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The day arrived; I left my beloved Australia for the American desert. I didn't want to go really, but I met my husband, Steve who has children and grandchildren by a previous marriage. My business is Internet based, I teach online, and I am also studying for my masters online. I can basically run my business from anywhere on the planet, so going to his neck of the woods for a while seemed like the logical thing to do. Steve promises me we will visit Australia often, so I promise to give it a try.

Steve lives and works in Idaho, which is supposedly one of the most beautiful of the American states.

"Where the rich and famous buy hunting, fishing, and ski lodges," he assures me, "In the winter we can rent a cabin in the mountains and snowmobile our way around in the pristine powder snow, and in summer we can go camping. We can even fish for Rainbow trout in some of the most picturesque lakes and reservoirs you've ever seen." That doesn't sound too bad, I think. Then he had to go and spoil it for me by saying.

"Or in the fall, we can go hunting for elk and deer."

Great, I think; come to America and kill Bambi. Me, who wouldn't dream of killing another living thing, holding a rifle or a gun? The very words, "Go ahead, make my day," are enough to frighten me half to death. But still, the time has arrived when soon we are to take this vacation contraption called an RV, and go camping and fishing. RV, also known as a 'fifth-wheel' is short for recreational vehicle, correction; that is v-hical. The RV is more like a luxury air-conditioned apartment on wheels. You attach it to a truck, which in America is the Australian equivalent of an overgrown Ute. To the back of the RV you attach the boat, then you then haul the forty-foot eyesore to a campground somewhere. It is a far cry from my idea of roughing it in a tent in the bush.

"But first", Steve tells me, "we have to prepare. Honey, I'm gonna have to teach you to fish." He caught on quick. I'd told him that under no circumstances was I going to shoot Bambi, but I might try my hand at fishing on one condition. He had to find out what else it was they eat because there is no way that I am going to pick up a disgusting worm, let alone impale it onto a hook.

"That's okay, honey, they make plastic worms now and I'll thread them on for you." I was still not convinced, but didn't want to disgrace my country, so I went along to the local river for my first training session.

I stood at the local riverbank with my rod in my hand, and at the end of my line, a red and white bobbing plastic ball (called a 'bobber'), floated on the surface. Suspended a foot below it was a juicy pseudo-worm that Steve had impaled on the hook. I thought how peaceful it was; an Osprey flew in the clear blue-sky overhead. If you look up in Idaho, the sky is so clear and blue that you think you are in Australia - it is like instantly going home. I followed the path of the Osprey, so beautiful and elegant as it dived straight down to pluck an unsuspecting trout from the river. I then looked down into the clear water near my feet, the sun made it transparent, and I could see right to the bottom. Cute baby 'fishies' hugged the bank as they swam up and down near the surface. As I watched them enthralled, I wondered what on earth I could have been afraid of.

Suddenly, I caught a movement in the corner of my eye. I turned my head to the right and saw it. A huge yucky, slug-green colored thing that was big, and fat, and heading right for my bobber.

Suddenly, all the things that Steve had taught me just vanished right out of my mind. I looked at the fish, it kept coming closer; I looked at my bobber, it was right in the way. Oh No! The fish would definitely see it. As it came closer, the theme music from 'Jaws' played in my head. I screamed, dropped the rod, and ran up the bank. Steve look across at me, "Snake?" he asked casually as I pointed down to the water, unable to speak. Words would definitely not come now, had he said snake?

He pulled in his line, in slow motion I thought, and ambled over to me. He put his arm around me as I managed to give the words a voice in one breath.

"A giant fish just came swimming slowly down my side near the bank. Oh, Steve, I was so afraid when it came so close to me, I thought it would get my worm. I forgot what you told me to do, so I just dropped the rod and ran." Steve rubbed my back.

"Honey, the fish is meant to get the worm." I felt like a fool, but the fear I was real as I watched that greenish thing slither towards me.

"I don't think I am ever going to get this, it seems so mean, it was just swimming in its own environment minding its own business." Steve looked at me and smiled again.

"Don't worry, let me throw the line further out so you can't see the fish bite." I wasn't too sure if that would make any difference, but I nodded my agreement.

Back at the bank again, this time with my bobber about fifteen feet in front of me, I saw another big fish slithering along towards me. This time I didn't scream, I just dropped my rod and ran halfway up the bank and sat down to wait until it swam slowly by.

"Gotcha!" Steve shouted as he jerked his rod. "Get the net!", and I ran towards him with it watching his struggle with the unseen fish. "It’s a fighter! Now watch as I tire him out." I watched as Steve explained how to reel slowly each time it stopped fighting. "Let him tire or he'll snap that line before you know it." The fish jumped clear out of the water, it was huge, and the line made a buzzing sound as the fish took off again. This went on for over ten minutes, until eventually the fish was in shallower water at Steve's feet - all tuckered out.

"Okay, honey, just put the net low in the water and net him when I bring him close." I edged the net into the water, and once the fish was in the net I lifted it quickly, surprised at the weight. Steve took it from me and showed me how to release the hook from the fish's mouth.

"Okay, what now?" I asked.

"We take him home for dinner, honey, this'll make good eatin', it's a lovely Rainbow, look at the way the sun highlights the rainbows on his side." I leaned forward and the fish flicked causing me to quickly jump back.

"I am NOT eating THAT!" I yelled as Steve laughed, "trust me, honey, you'll love it." He took a screwdriver from his tackle box, and then held it so the handle was suspended over the head of the fish.

"What are you going to do with that? I asked.

"Well, you hold the fish tight, and flick the top of his head, like this", he made a flicking motion in the air in front of me, "and it kills it instantly." I pulled back appalled.

"You are not going to kill it!" Steve raised his hand, "sure am, honey," and quickly struck the fish on the head. It went limp.

Back at the water's edge, holding my rod again, I felt a tug, then another, and then looked for my bobber. It had disappeared.

"Steve, Steve, quick my bobber's gone, it's eaten my bobber!" Steve ran over, "It's okay, Hon, it doesn't eat the bobber, the bobber goes down when the fish swallows the worm, take it easy now, let the hook set, and remember what I said about fighting it." For the next few minutes I reeled the fish in, and it buzzed the line back out until it came close enough for Steve to promptly net it. I was ecstatic.

"That's a good two-pounder, well done. Here you go, loop your finger under the gill like this, and I'll take a picture of you with your first fish." I tentatively put my finger under the gill and shut my eyes as I got used the slimy feeling, I didn't like it. Neither did the fish because it flicked, and I dropped it.

"Slicker'n greased cow slobber," Steve said as he picked it up again and handed it to me. I held it up again for the shot, then placed it in the bucket of water with Steve's dead fish.

"I hope it is not squeamish of the dead one." I said as I replaced the lid of the bucket.

"Whatcha doing?" Steve asked, "you have to kill it yet. Here." Steve held the screwdriver out to me.

"No way, I am not killing it. I am taking it home." Steve looked at me as if I had gone mad, but I was determined. "I don't care what you say, Steve, I am NOT killing it, it's my fish and I'm taking it home."

When we got home I filled the bathtub with cold water. I knelt and watched my fish swim up and down while Steve was outside gutting his catch, ready to prepare it for dinner. I did not want to watch him gutting it, if I did, I wouldn’t be able to eat any. We sat down to dinner, and the fish tasted fantastic, the pink flesh just melted in your mouth. The flavor was wonderful, and I was proud of my catch still swimming up and down in the bathtub.

"Honey, the fish can't stay in the tub." We have two bathrooms and I was just about to argue that point when there was the most awful sound of water splashing, and violent slapping. It was coming from the bathroom. Then, there was a heavy thud. We got up from the table and ran to the bathroom. I couldn't believe what I saw. My fish was lying in the middle of the pink bathroom carpet, and there was green and black fish-poop everywhere, up the walls, on the tub, on the mirror, and on the ceiling. It stank like a swamp.

---

"Okay, you can kill it now." I said to Steve as I turned to go and get some cleaning cloths, wondering how on earth you remove fish-poop from anything. "You are going to have to learn to kill them yourself." Steve said a month later, "because I am not always going to be here when you go fishing." He was right. By now I could fish quite well, I had progressed even from putting pseudo worms on the hook to the real thing. Pretty disgusting, but the worm threader is the best invention there is if you are a bit squeamish. My friend, Colleen was visiting from Sydney, and really wanted to go fishing with me. So I drove her down to the bank, and showed her how to thread the worm (yes me), and how to cast. We sat down to wait, and even though I hadn't killed a fish yet, I was sure I could bash it on the head when the time came.

Well the time came. Colleen caught a fish, it was about 2 pounds and she wanted to have it for dinner. I showed her how to reel it in, net it, and remove the hook, and then said, "now I'll show you how to humanely kill it." I took the fish and bopped in on the head with the handle of the screwdriver just like Steve did, but it kept wriggling. I put it on the ground and bopped it again, but it still kept wriggling. So I picked up a small rock and hit it hard, but it still kept wriggling. Colleen pulled a face, "look, it's still alive." I decided that I must have not been hitting it hard enough, so picked up a bigger rock, and brought it down hard on the fish's head. The eyes promptly shot out sideways, and we both screamed and ran up the bank.

"Oh my God, you've popped its eyes out. Look! Ew! It's still alive." I ran to the car and called Steve from my cell phone explaining that we had caught a fish that wouldn't die.

"I can't throw it back because it won't be able to see properly." I explained and he laughed.

"It's not funny, Steve." By this time Colleen was laughing too saying, "I am not having my photo taken with that, what will I tell everyone - that they have pop-eyed trout in Idaho?"

I was very upset, "Steve, I have tried five times to humanely kill it, and I don't want it to suffer any more". Colleen started a new attack of uncontrollable laughing, "Suffer! - You’ve bashed it with a screwdriver and two rocks, the poor thing probably has the migraine of the century by now. I don't call that very humane." I gave her a disgusted look as she held her stomach.

"Okay, honey," Steve said, "what you have to do is hit it almost at the end of the nose, at the tip of its head in one sharp and quick movement. It kills them instantly, and they don't feel a thing." Thankfully it worked the first time, and these days, unless we are fishing for dinner, I always throw them back in.

