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- Rouges gallery of back street brawlers

- Young thugs hit my jig

- Cutting edge of two worlds

- But so what the day belonged to us!

- The silver silhouette....

- The huge silver torpedo exited the water shaking like a belly dancer trying to throw the talons of Woo's finely tuned penman.

- .....wire through velveta cheese

- ...like chalk on a golden black board

- We'll pit the smallest lures and lightest line against the biggest fish.

- Fishing the bright blue infinity of the Pacific

- Enjoying tropic pleasures

- Fishing the clear cobalt depths.

- The seas shivered and danced with billfish.

- Trip carefully vexes the visitor with a teaser

- The fish took a pass out of the instruction book.

- The sea turns to a creamy froth under the onslaught of the monster billfish.

- We pay our respects and release him to fish another day.

- We resume our prowl.

- Power surged up the line into the butt of my Fenwick.

- The monster fish pulled my line into the sea like so much sewing thread.

- Escape the frozen pallet of the north 

- The white marlin of my dreams showed up and wanted me to dance.

- It was no loss. He showed us everything he had!

- Most powerful mood changer.

- It's 50 pounds if it's an ounce.

- Longer term damage to the snook population.

- Under the brow of the west coast forests.

- It was a frozen dead skunk.

- The prized late night sovalkies valiantly poised at Homestead, only to take a torturous criss-crossed intestinal journey ending in a sphincteral defeat amidst a waiting pellagrin whirlpool of city pipes.

- While the wind and water chilled our flesh, the sliver ones froze our hearts and hopes - score one for the home team.

- We stuffed the boat like a well-filled bra.

- We were there and did our thing, but they were out of Charmin.

- We paid to get in, but the band never showed.

- The follow ups were incredible and sometimes that is enough. 

- You can't eat steak everyday.

- Fishing isn't always about catching fish and great pictures. Sometimes it's a lesson that teaches one how to better spend his time and money.

- We wallowed on the flats like a beached whale, struggling to free our bulky mass.

- The crackle of the high tension wires carried our thought down the road to the sizzle of Gyro's at George's.

- The sea has always had the final word.

- The silver bullets assaulted our lures like urban street gangs.

- We fished until the turquoise turned to bronze.

- Sandy Moret and I ride the ragged edge where the fish are big and wild.

- The tranquil bay was a piece of the past.

- The day was like natural history on the wing.

- We fished the windless void.

- The pleasure was all ours.

- We fished the liquid desert we called the flats.

- I sent my streamer fly out on patrol.

- The massive fished jumped and joined the silver ranks of her olympian species.

- She was still in the game, but I could feel the life going out of her.

- The school was like armored soldiers coming out of the field.

- The sun continued to glare down at the proceedings from the balcony.

- Pycopay man expertly weaved its way along the void surface of the water to entice a brilliantly adored spanish mackerel to leave his den in the dark depths.

- We'll burn the stories into the memory of film.

- It fits like an old shoe.

- We had front seats at the tarpon ballet.

- She was a reel smoking sailfish.

- Flip is a major collectible in the fishing gallery of the great.

- Palolo worms snaked their way past the thrashing silver monsters.

- The island is a Bahamian jewel.

- The Walker experience begins.....

- Things of outrageous beauty.

- The salted winds caress the trees.

- A maze of natural beauty.

- Liquid blue pastures of the flats.

- They are our past living in the present.

- An oceanic wilderness untouched by time.

- A shimmering emerald isle.

- He's got some punch.

- The awesome tarpon was hot to trot. 

- Look at him go. (Mark Sosin)

- Neutral is in his favor. (MS)

- There he is, there he is, there he is...... (MS)

- Let him go if you have to. (MS)

- The ocean was as calm as a new basketball court.

- The fishing was less important than just being here.

- Come with me on a trip of angling adventure.

- They were like legions of sun worshipers waiting to attack my lure.

· The liquid face of the world.

- I was waiting for the guest of honor.

- The party begins with a bang.

- The guests began to arrive.

- The two fish danced to a different tune. 

· The guest took his leave.

- The fish hit the lure with the enthusiasm of a drug addict attacking a new batch of cocaine.

- A surreal backdrop where water and sky are one.

- Jose Hoebay guided my sightless lure to a trim middle weight.

- His heart and mine joined.

- It was a new memory for the tarpon archives.

- A package of silver lightning.

- The water streaks ahead white with promise.

- Pristine beauty.

- Journey through life helped with technical precision. 

- Sensing the thrust of the push pole.

- Something resembling fun.

- Flip is a major collectible in the Angling gallery of greatness

- A wave of nostalgia swept over me.

- Key west - the absolute south edge of America.

- A swing and a miss. (Sandy Moret)

- We chased the sun back to Key West.

- The sea was a blue as swedish eyes.

- Music of friendship plays on the wind.

- Legions of sunworshippers thin out.

- Liquid face of the world.

- Tiny islands tear white and foamy at the sea.

- The soft January air.

- The first Sailfish greets the day like a dancer on the stage.

- The huge sailfish skipped across the sea like a flat stone.

- Mother load of bait fish.

- Oncholetas formed into a tight ball.

- Red snappers one of the great dining experiences.

- This is undiluted 200% wilderness

- He was casting rare human shadows on the river bottom.

- That was a fine piece of angling.

- After catching that fish, your face looked like a Holloween pumpkin with a beard.

- He got a spiritual fulfillment through fly fishing.

- We saw brilliant oceanic colors that few artists can approximate.

- He jumped leaving a circle in the calm water which I will wear on the right hand of my memory.

- The fish punched and fought like a heavy weight champion.

- We slowly slide out to the table of the flats.

- There was a crazy maze of natural channels.

- And there we were in a stalemate. Angler, fish, and guide together.

- It was a rare communion of angling spirit. 

- We were just like a couple of kids seeking golden fleece beyond our grown up lives.

- The silver slab jumped for the sky.

- Jose, you put your claws into him.

- The fish fought with the fury of a Jake LaMotta. 

- Our boat cut across the reflective face of the sky.

- ....that gave those stories wing!

- The mystical qualities of New England fishing.

- This is my past living in the present.

- This is the basic stuff not only make believe.

- We've cheated some special time from the cold back ....

- That fish was a harbinger of good luck.

- The sea has always had the final word.

