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The Corrugated Sewin

Most anglers through the fishing season

Keep their passion within reason.

 When news gets out that sewin’s run

the family can forget their fun.

No time to wine and dine the wife

to keep away domestic strife.

I know that she will give me grief,

 for cancelling “that” in Tenerife.
It’s getting dark got itchy feet

she’s watching Coronation Street.

That sparkling river clear and cool,

I’m on my way to favourite pool,

 I tie on fly by pencil light

don’t think I’ve known a darker night.

Tonight I feel I will not fail,

decided on a squirrel tail.

While in the Bridgend most people slept 

from run to pool I gently crept.

It’s very very dark about

No one will ever hear me shout.

Then in the dark a fish did crash

and I was on it in a flash.

I cast and cast and cast again

and now it’s coming on to rain.

Then when I strained my eyes to look,

the sewin rose and took my hook.

Now on my knots I am reliant

I’m pretty sure I’ve hooked a giant,

he did not run but dived down deep,

yes this is worth the loss of sleep.

I heard a noise like big fish swirl….

my leader came back in a curl.

Thinking now my hopes were dashed,

I sat on rock and again he splashed.

I guess I hadn’t put him down

so increased leader to 8 pound.

Was squirrel taken with regret?

I hoped and prayed he’ll soon forget,

with heart now pounding in my chest

I ought to give this fish a rest.

I prayed again and on AMEN,

The “bugger” went and splashed again.

Said to myself “God he was big”,

took out hip flask and had a swig.

By now I don’t know what to think

decided on another drink.

I changed the fly and casting angle,

and left the stoat tail on the dangle.
Once more he came just like a rocket

I felt I had him in my pocket,

expecting him to strip to backing

there was a surge then all did slacken.

Oh no! I thought, it’s just my luck

the fly came back…… again unstuck,

with trembling hands and state of shock

I looked and saw it’s 3 o’clock.

I bet this fish could tell some tales

of escapes from seals and killer whales,

from worms on hooks and mono’ nets,

rapala lures and silver mepps.

I think I know what’ll give him trouble

so carefully tied on Zulu double.

I prayed again and made a wish

“When fly swings ‘round please take this fish”.
For a second or two there was a pause,

Then I felt it jagging in his jaws,

so for a while I had my wish,

the hook was in this massive fish.

A powerful tugging I could feel

and waited for the reel to scream,

the rod began to take the strain….

but then he snapped it off again.

Said to myself that ‘take’ felt queer,

There’s something funny happening here.

Dejected, I start wording ad’s

For sale of net and fishing bags,

An Orvis rod and all the gear

I’ll probably spend the cash on beer.

I look to heaven with my eyes

and notice dawn begin to rise.

I’d fished him hard all through the night,

I’m starting now to get up tight.

It’s pouring down what can I do?

I’m absolutely soaked right through.

 Demoralised and can’t believe

he’s taking so much to deceive.

I must admit that I did fail,

he’s still alive to tell the tale.

By now I was chilled to the bone

but stood as still as granite stone.

With aching back and stone cold feet

I saw this corrugated sheet,

rising falling with the flow

 splashing every half hour or so.

I’ll tell you lads it made me think

No wonder anglers take to drink.

By now it’s light I see the scene

and what a rotten night it’s been.

Dropped on my knees and yes I cry,

when I see where I’ve been casting fly.

The fish I thought could not be beaten

turned out to be old tin sheeting.

A broken man and for good reason

I never fished again that season.

“Peter Ross”
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