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Pierre the Leprechaun talks Cheyenne into
going fishing one day. That should be a safe venture, right? But
what happens when Cheyenne catches the big fish with Pierre's
magical fly rod? Who can she tell and still protect Pierre the
Leprechaun? Who will believe the story she has to tell?
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Pierre the Leprechaun was pacing back and
forth. He was waiting on Cheyenne Wilson to get off that blasted
curse called the cell phone. She had been talking to her friend
Anna for over an hour. Listening to just one side of the
conversation, Pierre couldn't see what had taken longer than three
minutes at the most. How could these bonnie lasses talk so long
about nothing? Finally, he stopped right in front of Cheyenne and
angrily stared at her. He indignantly tapped his foot as he folded
his arms across his chest.

Cheyenne looked up and saw him. She told
Anna, "I've got to go. I promised Pierre that I'd go fishing with
him. He's standing here now with an awful scowl on his face and a
really, really ugly hat. Its way worse than the worn top hat he
usually wears. It looks like some sort of bugs crawled on it and
died."

"I'll have ye know that this is me fishing
derby. Those bugs ye see are special flies which will catch me a
monster big fish," said Pierre in his old country Irish brogue.

"Oh, Anna he's so funny. He says the bugs on
his hat are flies. I can believe that hat would draw flies. Trouble
is they died before he could use them for bait."

Pierre's scowl just deepened and he made a
hurramp noise as he stomped to his fishing creel, a small rod and
reel and his small tackle box. Evidently Anna joined Cheyenne in
laughter but at least Cheyenne finally hung up. Pierre picked
everything up and followed her to the kitchen. Cheyenne picked up a
backpack with their lunches before she headed out to the garage and
picked up her rod and reel. She also picked up a small tackle box
and a can of worms that she had dug earlier. Pierre sniffed and
stuck his nose in the air at the worms. Cheyenne carefully put the
worms in the backpack so they wouldn't spill and then she was
ready.

Pierre's countenance improved as they walked
on the path to Cheyenne's secret place. They had made several trips
to her secret place since school was out and yesterday when they
had walked down by the river it had given Pierre the idea to go
fishing. He wanted to be there at daylight but Cheyenne told him he
would have to go there by himself. She wasn't getting up in the
middle of the night just to go try to catch some old fish. Pierre
had cajoled her with no effect. She got up at 9:00, ate a leisurely
breakfast and then talked to Anna for an hour. Pierre saw from the
sun that it would be almost noon by the time they arrived. No
self-respecting fish would be ready to bite at that time of day but
it was better than sitting in the house.

They arrived at Cheyenne's secret place and
Cheyenne turned to the left to the river. The birds were flitting
from tree to tree and the bees were buzzing in the flowers.
Cheyenne could smell some of the flowers and she heard several of
the birds singing. She loved this place. It was always so peaceful.
As they neared the river, they could hear it. It made a low
pleasant sound that was very soothing. Cheyenne walked out on the
small gravely ground next to the river. She took off her backpack
and opened her tackle box. Pierre walked past her several feet and
set his creel down. He opened his tackle box and inspected some of
the flies inside. He took his hat off and selected his favorite
fly. He tied it on and then sat down to remove his shoes and
stockings. He walked up to the water and stepped in.

Cheyenne could hear the sharp intake of his
breath as he felt the water wash over his feet. Even the backwaters
of the Flathead River were cold at this time of the year. Her Dad
said it was because the river was fed by melting snow up in the
mountains.

"It's a little cold, isn't it?"

"It'll be just fine, me dear. I just have to
get use to it. Ye just tend to your fishing. I refuse to put those
poor worms on a hook for ye."

"Oh, Pierre. You're so funny. I know you'd
help me if I needed it. You helped me before."

"Helping ye before didn't mean putting worms
on a hook. I nay do any thing like that. A civilized person uses a
fly."

"Don't you think that pole is awfully small?
It looks more like an ice fishing rod than a fly rod. What if you
catch a big one? It would bust that pole all to pieces."

"I'll have ye know that this fine rod was
hand crafted by me friend the Troll. He makes the finest fly rods
in all of Ireland. The line is braided spider web made by the
finest fairies right here in this uncivilized country. This fly rod
has magical properties to catch a big, wily trout and will hold any
fish this river can produce."

"I don't know. There are some monsters in the
Flathead River."

"The Flathead River. What a name for a River.
Did it get its name because everyone around here slaps there
forehead with their palm until its flat?"

"No, silly. It's named after the Flathead
Indians. I thought you'd like it because its green."

"Just because its green doesn't make it
Irish."

Pierre started working his cast. He flipped
the fly into an eddy behind a big rock in the river. He would let
it drift for a short distance and then start working the line
again. Cheyenne got her pole rigged and put a worm on. She moved
upstream from Pierre and cast into the water.

Pierre suddenly let out a whoop and raised
his rod tip. The tip was jerking and Pierre was fairly dancing in
the water as he reeled his fish in. The fish ran out into the
deeper water and Pierre would pull it back and get it closer to the
shore. It took several minutes to get the fish close enough to the
shore where he could land it. When he picked it up, it was a
two-inch long squawfish.

Cheyenne innocently asked, "Is that a big
wily Irish trout? We call them squawfish around here. My Dad and
his friends use them for pike bait."

Pierre didn't even answer her. He made his
hrrump noise and shook the fish off his line. He stayed on the
shore this time instead of wading out into the water. He started
casting to a different stretch of water. Cheyenne was standing
upstream snickering. Pierre turned red and turned his back on
her.

Cheyenne yelled, "I've got one. It's a big
one, too."

She was fighting the fish and Pierre ignored
her. All of the sudden, Cheyenne's line went slack. She reeled the
line in and checked her bait. The worm was gone. Pierre grinned at
that and Cheyenne looked at him suspiciously.

"You didn't have anything to do with my fish
getting off, did you?"

"Nay, lassie. Ye let your rod tip down and
let the tension off your line. The fish just spit out that foul
tasting worm."

"I don't know. I thought I had set the hook
good."

She checked her hook and baited up again. She
cast back to the same spot. She looked around to find a forked
stick and pushed it into the river bank. She laid the pole down on
it and then sat down. Pierre let out another whoop and started
fighting another fish. He soon landed a three-inch yellow
perch.

"Wow! That magical rod and reel are sure
catching the big ones today. Do you want me to stand behind you the
next time to make sure the fish doesn't drag you into the
water?"

"Hrrump. I'm just getting warmed up. At least
I've caught two fish. How many have ye caught?"

"Are you going to count those two minnows?
I'm not even sure they were big enough for bait."

"Just ye wait and see. This fly rod and reel
will catch a big one."

They continued to fish for awhile and
Cheyenne didn't even get a nibble. Pierre caught three more small
yellow perch. Cheyenne teased him every time. At last, Cheyenne got
hungry and opened her backpack to get their lunch out. Pierre
reeled his line in to come over to eat.

While they were eating, Cheyenne asked Pierre
what Ireland was like and if there were other Leprechauns that
still lived there. Pierre launched into a long story that had
Cheyenne rolling with laughter. Pierre even smiled as he made her
laugh. As they finished their lunch, Cheyenne's pole started
jerking. She grabbed it and gave a big jerk. She wanted to make
sure she had set the hook this time. She fought the fish for
several minutes and landed a nice cutthroat trout that weighed
about a pound and a half.

"See, some of the trout like worms. This
looks like a good keeper to eat for supper. What do you think?"

Pierre said, "Hrrrump. Stupid fish probably
didn't know what it bit. It'll probably make ye sick to eat it
because it's so stupid."

Cheyenne laughed and put the fish on a
stringer. Pierre kept catching small squawfish and yellow perch. He
changed his fly after each fish trying for the bigger one. He moved
upstream from Cheyenne with the same results. Cheyenne had two more
bites and caught two more fish to match her first one.

"Would you like to trade poles for awhile. We
can see if it's the pole or the fisherman."

"Ye'll nay be laughing at me when I catch the
new record trout. Oh, I feel him. It's the big one!"

Pierre finally landed the fish and it was a
trout. It was about three-inches long. The reason it had fought so
hard was because the hook was lodged in the middle of the fish's
back. Cheyenne had to sit down she was laughing so hard. She
couldn't even make comments. Pierre kicked the fish back into the
water and dropped his fly rod. He walked over to an old stump and
pulled out his pipe. He sat there with a scowl puffing away.

"You know, when you puff like that you remind
me of an old steam locomotive. Puff, puff choo-choo."

"Hrrrump! Let's just see how good ye can do
with me fly rod. Here, I'll hold yours."

Cheyenne handed her pole to him and he
started telling her how to cast the fly rod. She whipped the fly
back and forth getting the line to come out. Finally, the fly
settled on the water. It floated down the river and then into the
bank. She pulled the line in and then started her cast again. This
time as soon as the fly hit the water, a fish grabbed it.

"Set the hook! Keep the tip up! Let the rod
do the work. Easy, don't try to just jerk him on the bank. Work
him!" Pierre was shouting as he ran from her to her pole lying on
the forked stick.

Cheyenne finally landed the fish and it was
another yellow perch. She disgustedly unhooked the fish and threw
it back. Pierre was the one sitting on the ground laughing now.
About that time, Cheyenne's rod started jerking and Pierre grabbed
it. Cheyenne started laughing at the sight of an eighteen-inch
Leprechaun with a six foot rod pulling in a fish. Pierre had a look
of grim determination to land this fish. He finally pulled it up on
the bank. He let out a whoop because it was a little bigger than
Cheyenne's three fish.

"Well, we now know that it's the bait. Even
you can catch a good one with the right
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