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A shadow moved up onto the flat and the telltale splash of a fin broke the water. 

The fish was chasing something and was rushing in to catch it. Levi spied the tail fin as 

it turned and he smiled wildly as the black dot appeared along the tale. The fly rod in his 

right hand he began to pull line off the reel and let it collect in the water around his 

knees. He brought the rod back and the fly line flew past his body forming a perfect loop 

behind his head. Just as it did this, he brought the rod tip forward casting the fly line 

ahead the the redfish, the line around his legs sailing through the eyelets on his rod. 

The line landed quietly and delicately, a thin yellow mark leading to the leader ahead of 

it attached to the shrimp fly at the end of it.

He let the line come to a rest and watched as it slowly began to drop below the 

surface of the water. He stripped the line back, inch by inch, watching as the hand tied 

fly appeared to move under the surface of the water under its own power. The redfish 

kicked the water behind itself, scurrying around the flat between the grass sensing the 

presence of something else in the water around it; something small and potentially 

edible. Levi paused, the fly line in his stripping hand poised to strike if the fish took it. He 

was hunched over in the water, a habit he had picked up while fishing at his 

grandfather’s camp in Rangeley, Maine. It was more of a good luck charm, or perhaps 



he felt that if he was low to the water level it might be easier to hide from the eyes of the 

fish. Either way it had worked for him in the past.

He stripped another foot of line as the redfish’s head and body snapped around 

spotting the fly. He pulled ever so slightly on the line, making the shrimp move in such a 

manner as if it were trying to escape the path of the charging leviathan. Levi’s heart 

raced as he watched the redfish dart at the shrimp, struck at it and begin to run off with 

it in its mouth.

Patience, he reminded himself.

The line ran fast and suddenly went taught, the fish suspecting that something 

was wrong. The reel began to sing as the fish took flight but it was too late for that now. 

Levi tugged back on the line, setting the hook in the jaw of the fish. An expression of 

utter joy came across Levi’s face and he forgot everything that was wrong with the world 

as he concentrated on the sweet sound of his singing fly reel, a high pitched zzzzzing 

as line was released, the fish taking it as it ran.

He cupped his hand over the bottom of the reel, apply just a little pressure to 

slow the run of the fish, and brought the rod about to apply extra tension. It wasn’t just 

about food. Levi wanted the fight. The fish protested, slapping its tail out of the water 

and tossing it over the grass on the flat and disturbing the stillness of the water. His 

eyes widened at the size of the tail - it was a big one fattened in the absence of 

recreational anglers. He tightened the drag sensing that he might have underestimated 

the fish. It pulled line off the reel and he increased his grip trying to slow the fish’s run.

The animal banked and came about and he struggled to pull the line in, stripping 

it behind himself wildly as the fish swam about searching for a place to hide. Levi pulled 



back on the rod, holding tension with the index finger of his rod hand and watched as 

the fish attempted to dive down in the shallow water. It kicked and thrashed about as he 

was able to hold it in place, the tip of his rod bent acutely in an arch pointing directly to 

his prey. He turned the fly reel’s crank over with his free hand and spun the loose line 

back onto the reel, making up the distance he had lost since the fish had run on him. He 

kept the tension up and watched as the fish rolled over angrily in a desperate attempt to 

free itself from Levi’s hook and line. He cranked the spindle over, trying to regain line, 

but the fish was too big and heavy to do this easily, and so he began to pull his line in, 

fighting directly with the impressive creature. Its reddish-gold hue caught the sunlight as 

it flailed about in the shallow water.

“Mama, look!” Alice squealed pointing to Levi standing in the water. Amanda 

looked up and could see him struggling with the fish on his line, the biggest smile she 

had ever seen him make. He could feel his face struggling to hold onto it, the 

expression not something he had been able to manage since things had taken a turn for 

the worse around them all. The expression seemingly inappropriate in a time of crisis. 

Amanda’s mouth widened as she saw him wrestling with the fish and she began to hope 

for something other than beans straight out of the can for dinner again.

Levi concentrated on the task at hand, letting the fish have line when it wanted to 

run and recognizing the sensation of heartbreak and joy as he let the fish take it. He 

knew to let the fish run when it wanted to as it was necessary to tire it out. If the fish 

banked left, he brought the rod to the right, a constant pressure for it to fight against 

hoping to tire it out as quickly as possible.



The fish slowed and Levi pulled the line back through the eyelets, the yellow fly 

line gliding through them with ease and falling limply in the water around his knees. He 

cranked the reel over collecting as much line as he could and holding fast to the fish on 

the other end. It kicked again, sending a splash of water skyward, and then finally 

resigning itself to defeat, rolled onto its side and surrendered itself to its fate.


