
 

MY BIG FISH STORY by Roger Urbaniak  

 

Several years ago I purchased a lightweight “kids” fishing pole with a small reel and 

four- pound test line with the idea I would have fun with it catching small perch from the 

lake.  It was a warm sunny day and my idea was to test how well the pole would fish as I 

enjoyed a pleasure walk around the Arboretum.  I playfully walked along the shoreline 

and periodically tossed a small lead jig into the water to see if fish would follow it.   

After an uneventful 15 minutes or so, I walked to a new patch of shoreline where the path 

to the shore was surrounded by brush.  When I reached the edge and glanced into the 

water in front of me, I was startled to see the biggest bass of my life in just a few feet of 

water, in shade, directly in front of me. Carefully I propelled my jig to the front of the 

bass and gave it just the slightest twitch.  Almost nonchalantly, the bass opened its mouth 

and inhaled my small jig.  I set the hook and the fight was on.  I was fortunate to get the 

bass pointed towards shore early on and literally got it to swim partway up the path.  

When I tried to drag it further up the hill, the line broke.  As the bass flopped toward 

freedom, I managed to intercept it, encircle it with my hands, and brought it to shore.  

Wow, what a fish!!  It was the biggest bass I had ever seen and I was proud to have 

caught it.  I found a branch to help me carry my trophy and promptly began walking 

around the Arboretum with my prize to show it off.  People would stop, admire the bass, 

ask what kind it was, how big, etc. In other words, they asked all the right kind of 

questions, the ones I wanted to hear to allow me to brag about my catch. I was in heaven!   

 

Soon I ran out of new people around me, and I needed to move to another part of the 

Arboretum to continue my show.  My show was just as popular at my new location, but 

again I soon ran out of people.  I knew a friend who lived nearby and I was determined to 

show her my fish.  A short drive, followed by a knock on her door and I decided Jean 

wasn’t home.  Since Jean always left her door open, I decided to walk right in.   After 

some thought, I came up with my idea.  I would leave Jean my bass.  When I ran water 

into the kitchen sink, the bass began to twitch.  It was still alive!  I sensed a great 

opportunity now.  I filled the sink with water and continued to revive the bass.  The bass 

totally came back to life and began slowly swimming in the sink.  Now I knew I would 

leave Jean my bass.  I also knew that I would not bother to leave her a note. 

 

A few weeks later Jean showed up at a party and after some interrogation by her, I 

confessed to having left the bass.  Jean mentioned that she now had her own story about 

the bass and promptly shared it with me.  Shortly after I had left the house, her brother 

Bill had stopped by hoping to play some cards after an evening of entertaining his clients 

at a tavern.  When he heard a noise in the kitchen, he decided to investigate. When Bill 

glanced into the sink, he became convinced that he had had way too much to drink.  Bill 

made for the door, left his car at Jean’s place and promptly began a long, sobering walk 

home.  My bass had shown Bill the light, at least for that evening.  That was quite a bass. 

 


