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Sharks and Crackers: How I Accidentally Won Mr. Bass 
 

I just experienced the best day of fishing I have ever had in my entire life. Even if it wasn't a 

tournament day and you took away the great buffet the night before, the surprisingly nice accom-

modations at The Chief and the super group of guys I fished with, it would still have been the 

most fun I have ever had catching fish. So, when you throw in a Nebraska BASS Federation Mr. 

Bass win, my mind is completely blown with how fantastic that Saturday on Swanson Reservoir 

turned out for me.   

But, It didn't start out that way. 

I've fished long enough to know that the best chance for a win during a mid-summer tournament 

would be by working off-shore structure dragging plastics or running deep crankbaits. So, obvi-

ously, during practice on Friday, I put my boat in and bee-lined it straight for the shallowest 

flooded willow trees I could find. After spending 2 hours scraping the orange sparkles off of my 

Legend's gel-coat and using my Motorguide prop as a wood chipper, I remembered I should be 

fishing deep water.  After un-wedging myself from between two willow tree goal posts (thanks 

to Dave Greer for the push-pole), I immediately ran back out to deep water where my boat con-

tinued running straight to other side of the lake and I promptly found myself back in shallow 

water. Clearly I'm allergic to water over 15 feet and decided to make the best of it. Maybe I'd 

catch some pike or accidentally poke a carp. While weaving in and out of willow trees contem-

plating why on earth a bass would develop a taste for garlic and not parmesan, I found a small 

stretch of water with a few active fish. Being built with an irrational fear that there are only 3 

bass living in any body of water (because that's all I can usually catch) I hit the waypoint button 

and got out of there. I spent the last hour of practice near the dam stinking up most of my equip-

ment and extremities yanking white bass by the bushel. I broke up the monotony of removing  
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