer, showed his appreciation for my angling by allowing me to cool off by hurling me into the lake for a swim. We told them all about our net breaking, the jumping of the beast, and how close we came to his getting away. I won the tournament, Big Bass of the day, a trophy or two, plus a whopping monetary award, and bragging rights that I will carry with me forever. One of the best parts, in my opinion, was how awkward and out of place I felt at the weigh-in, as I, a nine year old whipper snapper, caught a bass larger than a lot of these seasoned fishing veterans ever have in their lives. We have that bass displayed in my dad’s office. Now, every time I go out fishing, my goal is to top my best bass and everyday it seems more and more daunting. The day was magical. It holds memories that I will never forget, from looking at my fish when I visit my dad’s office to every time I see my “9LBER” license plate on my truck.
Taylor Tyree

Volunteer Activities;


Mobile loaves and fishes – Stocking and cleaning food trucks after school.


Mobile loaves and fishes – Food distribution to homeless in downtown Austin.

Awards;


Big Bass of the year – South Austin Bass Club, 1999


Suma Cum Laude – National Latin Exam, 2006


Magna Cum Laude – National Latin Exam, 2007 


2nd Place Medal – District Track meet, 4 by 1 sprint relay, 2008

Honors;


TAPPS State 5A track meet qualifier, 4 by 1, 2008


Three Sport Award – St Michael’s Athletic Department (Football, Soccer, Track)


Gateway Scholarship – Texas A&M University


Sul Ross Scholarship – Texas A&M University

Job history;


Worked for father, Jim, at his dental practice in the summers of ’06 and ‘07

