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1 - A Smart Bass Fishing Day
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The Dream Launch

The air smells like caffeine and prophecy. Steam rises from my coffee in slow applause while the truck idles steady—an obedient beast humming in harmony with my pulse. Everything gleams in pre-dawn half-light: rods lined like instruments, reels whispering promises, tackle boxes squared to the millimeter.

This is what perfection looks like before it wakes up.

No gear forgotten. No straps left hanging. The ramp waits ahead, quiet as an altar. Tires hiss when they touch the water, smooth as breath. I back down without hesitation, trailer cutting through reflection like choreography. For a second, I swear I can hear mission control counting down.

According to the Bureau of Imaginary Precision, 100 % of perfect launches occur in daydreams before sunrise. I note it silently, proud to finally be living one.

The boat slides free with dignified ease, nose catching the soft pink shimmer of dawn. 

My buddy mutters, “Feels like destiny.”

“Or sponsorship,” I tell him, because humility’s overrated this early.

Mist curls off the lake, wrapping us in something that smells like optimism and two-stroke exhaust. Loons call from the far bank—encouragement, obviously. The LCD screens come alive on the first touch, all electronics syncing as if they believe in me.

The motor hums low and warm. The wake behind us looks surgically clean, no wobble, no chaos—just mirrored satisfaction. I can feel the hum of the outboard syncing with my heartbeat, that quiet rhythm of a man convinced he’s figured it out.

The sun’s barely up and already the day feels tamed. Coffee perfect, thermos still radiating heat, everything aligned like the universe finally kept its appointment.

We idle past the no-wake zone in reverent silence. Even the water agrees—flat, unbothered, holding its breath. 

I could believe in luck right now. Or in physics.

The bow rises smooth as a curtain lifting, the lake revealing itself in long silver strokes. For a fleeting moment, every variable I’ve ever blamed lines up—wind, water, willpower—all of it behaving like it’s read the manual.

I look across the glassy stretch, steady at the wheel, one thought drifting slow and sure through the caffeine fog:

For once, the lake agreed with me.

Hope, freshly gassed and idling smooth.

Day of Glory

Sunrise lifts off the horizon like it rehearsed. The lake catches light and throws it back polished, ready for broadcast. Even the ripples look Photoshopped. My buddy and I hover in that early calm where optimism sounds like engine noise.

According to the Bureau of Unrealistic Expectations, 100% of tournament-class moments occur on casual Tuesdays with no witnesses. 

Today’s Tuesday. Naturally.

First cast—perfect arc, textbook landing. The rod bows, line sings, and a lovely 4.5lb bass obliges on cue. A smart fish who obviously realized he was outmatched. I half expect theme music. We net it slow, synchronized like we’ve practiced for years instead of guessed for decades.

The sonar glows with textbook arcs—each labeled, in my mind, “cooperative.” GPS trail already forming a neat heart shape. Battery indicator nailed at 100%. 

The boat feels smug, which I respect.

I cycle through my holy trinity of lures: crankbait Destiny, soft plastic Faith, spinner Miracle #3. All perform exactly as advertised, which is statistically impossible. 

Somewhere in an office no one’s ever seen, the Institute of Angling Excellence confirms that performance increases 200% when no one’s watching.

We don’t question it. We just fish.

Every cast connects. Hooks set like affirmations. Scales flash under the sun like loose currency. The rod handles warm, smell faintly of triumph and sunscreen. 

My buddy whispers, “We’re on film, right?” 

I tell him no, but the air disagrees—it’s too cinematic to waste.

By noon, the cooler sits untouched, except for the faint condensation haloing our drinks. The breeze smells of SPF 50 and validation. We lean back, half delirious, waiting for something to go wrong and disappointed when it doesn’t.

The lake’s generosity borders on absurd. We stop counting fish, start ranking adjectives. Majestic. Sturdy. Spiritually approachable. Each one released with reverence and a slightly arrogant smile.

Sonar pings. Another arc. Another willing participant in the myth of our competence. I swear I hear a faint applause from the cattails—might’ve been wind, but I’m not checking.

The afternoon drips gold. Rods glint. Water hums. Even the tackle box smells better than usual—aluminum and luck, a fine cologne of temporary genius. 

My buddy cracks an energy drink, fizz cutting through the hush.

He raises the can like a champagne toast. “To us,” he says.

I nod, almost believing the commercial we’re living in.

If perfection were contagious, we’d have caught it.

When everything works, that’s the first mistake.

* * * * * 
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Evening settles slow, the lake folding itself back into calm. The boat glides onto the trailer like it’s finally forgiven us. Not a single curse word, not one wrong angle. Trailer lights blink obediently, red and righteous. Even the seagulls bow out with what feels like respect.

According to the Institute of Selective Memory, 98% of perfect trips improve by 40% on the drive home. We’re already trending upward.

The truck smells like wet neoprene and satisfaction. Every retelling starts the same—“That one bass, man...”—and grows half an inch taller with every mile. By the time we hit pavement, the fish could vote and pay taxes.

The bar hums neon and fried optimism. Boots squeak on concrete, the floor damp with half-dried glory. We drop gear with the soft thunk of exhausted heroes. The bartender nods like he’s seen this episode before.

Phones light the table, glowing proof of greatness. Each photo reviewed with reverence, each deleted without hesitation if it doesn’t flatter the legend. I upload the best one, thumb hovering over the caption. Settle on: Just another day at the office.

Buddy leans back, grinning through the condensation ring of his beer. “We should go pro.”

“We basically are,” I say, and mean it for at least seven seconds.

The mock data chart forms naturally on a napkin—Correlation Between Number of Drinks and Accuracy of Fish Tales: Inverse to Infinity. It’s a clean curve, mathematically sound, ethically disastrous.

Laughter bounces off tin walls. Somewhere behind us, a fryer coughs grease and applause. Every retelling gains new color correction—bigger splash, smoother fight, brighter sun. The dumb bass have become noble opponents; we, reluctant champions.

Outside, night presses close, heavy with the smell of lake water and victory. I step out into it, beer in hand, the phone still glowing faintly in my pocket.

Some days you don’t chase legend—it idles up beside you, grinning.

This was that day.

It’s the one every fisherman swears is right around the corner.

Back in the real world...

Legend achieved. Lesson postponed.

​
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Meanwhile, in the Real World
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It’s a beautiful dream, that perfect day on the lake—the kind where the boat launches straight, the fish cooperate, and no one confuses confidence with physics. Every angler’s got one stored away, polished and replayed like a highlight reel from a universe with better luck.

But that was the trailer.

Now we roll the real footage—the splashes, the smoke, the sound of optimism scraping the ramp.​
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2 - Opening Casts: Welcome to the Madness
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The morning air smells like gasoline, sunscreen, and the kind of optimism that should come with a warning label. Fog lifts off the lake like steam from burnt coffee, and for one glorious minute, I believe this launch will be different. 

I’ve studied the angle, the depth, the friction coefficient of wet concrete. The ramp glistens like destiny.

My buddy Dave leans out the truck window, chewing a breakfast sandwich that’s mostly napkin. “You’re good!” he yells, which in ramp language means you’re about to make history or paperwork.

I ease the trailer back with the grace of a NASA docking sequence—if NASA had been staffed by under-caffeinated dads in flip-flops. Precision backing maneuver.

Too far.

Way too far.

The thermos tips, splashing coffee across my lap. It smells faintly of catfish and ambition. Trailer brakes squeal like a hymn for the damned. Somewhere behind me, a half-inflated life vest slaps the concrete with the rhythm of slow applause.

A man I’ve never met appears, shirtless and radiant with unsolicited authority. “You gotta goose it,” he says. 

Another voice from the fog counters, “Don’t goose it.” 

A third declares, “I seen this on YouTube.” 

By now, I’m performing for an audience of seagulls and retirees.

Ramp tradition dictates 83% of disasters start with one phrase: “I got it.”

I say it anyway. Tradition matters.

Then it happens. The plug. The absence of the plug, to be precise. Water floods the hull like divine judgment. 

Dave freezes mid-chew, the sandwich suspended between disbelief and mayonnaise. The boat, sensing weakness, decides to emancipate itself—drifting backward with a slow, cinematic defiance.

I run shin-deep after it, waving the rope like a man saluting his own incompetence. The cooler labeled ESSENTIALS floats beside me, empty except for ice melt and regret. The air hums with the sweet stench of exhaust and humiliation.

For a moment, it’s almost beautiful. The sun breaks the fog. The water glitters like forgiveness. The boat drifts on, noble and free, while I stand there half-soaked, half-awake, whispering to the universe, “It’s fine. I meant to do that.”

A kid on the dock claps once, unsure if he’s witnessed triumph or cautionary tale. I nod at him, the way generals acknowledge defeat before the next war. My socks make that squelching sound of moral clarity.

Somewhere deep inside, I feel the sermon rising—the eternal message of the ramp. Fishing isn’t about skill. It’s about believing you’re in control while gravity and physics quietly conspire against you. Every launch is a gamble against your own dumbass tendencies, and today, the house won.

Dave finally speaks. “Should we, uh... get the plug?”

I consider this. A long pause. The fog curls around us like a disappointed parent. “Eventually,” I say.

Behind us, another truck backs down too fast. The cycle continues—engines revving, egos inflating, humanity rehearsing failure one trailer at a time.

The boat drifts further out, perfectly balanced between freedom and mockery. I take a breath. The lake smells of mud, motor oil, and a hint of second chances. Maybe that’s why we keep coming back—to prove we can fail with style.

I wade back toward shore, shoes heavy, pride heavier. Somewhere out there, a bass is waiting, oblivious, destined to be pursued by men who can’t even launch correctly.

Turns out, the dumbass wasn’t on the lake yet. It was still standing here—shin-deep, soaked, and stupidly hopeful.

Hope with wet socks.

Tools Of Delusion

Dawn again, and the deck is a glittering battlefield. Twelve rods laid out like knights awaiting orders, each with a different destiny I can no longer recall. One for topwater. One for crankbaits. One for... emotional support, maybe. Graphite gleams under the weak sun, every rod looking smug—like it read the manual I didn’t.

I sip from my thermos, now tasting faintly of rust and humility, and take inventory of the faith. Three tackle boxes open like confessionals. Inside: thousands of dollars’ worth of bad decisions organized by color and self-deception. Every lure shines with the quiet arrogance of something that’s never caught a fish.

The fishfinder hums. The sonar purrs. The trolling motor blinks a blue light of fluent disappointment. Together they form a choir of mechanical pity. I’ve spent years learning to interpret their beeps like scripture, convinced salvation hides somewhere between battery level and water depth.

According to the Institute of Unnecessary Upgrades, performance increases 0.3% per extra cup holder. I can confirm that. I’ve got four, and I’m unstoppable at hydration if nothing else.

By my calculations, I’ve invested roughly $3,200 into this floating shrine to overcompensation. My lifetime haul? About seven pounds of bass, total, spread generously across fifteen seasons and one incident involving a submerged branch that fought back. But this—this is research. Controlled experimentation. 

Field science of the dumbass variety.

I scroll through menus on the fishfinder, half expecting it to offer therapy. The screen is smudged with sunscreen fingerprints and regret. Every ping feels personal, like the lake’s passive-aggressive way of saying, “Still not here, champ.”

A random Bluetooth tone echoes from the trolling motor. I freeze, hand on the throttle. For a heartbeat, I’m certain the lake just called my name. It’s possible I’ve reached the stage of dehydration where electronics sound divine. 

Then Dave’s phone buzzes from the cooler—false alarm. Enlightenment postponed.

The lures themselves smell faintly of debt and lake mud, a cologne of ambition gone stale. I hold one up—an iridescent crankbait labeled “Midnight Redemption.” It cost more than my first car payment. I tie it on anyway, because faith demands ceremony.

My sonar beeps again, steady and judgmental. The noise has become my conscience—cold, exact, and battery-powered. The thermos hums against the aluminum floor each time I move, like it’s trying to remind me how many mornings I’ve done this dance.

I tell myself I’ve finally achieved systemic efficiency. Every rod labeled, every hook sharpened, every gadget synced to something important. Then I remember I forgot to charge the trolling motor batteries.

Enlightenment denied once more.

There’s a holiness to the silence that follows. Just me, my toys, and the persistent truth vibrating under all this gear: no machine can fix the fisherman. The sonar can show depth, not purpose. The fishfinder can locate movement, not meaning.

Still, I’ll keep trying. Because somewhere in this tangle of technology and hope, there’s a version of me who knows what he’s doing. Probably standing on another dock, with dry socks and better batteries.

I pick up one last unopened lure, still in its packaging. Promise printed in holographic ink. I turn it over in my hand, feel the weight of it—equal parts plastic and prayer.

One more lure, I think. One more upgrade. One more swipe of the card and maybe—just maybe—I’ll finally be the man my receipt says I am.

What else could redemption smell like but fresh packaging? 

Connection achieved, meaning still buffering.

The Crew of Future Champions

Five trucks idle in formation, exhaust fogging the dawn like group therapy for denial. The dock vibrates with caffeine and misplaced optimism. Everyone’s talking louder than the engines, which is how fishermen prove confidence—volume over evidence. The smell is a holy trinity of fuel, coffee, and powdered donuts.

We are, by all accounts, a well-oiled machine. Mostly oil. Not much machine.

Spreadsheet Guy adjusts his headlamp as if prepping for surgery. He’s got moon phases, barometric pressure, and a spreadsheet titled Bass Success Probability Matrix (v47). He claims the odds favor us—67% chance of “moderate results.” He says this while standing on the only patch of dock currently underwater.

Superstition Guy won’t say the word fish before sunrise. He also banned bananas, optimism, and my playlist, citing “energetic contamination.” His lucky hat smells like lake rot and defiance.
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