A Coupla Fish Stories
By John Shipe

Last weekend, Maria “drug” me to Bonito Lake for a weekend of fishing.  Being a gregarious glad-hander, I had walked a bit down the bank and was visiting with two brothers from El Paso.  I heard a splash and when I returned, my pole was gone!  Bonito Lake has clear water but it was nowhere in sight.  For a moment or two I thought of jumping in, but the El Paso fellas came and threw their lines out hoping to snag it.  No luck.  Discouraged and resigned to losing the pole and the fish, I reeled my other line in.  The bait had come off it and the bare treble hook snagged my line, which had both my pole and the beautiful rainbow trout in the picture on its ends.
Shortly thereafter, the birth of Tara and Laura came to mind in the same context.  I knew that I knew that I knew we were going to have twins and regularly would tell Michele to ask the doctors about that when she went for her checkup (in the military then, there was no such thing as a sonogram and she saw a different doctor virtually every time she went).  Nope, they all agreed, except one who said they heard what might have been two heartbeats, but could also be an echo off the back of the womb.

In the delivery room after the birth of Tara, I asked the doctor “Sure you don’t have another one in there?”  “Nope, Oh!! Wait a minute!!”  And Laura made her appearance.

And isn’t that just like our Father/God?  At the end of everything, he comes in a supernatural, “exceedingly abundantly above all we can ask or think” (Eph 3:21) way.

The second fish story also concerns Bonito Lake where there also happens to be a bunch of carp in the mud flats near where we were fishing.  I leaned over the water and my wallet fell in and was snatched by a carp that started out towards the middle with it when it was grabbed from its mouth by another bigger carp who started back towards shore when another huge carp grabbed the wallet, again started towards the middle, only to be met by this gargantuan carp that grabbed the wallet and brought it back, dropping it about where it had fallen in in the first place.  I was amazed, because that was the first (and only) time I have ever seen carp to carp walleting.    
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