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To my husband—who has given me a lifetime of love, laughter, and more fishing stories than one book could ever hold.
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Welcome to the Club

So, you’ve just come to the realization that you’re married to a bass fisherman.

First, let me say...

You’re in for an adventure.

Second, welcome to the club.

Membership is automatic. There are no applications to fill out, no dues to pay, and absolutely no way to cancel your subscription. Once you marry a bass fisherman, you’re in for life.

And trust me...

You’re going to have stories.

If your husband was already a full-blown bass fisherman when you said, “I do,” then at least you knew what you were getting yourself into. You saw the boat. You saw the tackle. You probably noticed he owned more fishing rods than dress shirts.

But if he wasn’t...

Well...

Sometimes the adventure begins after the wedding.

That’s how it happened to me.

When we got married, my husband liked to fish. It was a hobby. A pleasant little pastime. Every now and then he’d disappear for a Saturday morning, come home sunburned, tell me about “the one that got away,” and life would continue as normal.

At least, that’s what I thought.

Looking back, I can see the warning signs.

The first tackle box became two.

Two became five.

Five became enough tackle to open a respectable little booth at a fishing expo.

Then came the bass boat.

Then the bigger bass boat.

Then the electronics.

Then the electronics for the electronics.

Then the “essential” rods.

Apparently, every lure requires its own rod.

Who knew?

The transformation happened so gradually that I never realized it was taking place.

One day I was married to a man who enjoyed fishing.

The next day I was married to someone who could identify fifteen species of baitfish but couldn’t remember where we parked at the grocery store.

There was never a family meeting.

No discussion.

No vote.

No opportunity to object.

I simply woke up one morning as...

A bass fisherman’s wife.

Life has never been the same.

I didn’t receive a handbook.

That’s why I’m writing one.

And if there is one thing every new bass fisherman’s wife should know, it is this:

Sleep will never be quite the same.

Do you remember sleeping until eight o’clock on a Saturday?

I barely do.

I vaguely remember lazy mornings when my husband and I would wake up together, stretch, cuddle for a while, and decide where we’d like to have breakfast.

Those mornings are now filed under Historical Events.

These days, my Saturdays begin at exactly 4:00 a.m.

Not because I want them to.

Because somewhere in the darkness, my husband’s cell phone starts making that painfully generic alarm sound that no human should ever hear before sunrise.

He doesn’t wake up gradually.

He launches.

One second he’s asleep.

The next, he’s airborne.

The covers fly off the bed, the dog jumps three feet into the air, and I’m suddenly wide-awake wondering whether we’re under attack.

He insists on keeping the lights off because, in his words...

“I don’t want to wake you.”

By this point, I’m awake.

The dog is awake.

I’m fairly certain people in neighboring counties are awake.

But at least the bedroom light is off.

Instead, he turns the room into an obstacle course.

He walks into the dresser.

Trips over his shoes.

Hits his shin on the bed frame.

Then opens the closet door.

Closes it.

Opens it again, as though the contents might have changed.

Eventually, I hear...

“Honey...”

I know what’s coming.

“Honey, have you seen my lucky shirt?”

Of course I have.

Because obviously, I’m the keeper of all sacred fishing garments.

Now, I should explain something about lucky fishing clothes.

To the average person, they’re just old jeans, a faded T-shirt, and a flannel that’s survived more fishing seasons than most marriages.

To a bass fisherman...

They’re sacred.

These clothes are never to be questioned.

Never to be replaced.

And if he’s on a winning streak, under absolutely no circumstances are they to be washed.

According to bass-fishing science—which has yet to be recognized by actual science—every tournament win, every heavy bag, and every good day on the water leaves a little luck permanently embedded in the fabric.

The moment those clothes go through the washing machine...

All the luck spins right out with the rinse cycle.

Could that possibly be true?

Of course not.

Do I wash them anyway?

Not a chance.

I’ve learned there are some risks a bass fisherman’s wife simply doesn’t take.

I crack one eye open.

There he stands in the middle of the bedroom.

One sock on.

One sock missing.

His hair pointing in every possible direction.

The flashlight on his phone sweeps across the room because, apparently, turning on the bedside lamp would be “too bright.”

He slowly turns in a circle, shining the beam into places no shirt has ever hidden.

He looks under the chair.

Behind the bedroom door.

Under the bed.

At this point, I’m beginning to wonder if he thinks the shirt has developed legs and wandered off during the night.

“Honey...” he whispers again. “I can’t find my lucky shirt.”

Without moving from the bed, I point toward the closet.

“It’s hanging on the back of the door.”

He turns.

Looks exactly where I pointed.

And there it is.

Exactly where he left it the night before.

He lowers his phone, smiles with complete confidence, and says...

“I knew it was there.”

Of course he did.

Somehow, after much stumbling, muttering, and one final check to make sure he really is wearing the lucky shirt, he finishes getting dressed.

Then comes the knock at the front door.

His fishing partner has arrived.

You’d think two men hadn’t seen each other in twenty years.

There’s enough backslapping and excitement to convince the neighbors someone just won the lottery.

My husband grins like it’s Christmas morning.

Within seconds, they’re in my kitchen.

I don’t even have to see them to know what’s happening.

I can smell it.

Coffee.

Bacon.

More bacon.

Somehow...

Even more bacon.

Their whispered strategy meeting seeps under the bedroom door.

“If the wind switches...”

“We’ll start on the north bank.”

“If they’re not on points...”

“We’ll throw a jig.”

“If that doesn’t work...”

“We’ll run twenty miles.”

These men have more contingency plans than a wedding planner watching the weather.

Plan A.

Plan B.

Plan C.

Plan D.

By this point, I’ve accepted that sleep is no longer an option.

Still, I close my eyes and give it one last try.

That’s when the bedroom door swings open.

My husband leans over the bed in complete darkness, searching for my face.

Instead, he finds my forehead.

Then my nose.

One eye.

Finally...

A goodbye kiss.

“I’ll be home around four...”

Every bass fisherman’s wife knows this sentence.

It has absolutely no relationship to reality.

If the fishing is good, “around four” means seven.

If they’re fishing a tournament, it means whenever the weigh-in ends.

And if they stop by the tackle shop on the way home...

Well...

Just go ahead and plan dinner without him.

By seven o’clock, I officially surrender.

Coffee sounds like a better idea than trying to fall back asleep.

I shuffle toward the kitchen, already knowing I’m about to find evidence that two very excited bass fishermen have passed through.

Even so...

The sight is impressive.

It looks less like breakfast happened and more like two raccoons hosted a cooking show.

The frying pans are still on the stove, each preserving a generous layer of bacon grease for future generations.

A spatula is attached to the cooktop by a small lake of grease that has already begun to solidify.

The sink contains enough dishes to feed an entire tournament field.

Someone attempted toast.

The black crumbs scattered across the counter suggest the toast fought back.

Coffee grounds form a trail across the floor, leading almost—but not quite—to the trash can.

Apparently, accuracy matters when casting a jig.

Not so much when throwing away coffee filters.

That’s when I see the bacon grease on the wall.

A seasoned bass fisherman’s wife knows better than to ask questions that will only lead to more questions.

I pour myself a cup of coffee.

Take one long sip.

Set it safely outside the splash zone.

I gather dishes.

Rescue the spatula.

Follow the trail of coffee grounds.

Wipe the bacon grease off the backsplash.

Reach for the bottle of cleaner.

By the time I finish my second cup, the raccoons have disappeared, the kitchen looks like a kitchen again, and my husband is somewhere on the lake having the best morning of his life.

Just another Saturday.

Welcome to the club.
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The Night Before a Tournament

People who have never lived with a bass fisherman probably think a bass tournament begins at sunrise.

That’s understandable.

Completely wrong...

But understandable.

A bass fisherman’s wife knows the tournament begins the night before.

In fact, by the time tournament morning arrives, my husband has already fished the entire lake at least twice...

In his mind.

The preparation is nothing short of a ritual.

Some families spend Friday evenings watching a movie.

Some go out to dinner.

Some relax on the couch.

Not us.

My Friday night entertainment is watching my husband prepare for what appears to be a military operation.

Except I’m fairly certain the military doesn’t reorganize its supplies as many times as my husband does before leaving.

By late afternoon, the truck is hooked to the boat, and every compartment has been opened, inspected, reorganized, closed...

Then opened and inspected again.

Because fishing tackle rearranges itself when no one’s looking.

The garage door stays open for hours.

Neighbors walk by, glance at the boat, the tackle boxes, and the seventeen fishing rods leaning against the garage wall, then casually ask...

“Going fishing tomorrow?”

They’re very observant.

Now, you may be wondering why anyone needs seventeen rods for one day of fishing.

That’s adorable.

According to my husband, each rod has a very specific purpose.

One is for flipping.

One is for frogging.

One is for crankbaits.

One is for spinnerbaits.

One is for jerkbaits.

One
























































































Bass Fisherman’s Wife Observation No. 1
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