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apt. Skipper Mock’ vintage Shallow Sport has

made this trip so many times; he hardly needs

to place a hand on her wheel. Mock’s craft slips

out from the dock at Parrot Eyes and heads
west actoss the bay to the first drift of the day.

It's a crisp March morning with a slight breeze, not

quite time for shorts and flip-flops, and the sun is
ohscured by thick clouds. Skipper recommends top-
water lures and quickly produces a couple of ghosts that
look as though they might have encountered a red fish
before. The paint is a little scuffed and faded, but the
hooks are sharp, just the way a trusty lure should

appear.

Mock is a couple of months into his 22nd yearas a
South Padre Island fishing guide.

“I just had the best February | have ever had,” Mock
says. “The fishing has been good, especially for redfish,
and my charters were up.”

Suddenly, the line is singing off Mock's reel, and the
first fish of the moming is running hard,

“We've got a little redfish on here with a top-water
lure," he says with a grin. It's a double hookup, as on the
bow, Connie Hudson also has a fish on. This
experienced captain has a knack for picking the right
spot and choosing the correct lure.

*“This won't be an hour-and-20-minute fight, like 1
had last week," he muses, while applying pressure to the
fish with which he is engaged. “I had Hudson's husband,
Rex, out and her sister and brother-in-law from Hawaii.
Wewere fishing the potholes for trout,” he recalls,

“I hooked up thinking I had a sting ray on, because it
was 50 heavy and it wasnit really big redfish warer. It
turned out to be a giant redfish. The biggest one I've ever
had. I fought him for over an hour and 20 minutes and
ended up breaking the line on him. We got him up
enough to see him but could not get him up to the
surface.”

If Mock says it was the biggest redfish he's ever had
o, that's a sizeable fish, as he has landed numerous

reds in the 20-pound-plus category and some serious
drum. .

“I've caught 40- or 50-pound drum before and got
them into the boat in 30 minutes or so, but a huge
redfish is a different deal. Twould guess he was probably
35 to 40 pounds, at least,” Mock said, as he finally begins
to gain some line back from the cumrent red he's
maneuvering. T was fishing with 10-pound-test line,
and we chased him for over a mile with the boat.”

As Skipper finishes his tale of the one that got away,
he carefully guides the day’ first red into the net. Hesa
whopper. Skipper carefully places him on the measuring
board and proclaims, “28 on the line."

Hudson's fish works loose before it can be netted,
but she is an experienced angler and shakes it off.

“He was a good one, but there will be more,” Hudson
says, and proceeds to bring in the first trout of the trip.

Mock said that after more than two decades of
guiding he has cultivated such a devoted clientele that
some 80 percent of his customers are repeat anglers.

“I've got to meet a lot of great people, and they have
turned into more than customers, they are friends,” he






