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Introduction: Why Tenkara? 
Look, I get it. You hear “tenkara” and think it’s either a fancy sushi roll or some weird yoga pose 
for hipsters. Nope. It’s fishing, but for people who look at a reel and go, “Nah, I’d rather suffer 
with a stick and a dream.” Because who needs gears and gadgets when you can wield a 
telescoping rod like a samurai with a death wish, fixed line flapping in the breeze, and one 
lonely fly dangling there like it’s auditioning for Survivor: River Edition? Welcome to tenkara, the 
vegan CrossFit of fishing—Japanese roots and all, where less is more, and you’re the weirdo 
bragging about it at the tackle shop. 
 
I told my buddy I was into tenkara, and he stared at me like I’d just confessed to joining a cult. 
“What, no reel? No bobber? You just wave a stick at fish until they feel sorry for you?” Pretty 
much, yeah. It’s fishing for masochists who hate gear and love explaining themselves to 
confused strangers. “Oh, it’s ancient Japanese,” I say, like that makes me sound cultured 
instead of broke. But here’s the kicker: it works. Sort of. If you squint and ignore the times you 
hook a tree instead of a trout. 
 
So why tenkara? For me, it started with a midlife crisis disguised as a Google rabbit hole. I was 
eyeballing Euro nymphing, fancy rods, fancy methods, all that crap fly fishermen drool over 
while pretending they’re not just drowning worms with extra steps. I’m on some forum, scrolling 
through gearheads arguing about rod weights, when someone drops “tenkara” like it’s the secret 
handshake of cool. Long rods, minimal gear, maximum smugness. I thought, “Perfect. A new 
way to torture myself and call it a hobby.” So I bought a rod, because nothing says “personal 
growth” like impulse-buying something you barely understand. 
My first day out, I ditched my Western rod, the one with a reel and dignity, and went full tenkara. 
No strike indicators, no tackle box the size of a suitcase, just me, a stick, a line, and a fly. I 
looked like a lunatic casting spells at the water, but the point was to strip it all down, hone my 
skills—or lack thereof—and catch more fish with less crap. Except, less crap means more 
swearing. I tangled that fixed line in every bush within a mile, lost flies to rocks like they were 
tributes to the river gods, and still came home grinning like an idiot. Why? Because somewhere 
in the absurdity, I found something real: you don’t need a warehouse of gear to outsmart a fish. 
Just patience, a little delusion, and a willingness to look stupid doing it. 
 
That’s tenkara. It’s dumb as hell, and I love it. Stick around, this book’s got more laughs, more 
jabs, and maybe even a fish story or two worth believing. But don’t hold your breath. I’m still just 
a wannabe samurai wielding a fish stick. 

 



 
"Western rods are for suckers with gear. Tenkara’s for suckers with no gear and a death wish." 
 
 



 

Chapter 1: The Gear (or Lack Thereof) 
Let’s get one thing straight: tenkara isn’t about gear. It’s about the absence of gear, which 
sounds zen until you’re the moron holding a telescoping stick, a line, and a fly, wondering why 
you didn’t just buy a drone to drop bait from the sky. In contrast to tenkara, Western fly fishing is 
like showing up to a gunfight with an arsenal: reels, strike indicators, and a tackle box that 
weighs more than your dog. Tenkara? It’s a knife fight, and you brought a spork. Minimalism, 
they call it. Stupidity, I say, and I’m the poster child. 
 
I ordered my first rod from Tenkara USA, because nothing screams “I’m a genius” like buying 
niche fishing gear off the internet after a five-minute forum dive. It showed up, sleek and 
collapsible, with zero instructions, like they assumed I’d telepathically absorb Japanese fishing 
wisdom through the cardboard. Spoiler: I didn’t. When spring hit, I was itching to test this bad 
boy, so I grabbed my waders, my dreams, and exactly one fly, and marched to my local river. 
Spring’s the worst for fly fishing, by the way. Winter runoff turns the water into a raging beast 
that’d sweep away a lesser man. Me? I’m a giant, a titan among mortals, so I leapt in, barely 
keeping my footing while the current tried to hurl me downstream like a bad Tinder date. 
 
The river was roaring, a wall of whitewater mocking my shiny new toy. I started with tenkara 
flies, because that’s the “pure” way, right? Cast, drift, nothing. Cast, drift, nada. The fish were 
probably laughing from the bottom, sipping martinis and betting on how long I’d last. This wasn’t 
working, the current was too strong, my flies too dainty. So I went rogue, hybrid-style: slapped 
on a bunch of nymphs and enough lead split shot to sink a canoe. Purists would’ve clutched 
their pearls, but I wasn’t here to impress the tenkara police. I was here to catch something, 
anything, even if it meant turning my minimalist setup into a Frankenstein’s monster of fishing 
hacks. 
 
I fished. And fished. And fished some more. Hours of casting into a watery void, my rod tip 
whipping like I was conducting an orchestra of failure. Futile? Oh, you bet. I was one snag away 
from chucking the whole setup and opening a sushi joint instead. Then it happened. I thought I’d 
hooked the riverbed again, because that’s my signature move. But the snag moved. Holy hell, it 
was a fish! A real, live, pissed-off trout, bolting downstream in that heavy current like it had a 
vendetta. I fought it, grinning like an idiot, feeling the rod bend in ways that’d make a yoga 
instructor jealous. This was it, my tenkara triumph. 
 
Then I screwed it up. Muscle memory kicked in from years of Western rod nonsense, and I 
lowered the tip to give it line. Newsflash, genius: there’s no reel. No line to give. The fly popped 
off like a champagne cork, and that fish was gone, taking my nymphs, my weight, and my 
dignity with it. I stood there, soaked, staring at my limp rod, while the river roared its victory lap. 
Lesson learned: keep the rod bent, and for the love of all that’s holy, bring a freaking net. 
 



That’s tenkara gear for you, a cruel mistress with no safety net, literally or figuratively. It’s less 
about what you have and more about what you don’t, like common sense or a backup plan. And 
yet, there’s something in that stripped-down chaos that hooks you. Maybe it’s the challenge, 
maybe it’s the absurdity, or maybe it’s just me being too stubborn to quit. Whatever it is, I 
ditched my Western rod for years after that, slimmed down to a stick, a line, and a fly, and kept 
chasing fish with less crap, and more curses. Turns out, you don’t need a warehouse of gear to 
catch a trout. Just a bent rod, a net you’ll forget anyway, and a willingness to lose spectacularly. 
 
"Tenkara USA sent me a rod and no instructions. Guess they figured I’d learn by osmosis or just 
give up and sell it on eBay." 
 

 
 



 
 

 



Chapter 2: The Fly 
Tenkara flies are supposed to be simple, right? One hook, some thread, a feather if you’re 
feeling fancy—like the haiku of fishing. Meanwhile, I’m over here turning fly tying into a blood 
sport. My first attempt at a tenkara fly looked less like a kebari and more like a drowned moth 
that got drunk and fell into a craft bin. I stabbed my finger with the hook five minutes in, bled on 
the dubbing, and spent the next hour wondering why I didn’t just Venmo a fly shop instead. 
Tying flies is fun. Kinda. In the same way wrestling a porcupine is “character building.” 
 
Here’s the dirty secret: anyone who says fly tying saves money is a liar or a masochist with a 
trust fund. You can buy a hundred flies—good ones, tied by pros who don’t suck—for less than 
the cost of a decent vise, some hackle, and all the feathers you’ll ruin before you figure out what 
you’re doing. I dropped a small fortune on gear, thinking I’d be the Hemingway of hooks. 
Instead, I’m playing arts and crafts, except there’s no glue sticks, just sharp things and regret. 
Still, I got into it, because apparently I hate myself and love glittery piles of failure. 
There’s something sickeningly satisfying about it, though. You tie this grubby little 
mess—dubbing wrapped like a toddler’s art project, a sad feather flopping on top—and then you 
trick a fish with it. Your own deranged creation, born from caffeine and spite, fools a trout into 
thinking, “Yep, that’s lunch.” I started with random nymphs, then graduated to tenkara 
kebaris—those minimalist soft-hackle wonders. Fun? Sure, if you call swearing at thread fun. I 
slapped together a green forward-hackle kebari that’s now the MVP of my box. It’s a multitasker: 
it imitates a crane fly larva in still water. It daps like an egg-laying fly on a windy day. It swings 
wet and wild in a current. Fish love it. I love it. It’s the Swiss Army knife of flies, and I made it, 
which means I’m basically a genius. 
 
Perfection? Overrated. Some of my ugliest flies are the deadliest. Take the Red 
Schucker—sounds like a bad wine, looks like a reject Christmas ornament, but it slays. Red 
dubbing, a white duck feather I found in my yard, and zero technique. I tied it half-asleep, 
probably bleeding again, and the first time I fished it, the trout hit it like it was a Michelin-star 
meal. I named it on the spot, because if you’re gonna suck at crafts, at least own it with a cool 
name. That fly’s caught more fish than my “pretty” ones ever will. Turns out, fish don’t care 
about your Instagram-worthy hackle—they just want something edible, or at least confusing 
enough to bite. 
 
That’s the deal with tenkara flies: it’s not about the fly looking perfect; it’s about convincing a fish 
it’s lunch and convincing yourself you’re not an idiot for trying. Tie your own, fish your own 
way—screw the rulebook. I’ve got a box full of mutants, from kebaris to Schuckers, and every 
one’s a middle finger to the purists who’d faint at my technique. They work, I’m happy, and the 
fish don’t send critique letters. So yeah, I’ll keep stabbing my fingers and cursing the vise. It’s a 
creative outlet, like painting, except the canvas bites back and the paint costs more than my 
rent.  



 
 
"Tenkara’s minimalist, they say. Minimalist my ass—it’s just a fancy way to lose flies faster than 
a drunk loses his keys." 

 
​

 



Chapter 3: The Fish (That Don’t Care) 
Fish don’t give a crap about you, your tenkara rod, or your dreams of glory. They’re down there, 
living their best lives, while you’re up top flailing like a lunatic with a stick. I’ve had days where 
I’m convinced the trout are holding a secret meeting under a rock, voting on how to screw with 
me next—ignore the fly, swim away, or just watch me slip into the creek like a drunk walrus and 
scatter. One time, I fell in so hard I scared every fish within a mile, then spent the rest of the day 
casting into a watery graveyard. Tenkara’s supposed to be elegant, but I turned it into a slapstick 
comedy with no audience but the mosquitos. 
 
Every angler’s got that spot. You know the one… looks like it was designed by God Himself for 
fish to lounge in. Perfect pool, deep pocket behind a rock, tree hanging over like a postcard. The 
river’s humming nearby, and your heart screams, “There’s a lunker down there, I can feel it!” So 
you go back. And back. And back again. You snag your line on that dumb tree till it’s got more of 
your flies than your box does. You break rigs on the bottom, dredging every inch of that hole like 
you’re mining for gold instead of a trout. And what do you get? Nada. Zilch. A big fat skunk that 
smells worse every time you try. 
 
I’ve got my spot too—a little slice of heaven that’s secretly hell. I’d fished it dry, lost rigs to the 
tree, the rocks, the current, you name it. I’m out there with my tenkara rod, casting like I’m in a 
movie montage, waiting for the epic payoff. Nothing. Hours of nothing. I’m muttering, “Ain’t no 
fish in this river,” stomping around the bank like a toddler who didn’t get his juice. Then, because 
the universe hates me, a fish rises—just a flicker, a middle finger from the deep. So I try again, 
lose another rig, and go home crying into my waders. One time, I swore I had something—felt 
that tug, heart racing, rod bent. Fought it like a champ, only to drag in… a twig. A heavy, soggy 
twig. I’d been outsmarted by lumber. 
 
That hole’s my white whale, my mythical lunker lair. I’ve scraped it clean, cursed it out, and still 
come up empty. Someday, I’ll catch that beast lurking at the bottom—probably a 20-inch 
monster with my flies stuck in its lip like a trophy case. Or maybe it’s just a twig factory, and I’m 
the idiot buying the deluxe tour. Either way, I keep going back, because tenkara’s not about the 
fish—it’s about the torture you’ll endure to pretend you’re good at it. 
 
Here’s the kicker: tenkara teaches you patience. Or it teaches you to lie better about how many 
fish you caught. Either way, I’m growing as a person. Every skunked day at that hole is a lesson 
in swallowing my pride, tying a new fly, and telling myself the fish are just shy, not smarter than 
me. (They are.) That spot is a toxic relationship, but it’s mine, and I’ll keep flogging it till I land 
something or drown trying. Probably the latter, knowing my luck.  



 
 
"The river roared, I cursed, and the fish laughed. Pretty sure I’m the punchline in some trout’s 
stand-up routine."

 
 

 



 
 

Chapter 4: The Tenkara Cult 
We’ve all met the tenkara cult—hell, I’m a card-carrying member #47 of the Wand-Waving 
Lunatics Society. I ran into one of our high priests at a fly shop once, a bearded prophet 
clutching his rod like it’s Excalibur. I’m over here, sneaking some nymphs into my cart because I 
actually want to catch something, and he hits me with the gospel: “True tenkara is one fly, fixed 
line, no heresy.” I’m thinking, “Dude, I’m not here to join your monastery… just let me drown a 
bug in peace.” He eyed my split shot like I’d spat on a sacred scroll, muttering about “the 
kebari’s soul.” Yeah, okay, Gandalf, I’ll just fish with my vibes and a haiku next time. I smirked, 
grabbed my gear, and left him to bless the hooks. 
 
If you’ve ever peeked into tenkara online groups, you know us. We’re the masochists who’d 
rather debate rod flex than wet a line. I’m in there too, typing crap like “12-foot rods are the only 
way” while my gear gathers dust. The forums are a zoo: half the posts are purists stroking their 
egos over single-fly dogma, the other half are pics of kebaris tied with feathers so rare you’d 
need a bank loan to buy ‘em. We don’t hit the water as much as we claim, though. Nah, we’re 
too busy preaching about how tenkara’s the pure path, not like those Western rod clowns with 
their reels and over-engineered happiness. I’ve lost hours arguing with some guy named 
“TenkaraTrout69” about line length, only to realize I haven’t fished in a month. 
 
The parking lot’s where we really shine. Roll up to a trailhead, and you’ll spot the cult 
vans—covered in stickers yelling “Tenkara Or Bust” or “One Fly, All Day.” It’s like we think we’re 
X Games athletes, not weirdos who fish with glorified chopsticks. I pull in with my junker, no 
decals, just a rod and a chip on my shoulder, and they side-eye me like I skipped the initiation. 
One time, a guy in a “Tenkara Sensei” hat (because of course that’s real) caught me rigging up 
with a nymph and some weight. “That’s not tenkara,” he hissed, like I’d just burned the sacred 
texts. “I didn't know the fish were reading the rulebook,” I smirked. He stormed off, probably to 
meditate over his untouched fly box. We’re a cult, sure, but I’m the heretic who still loves it. 
 
Here’s the rub: we’re nuts, but we’re onto something. Strip it all down—no reels, no gadgets, 
just a rod, a line, and a smirk. Suddenly, fishing feels raw again. Like you’re outsmarting nature 
with nothing but a bad attitude and a prayer. The tenkara cult’s good folks, deep down—crazy 
as hell, but we live for this crap. I’ll mock the van stickers and the purist rants all day, but I’m one 
of them, talking big online about fish I didn’t catch. We’re a messed-up family, and I wouldn’t 
trade it… well, maybe for a fish that actually bites.  



 
 
"I told my buddy I lost a fish because tenkara doesn’t use a reel. He said, ‘So it’s fishing for 
people who hate winning?’ Pretty much, yeah."

 
 

 



 
 
 

Chapter 5: The Zen of Screwing Up 
Tenkara’s supposed to be this peaceful, stripped-down communion with fish—until you’re the 
clown who turns it into a slapstick tragedy. A while back, I hauled my sorry self into the 
mountains for a backpacking trip, new tenkara rod in tow like it was my ticket to fishing 
sainthood. Hiked miles in, set up camp, and swaggered down to the lake, ready to school my 
buddies. They were over there slinging spinners like it’s 1995, and I was the smug minimalist, 
primed to pluck high-mountain brookies with my fancy stick. Ten casts in, I was feeling like the 
king of the wilderness… until I hooked a tree. Not a polite little snag, either. My fly was lodged at 
the tip-top of this pine, waving down at me like, “Nice try, jackass.” 
 
I was livid. That fly was my golden child, my shot at bragging rights, and now it was decorating a 
tree for the squirrels. So I started tugging. I pulled left, right, up, down, like I was wrestling an 
invisible bear. It’s gotta give, right? Wrong. I yanked hard, and crack! the rod snapped clean in 
half. Not a subtle break, mind you… a jagged, pathetic split, leaving me holding two useless 
chunks of carbon fiber. I stared at it, then at the tree, then at my buddies who were still 
oblivious, probably catching fish while I was staging my own personal apocalypse. My big 
tenkara debut, and I had turned it into a $100 broken tent pole. 
 
Not one to quit (or think), I tried fishing with the top half anyway. Because sure, a floppy, six-foot 
stump was totally gonna land a trout. It was like casting with a wet spaghetti noodle… zero 
range, zero dignity. The brookies didn't even blink; they were too busy snickering at the bottom 
of the lake. So I skulked back to camp, defeated, and dug out my dirty secret: a telescoping 
spinning rod I’d stashed “just in case.” I felt like a vegan caught eating a cheeseburger. Yep, I’m 
that guy—preaching tenkara purity while packing a backup like a hypocrite with a safety net. I 
chucked a spinner, hooked a fish, and pretended it counted, all while my broken rod mocked me 
from the dirt. I shoulda brought a spare. 
 
Here’s the kicker: I didn’t hate it. The hike, the lake, the sound of my rod snapping like a bad 
breakup, it was a glorious, idiotic mess, and I was grinning through the wreckage. Tenkara’s not 
about winning. It’s about losing spectacularly and laughing while you’re soaked—or in my case, 
while you’re swearing at a tree and rigging a spinning rod like a traitor. That disaster showed me 
what no perfect trip could: you don’t need a flawless cast or an intact rod to feel alive out there. 
Just a thick skull, a willingness to eat crow, and maybe a second tenkara stick next time. I’ll be 
back—probably to lose again, but that’s the zen of it. 
 

 



"My rod tip snapped, the fly popped off, and I learned tenkara’s real secret: it’s Japanese for 
‘screw you and your happy ending.’”

 
 
 

 



 

Chapter 6: The River (Nature’s Jerk) 
Rivers aren’t your pals. They’re not here to hold your hand or whisper sweet nothings while you 
cast. No, they’re chaotic A-holes hellbent on drowning you, snagging your flies, and making you 
wonder why you didn’t take up golf instead. Tenkara’s “simplicity” sounds cute until you’re 
chest-deep in a current that wants to sweep you downstream, your fancy stick flopping like a 
wet noodle. I learned that the hard way a few years into my tenkara obsession, when I decided 
to tango with my local river in late spring. Spoiler: the river won, and I’m still picking dirt out of 
my teeth. 
The water was still high from runoff, roaring like it was pissed at the world. I strapped on my 
waders, grabbed my rod and wading staff (because I was a genius who thought a third leg made 
me invincible), and charged in. Halfway across, the water was up to my chest, the current was 
tugging like a toddler on a sugar high, and I was thinking, “Huh, maybe this wasn’t my brightest 
move.” The rocks were slicker than a used car salesman, and my staff was barely keeping me 
upright. I clawed my way to the other side, soaked and panting, feeling like I had just escaped a 
watery prison. Victory, right? Nope… just the start of my dumb odyssey. 
 
I fished that side for hours, waving my tenkara rod like I was some minimalist maestro, catching 
nothing but a sunburn. Evening crept in, and I realized my fatal flaw: this bank was a nightmare. 
Steep 20-foot dirt walls, no easy exit, and beyond that? Private yards with “No Trespassing” 
vibes. The river was still raging behind me, dark was falling fast, and those slick rocks were 
screaming, “Try me, punk.” There was no way I was crossing back. I’d end up a tenkara 
cautionary tale on the evening news. So I sheathed my rod in the back pocket of my vest like a 
sloppy samurai, gritted my teeth, and started clawing up the bank. It was me versus mud, and I 
was losing spectacularly, sliding, swearing, and eating fistfuls of earth. 
 
I finally crested the top, tumbled into some guy’s backyard, and cued the chaos: a dog bolted 
out, barking like I was the mailman from hell. The owner stormed out, probably expecting a 
burglar, not a muddy lunatic with a fishing rod. I panted, “Sorry, man, trespassed ‘cause the 
river’s madder than my ex and I didn’t wanna die.” He was annoyed but chill. He let me slink out 
his side yard instead of calling the cops. I trudged back to my truck, waders caked in dirt, rod 
intact but useless, and a bruised ego to match. The river didn’t just humble me. It chewed me up 
and spat me back in my face. 
 
Tenkara promises simplicity, but the river’s a jerk who doesn’t care about your fancy stick. It’ll 
kick your ass and steal your lunch, but somehow, that’s the point. Fighting the chaos with less 
gear makes the bruises worth it. That day, I didn’t catch squat, nearly drowned, and turned into 
a backyard bandit, but I’d do it again. Well, maybe not the trespassing part. Next time, I’m 
scouting an exit that doesn’t involve a dog or a 20-foot dirt wall. The river’s not my friend, but it’s 
my sparring partner, and tenkara’s the dumb little sword I keep swinging.  



 
 
"Spring runoff’s so bad, I didn’t catch a trout—I caught hypothermia and a restraining order from 
the river."

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 

Chapter 7: Oddball Tenkara 
Tenkara’s whatever you want it to be, which is code for “go nuts and don’t tell the purists.” You 
can tie on anything. Rubber worms, flies made from your beard hair, or even a dollop of 
PowerBait if you’re feeling extra blasphemous. I’ve never stooped to the neon goo myself. I 
gotta draw the line somewhere. But I’ve waved my tenkara rod into some seriously oddball 
territory. It’s not just a stick. It’s a license to screw with convention and still call it fishing. The cult 
might clutch their kebaris and weep, but I’m out here catching fish my way, and they can shove 
their dogma where the sun don’t shine. 
 
Take my family trip to Lake Powell, Utah. It’s a place so gorgeous it looks like God got bored 
and started painting cliffs red just for kicks. Deep canyons, water carving slots like nature’s own 
labyrinth. Most people go for the views or the boating, but me? I’m the genius who packed a 
tenkara rod, because why enjoy a vacation when you can obsess over fish instead? I 
commandeered a wave runner, zipped through those watery channels, and scoped out spots 
like a bass-hunting pirate. I found these perfect little shelves. They were ledges where 
largemouth bass lurk like lazy bouncers, waiting for something dumb to swim by. I danced a 
kebari past one, nice and slow. Bam. Strike city. It felt like I’d cracked the code to some secret 
fishing underworld. 
 
Then I got cocky. I swapped to a long level line, tied on a wooly bugger (because why not?), and 
started trolling at idle speed on the wave runner. Picture it. Me, buzzing along like a redneck 
James Bond, tenkara rod out, line trailing like I’m dragging a net full of regret. If a big striper hit, 
I’d probably lose an arm, but that was a problem for Future Me. Wham. Hits left and right. 
Largemouth were smashing that bugger like it owed them money. I was cackling, the canyon 
was echoing, and my family was probably wondering why they let me near watercraft. It wasn’t 
elegant, and it wasn’t “traditional,” but it was a good time. Who needs a reel when you’ve got a 
jet ski and a stick? Oddball tenkara, baby. I turned a slot canyon into my personal bass buffet. 
 
Don’t be afraid to take your stick and catch fish anywhere you feel inclined. Tenkara’s not some 
sacred ritual. It’s a tool, and if you’re not breaking it out in weird places with weirder tactics, 
you’re missing the fun. I’ve never tried PowerBait (yet), but rubber worms? Beard-hair flies? 
Been there, hooked that. The beauty’s in the chaos. It’s about tossing out the rulebook and still 
landing something. Lake Powell taught me that simplicity doesn’t mean boring. It means you’ve 
got room to get stupid and win. So grab your rod, tie on whatever’s handy, and fish where the 
sane folks won’t. You might look like a lunatic, but the fish don’t care. Neither should you.



 
 
"Hybrid tenkara with nymphs and weight? That’s not fishing—that’s me yeeting a hardware store 
into the river and praying."

 
 

 



 

Chapter 8: The Big One on a Little Stick 
Tenkara’s a dainty little stick, right? Perfect for dainty little trout, not some hog of a fish that 
could tow you downstream. So naturally, I told my old man I was gonna catch a carp with it. He 
looked at me like I’d just announced I was joining a cult that worships lawnmowers. “You’re 
nuts,” he said. Yeah, he was probably right. But that didn’t stop me. I’m too stubborn and too 
stupid to let a good bad idea go. I grabbed my rod and marched off to prove that a little stick can 
tame a big bastard. Even if it kills me or the rod first. 
 
I hit this tailwater I knew well. It was teeming with fish, including carp that’d make your tackle 
box cry. It was spawning season, and the shallows were a carp party. Backs were popping out 
of the water like they were auditioning for a Jaws reboot. I rigged up a really long line, because 
you don’t just stroll up to carp and say, “Bite me.” They’re spooky as hell, and I was no ninja. It 
took a dozen casts. I was spooking ‘em, cursing ‘em, and adjusting like a lunatic before I finally 
dropped that fly in front of one without sending it bolting. Boom. It hit, and that carp took off like 
a freight train with a grudge. The first run is always a monster with these pigs. I squatted low, 
rod bent into a power curve so deep it was practically a U-turn. 
 
There was no reel and no extra line. Just me and this carp in a dance of death. I moved with it, 
shuffling like a drunk boxer, turning the rod right, left, right, left again. It was all semicircles and 
swearing. No dragging it straight in. Just wearing it down till it was too tired to care. You better 
have a net, because flopping a carp onto the bank with a tenkara rod is like landing a plane with 
a paperclip. I had one, thank goodness, and after a fight that felt like a bar brawl, I scooped up a 
few. I’m not gonna lie, though. I popped off plenty too, leaving hooks in their mouths like little 
carp souvenirs. Sucks for them, but man, what a rush. My arms were jelly, my rod was 
screaming, and I was grinning like an idiot. 
 
Anyone who says you can’t catch big fish on tenkara is just short on guts and grit. That day 
made me a better fighter. Carp taught me how to bend, not break, and how to wrestle a monster 
with nothing but a stick and a prayer. Sure, my old man still thinks I’m unhinged. And yeah, I lost 
some flies and some dignity, but landing those beasts was worth it. Tenkara’s not just for sipping 
tea and catching brookies. It’s for staring down a carp and saying, “I dare you.” Bring a net, 
some determination, and a middle finger for the doubters. Big fish, little stick? Hell yes. I’ve got 
the scars to prove it.  



 
 
"I didn’t bring a net because I’m a minimalist. Also because I’m an idiot who thinks fish just jump 
into your arms."

 
 

 



 

Chapter 9: The Weather (Always the Wrong Kind) 
Tenkara trips and good weather go together like oil and water. Or more like me and dignity, 
which is to say, not at all. I’ve fished in everything. Eternal sun frying me into a human jerky 
strip, rain soaking me till I’m a walking sponge, snow turning my fingers into popsicles. I’ll grit my 
teeth through all of it, but nothing sends me running from the water faster than wind. Wind’s the 
devil’s breath. It's an invisible jerk that turns your tenkara rod into a useless stick and your day 
into a tantrum. It’s not fishing anymore. It’s a war you’re destined to lose, and I’ve got the scars 
to prove it. 
 
I had scored a hall pass from the wife and a day off work. It was a golden ticket to hit the river 
and chase some fish. I was buzzing. Rod in hand, dreams of glory, the works. The first hour was 
perfect. The sun was gentle, fish were biting, and I was feeling like the tenkara whisperer. Then 
the clouds rolled in, dark and smug, and the wind kicked up like it had a personal vendetta. 
Suddenly, my fly wasn't a lure. It was a kite, and I couldn't cast for crap. The gusts were blowing 
so hard I was basically flinging hope into the void. I tried switching it up. I went upstream to cast 
downstream with the wind, thinking I was some kind of tactical genius. Nope. I cast straight into 
the trees. My line tangled like a drunk spider’s web. Untamable chaos. 
 
I was pissed now, stubborn as hell, so I threw on a bunch of weight. Nymphs, split shot, the 
kitchen sink. I figured I’d punch through the wind and fish deep. Brilliant, right? Wrong. It was 
either snagging rocks like I was mining for gravel or whipping back into the trees, mocking me 
with every cast. My rod and I were bonding over shared misery, both of us bent and useless 
against this howling bastard. Two hours in… two measly hours of my sacred day… and I was 
done. Screw this. I packed it in, trudged to the local diner, and caught a burger instead. Best bite 
of the day. It didn’t fight me or fly into a pine. 
 
Fishing ain’t worth it when it’s windy. Give me cold that numbs my soul, rain that drowns my 
boots, sun that cooks me alive. Literally anything but the freaking wind. It’s the one weather that 
breaks me and turns tenkara’s “simplicity” into a cruel joke. That day, my rod and I suffered 
together, united in defeat, and I learned the hard way. You can’t out-stubborn a gust. Next time, 
I’ll check the forecast. Or at least bring a kite instead of a fly. Misery’s a great teacher, but I’d 
rather learn over a burger than a blown-out river.  



 
 
"I waded in like a giant, fought the current, and still got owned by a fish the size of my hand. 
David and Goliath, but I’m the dumbass with the sling."

 
 
 
 

 



Epilogue: The Last Cast 
If you’ve made it this far, you might be under the impression that I hate tenkara. After all, I’ve 
spent the last nine chapters complaining about broken rods, snagged trees, sadistic winds, and 
the general indignity of waving a stick at fish that are smarter than I am. You might be wondering 
why anyone in their right mind would trade a perfectly good reel for a glorified antenna and a 
spool of frustration. 
 
That’s a fair question. 
 
The answer isn’t in the fish counts or the Instagram photos. It’s in the moments you can’t buy at 
a tackle shop. It’s the feeling of standing thigh-deep in a cold river, holding nothing but a feather 
and a thread, realizing you’re the only thing connecting the water to the sky. It’s the silence that 
happens right before a strike. It’s the glorious, panic-induced adrenaline of fighting a carp 
without a drag system. 
 
Tenkara strips away the noise. It takes away the gears, the gadgets, and the excuses. It leaves 
you naked (figuratively, please) against the elements. It forces you to read the water, to move 
your feet, and to actually fish instead of just managing a machine. Sure, sometimes that means 
you look like a lunatic climbing a dirt wall only to encounter an angry dog. But other times? 
Other times, it feels like magic. 
 
So, here’s my advice: Go buy a rod. It doesn’t have to be expensive. Go find a river that looks 
mean. Tie on a fly that looks like a lint ball. Ignore the purists who tell you you’re doing it wrong, 
and ignore the Western anglers who look at you like you’ve lost your mind. You’re not there for 
them. You’re there for the tug. 
 
You’re going to lose flies. You’re going to tangle your line in ways that defy physics. You might 
even snap a rod or two. But eventually, the stars will align, the wind will die down, and a fish will 
rise. In that split second, you won’t care about the gear you don’t have. You’ll just be a kid with a 
stick, smiling like an idiot. 
 
Welcome to the Wand-Waving Lunatics Society. We’re happy to have you. Now, go catch a tree. 
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