CALL OF THE WILD                August 10, 2000         Phil Taunton

Do you believe in magic; in a young girl’s heart?
                                                        The Lovin Spoonful

I never thought when I first heard this song about music by John Sebastian, I would be likening it to fishing, but it’s true. The magic of getting around a body of  water, out onto one of  Nature’s greatest resources will set you free and if you find the fishing groovy, you’ll feel happy like an old time movie.  Whether you catch anything or not.

Before I tell you of my fishing experiences the past couple of weeks, I need to make a little confession.  I’ve journeyed into the dark side of life and become addicted to catfishing.  I guess it was fate.  My friends all loved to catfish.  The first fish I ever caught was a bullhead, but I let the spiny, slimy, disgusting little Pisces go, hoping one would never defile my fishing experience again.  

The metamorphosis never happened overnight.  It was the black bass with its thunderous top-water striking power and leaping ability once it was hooked that first caught my eye. But like an unsatisfied lover, I soon tired of my romance with bass and fell head over heels in love with walleye, and then crappie fishing. 

Catfish have my interest now.  Please don’t think any less of me!  I am obsessed with them.  Maybe it’s the heat.

Oh, I have an occasional fling with a walleye and a school of crappie now and then, especially when I’m fish hungry,  but choose to leave black bass for the kids, altogether.  

A couple of weeks ago I met my nephew down at our cabin on the lake and we really got into channel cat like I never had before.  Fishing with chicken liver and my secret concoction of Wow Whee, we caught 17 channel from two to four pounds using a slip-bobber technique not unlike fishing for suspended crappie.  This was in the middle of the day, mind you, with jet skiers and boating enthusiasts only a stone’s throw away.

Wanting to unwind from a weekend of teaching hunter education classes, I asked fellow instructor Richard McCoy if he wanted to accompany me to this “honey of a fishing hole.”

I do believe in magic and, when it comes to fishing for Mr. Whiskers, Wow Whee can’t be beat.  I would sure like to share the secret recipe of this dip sponge bait with you and how to prepare it, but the last time I even mentioned it, a terrible curse was bestowed on me by the Fraternal Order of the River Rats.  My wife became a woman golfer.  I dare not run the risk of riling the Rats up again.  There’s still hope she will come to her senses!

Everyone knows channel catfish are especially fond of anything odoriferous and/or bloody.  Blood baits can be made by simply letting blood coagulate, harden and then cut into strips.  Fresh cut bait or chunks of other fish also make a good bait.  Livers of any species can be the ticket and I also heard that meat from a freshly killed jackrabbit will have the fish jumping in the boat.  And don’t forget live bait such as earthworms, minnows, crawdads or crayfish and grasshoppers.

Wanting to pass something new and magic on to you readers, and not suffer the wrath of the River Rats, Dick and I stopped by the bait store and purchased one of those commercially made baits for catfish you cut or mold onto your hook.  The label advertised the bait as being a strong gummy/sticky bait formulated from fish and meat products.  It’s easy to cut and has the unique feel of a slab of meat. It could be mistaken for a plug of chewing tobacco or soft jerky, but a cautionary note mentioned it wasn’t for human consumption.  Thanks.

This bait is biodegradable, but does not just fall apart like other real baits.  And once placed into the water, it begins to breakdown, releasing a slime that is filled with fish attractants and food ingredients, allowing fish to smell and taste the bait before they attack. Sounded good to me.

So off we go with a new magic fish catching phenomenon and, of course, my old standby, a bucket of Wow Whee.

Richard’s wife had requested a walleye so we trolled to my new found honeyhole and I managed to hook a sunfish hardly any bigger than the lure I was using, one of my favorites, a perch-colored Shad Rap.  A little farther up the Lake, I managed to hook one of my most favorite brush piles for crappie and lost my lure.  It is in good company with the hundreds of other lures I have lost there over the years.  Someone could open a bait store using my lures alone, it they ever took that brush pile out of the lake. 

We finally reached our destination and anchored over the place where my nephew and I had earlier slain the fish....and never got a bite for three hours.  Wow.

Fishing, as in love, you win some and you lose some!

God grant me the Serenity to accept the things I cannot change…  
The Courage to change the things I can…and the Wisdom to know the difference.
