Two for the price of none
Steve Preisler
   It all began with a message left on my answering machine.  “Hi Steve, this is Pete Mania, I’m calling to let you know that you’re the winner of our Esox Angler trip”.  I played the message back several times to make sure I heard it right the first time. I didn’t remember entering a drawing but I quickly grabbed my copy of Esox Angler to see what it was I had won. 
        Wow!  It was a three day fully guided trip with Marc Thorpe to fish the Ottawa River. Included were three days lodging at Le Chateau Montebello as well as breakfast and dinner. I recalled that I was automatically entered into the drawing when I subscribed to Esox Angler Magazine earlier in the year at the Pittsburgh Muskie Show.  I immediately called my brother-in-law, Mike to tell him what I had won. You see, I hadn’t been fishing for muskies that long and Mike was the one who got me bit by the muskie bug.
     Mike is the President of New Jersey Muskies Inc., of which I am a member.  When Mike learned that the trip was with Marc Thorpe, he told me that he actually knew Marc.  Marc has donated many trips for various club fund raisers.  When I contacted Marc to make the arrangements for the trip and informed him that I was Mike’s brother-in-law, he offered to have Mike come on the trip with me, as long as I didn’t mind sharing the trip.  After discussing it with Mike, we agreed that we would go together.
     Marc informed us a couple weeks prior to our trip that Le Château Montebello was overbooked.  Marc said if we didn’t mind, we could stay with him at a friend’s house (all meals included) and we could have a free trip for the following year.  Mike and I agreed that the stay at Le Chateau Montebello would be great but another trip for the following year would be even better, especially taking into consideration Marc’s reputation for catching pig muskies.  We stayed at the home of Marc’s friend, John Anderson, who I must say was a generous and all around a great host.  John is actually a guide himself.  His service is called, “Ottowa Trophy Muskie Factory”.
      The first day of fishing started bright and early.  We knew that the first day may be the best of the three since a strong cold front was predicted to come in for day two. This was to be expected, reason being that I was fishing with Mike Kopp, the cold front magnet!!  He’s been known to ruin many a good fishing trip with his ability to attract cold fronts. We casted top water for the majority of the first morning but saw no action.  Later that morning we decided to do some shallower water casting over weed clumps with spinnerbaits.  And nothing not even a nibble . This sure ain’t like blue fishing .
      Marc noticed that some of  Mikes’ casting and retrieving methods weren’t quite up to his Canadian standards .You could almost read his mind by his facial expressions.  I bet he was thinking, “these guys from Jersey don’t know didly”. 
     “No, no, no.  You’re doing it all wroooooonnnnggggg”, Marc exclaimed.  “Give me your rod, let me show you how it’s done”.  As Marc was making his second retrieve and the bait neared the boat he yelled, “BIG FISH”.  Marc went into his turn and the fish ate the bait.  After setting the hook, Marc being the good guy that he is (or should I say good guide) tried to hand off the rod.  Mike and I, being the good fellows from Jersey that we are, respectfully declined the offer and made him reel in his own damn fish.  Mike netted Marc’s upper 40 inch muskie.  Marc then turned to Mike and said, “see…that’s how you do it”!!  
     That scenario could not have played out any better. That muskie could just not have picked a better time to hit. This was a moment for the hall of fame for one, and the hall of shame for another .We did manage a few boat side strikes and other close encounters but that was about it for the rest of the day.
      The cold front that I referred to previously did in fact push through for the second day.  Fishing was tough and we spent a majority of day two trolling.  I was up to bat first and I was to battle any fish we made contact with.  During the late morning our first muskie hit a crankbait while trolling flank speed on a break.  I fought an upper forty inch beast and was thrilled.  My longest fish prior had been a 42” inches.  I now had a new personal best of 47 inches.  Despite our best efforts, this fish ended up being the only muskie boated during day two. Marc did pinpoint the problem very early. It was quite clear to him that we were not worthy of his monster producing waters and let us know, especially Mike. 
       Day three was finally upon us and the conditions looked a bit better. Mike was up to bat first in the trolling game .Unfortunately, it seemed all he could catch were pike. He caught big pike, medium size pike and little pike. Pike, pike, pike, pike PIKE!!!.  It didn’t take long before Marc started calling Mike the Pike Master , Pike Boy and other similar names . We had a few good hook-ups with what seemed to be big muskies, only to come unglued. Marc made comments like “maybe we should troll over there, I here it’s a good pike spot”. 
    All good things must come to an end.  Day three was over.  I would have to wait till next year to continue my adventure with Marc Thorpe and Pike boy (He sure hates being called that).
       We trolled’em high we trolled’em low we trolled’em fast we trolled’em slow we trolled’em black we troll’em white and all the we caught were rotten pike . 
Part 2 From a Different Prospective 
                               Michael Kopp 

 It was time to go back, back to the great white north for a tongue lashing second to none, a lashing only he could give. That’s right, the boys from Jersey were on there way back up north for part two of fishing with the infamous Marc Thorpe.
    Now you have to take into consideration that nearly a year had gone by between trips one and two.  I had previously booked a trip with Marc in for October of 2003 (between trips one and two with Steve). Marc delivered to me my fish of a lifetime during this trip, a mean fifty-five and a half inch bruiser.
   With this in mind, I could see the excitement in Steve’s eyes the whole ride up to Marcs place, we were invited to be his guest for part two of the adventure.  
      After a few wrong turns and a prayer we finally arrived.  Much to our chagrin Marc was just pulling into his driveway with clients that he had taken out for the day. After a quick introduction to his clients, we asked for the day’s fishing report.  Marc and his clients had put 2 in the boat over fifty.  Wow, talk about putting a little gasoline on the fire!  I’m sure visions of fifty inch plus fish were tail walking through Steve’s head.
Day 1, Friday the 13th of August: the day started out with the launching of Marcs boat.  While pulling out the boat trailer, the axel flipped over and positioned catty wompis under the trailer. Marc, being the innovative guy he is, exchanged a few words with his pals at the marina and had a welding truck on the way while he guided Steve and I.
 We began the day trolling in about a two foot chop with some rain showers from time to time. On our first pass we had one nice rip but no hook set.  On pass two we had another rip but again, no hook set.  Marc, being the fine captain he is, tightened the drag so they wouldn’t tighten no more. Low and behold that third rip turned into a FISH ON! Steve wasted no time in snatching that rod from the holder.  He had put a fish in the lower forties boat side. In case you haven’t fished with Marc before, he doesn’t bother bringing anything in the boat unless it over the mid forty inch range. He calls those small fish piss-cutters and though they’re better then pike, he feels those little guys need to be kept in the water for a quick release. I was up to bat next and rippers away, another fish was on, maybe a little bigger then Steve’s last fish. Marc managed to get one more piss-cutter for Steve, but it was time to call it a day. 
      Day two was here and Marc drove us to one of his big fish spots, (one of those spots I wasn’t worthy of the last time I visited). It wasn’t to terribly long before Marc put me on the first fish of the day. A nice mid forty inch fish, or as Marc would say, “almost a piss-cutter”.  Then we started catching pike.  One here, one there and that stupid looking smirk came across his face like the Grinch who stole Christmas.  It started all over again…pike boy this, pike boy that.  “I got your pike boy right here”, I said.  Right about then the drag started screaming and Steve wasted no time in snatching the rod from the down easter. After doing battle with the fish, a picture was taken and a speedy release and smiles for all, especially Steve.  He topped his personal best at 48inches. The rest of day resulted in a few lost fish but action for all.
       On day three it was back to the same old spot, you know, the spot that I was not worthy of!!  One thing I took notice to the last couple days of fishing was that these Canadian muskies were not early risers.
       The major bite always occurred during the moon rise and moon sets. I have one of those Casio watches that show the fish symbols and when it shows 4 fish you know the bite is coming.  It was the first moon phase of the day and there she ripped!  Marc screamed, “pickup the rod” as I awoke from my stupor. You can always feel when you have a little bit bigger then average fish.  I don’t know what they feed those muskies up north but they fight much harder then the fish back home.  To make a long story short, after a nice fight I released a healthy 50 inch fish.  Not to long afterwards Steve landed another nice mid 40 inch fish.  As quickly as the feeding window opened, the door slammed shut on us for the rest of the day.
    All of the fish boated were due to all the hard work of Marc.  He knows with in an inch or two, where the baits are running and how fast they need to be going to temp those big girls from there haunts. It was amazing to sit back and watch a master at his best. 
 
Thank you for a great time. I’ll be back.
