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TEST. OF A FISHERMAN the lisf)
I fish because I love toj because I love the environs where
trout are found, which are infariably beautiful, and hate the
environs where crowds of pegple are found, which are invariably
ugly; because of all the tg¢levision commercials, cocktail parties

and assorted social posturing I thus escape; because, in a world

where most men seem to spend thelr lives doing thmgs they hate,
7y

my fishing is at once alaetof tumi ity—and{small rebelllon, [\

because trout do not lile or cheat and cannot be bought or bribed
or impressed by power,/but respond only to quietude and humility
and endless patience ; because mercifully there are no telephones e

on trout waters; beca.use only in the woods can I fmd &ie sohtude

w:.thoutA zonelgess; because bourbon out of an old tm cup always

v

tastes better out there; because maybe one day I will catch a
mermaid; and, finally, not because I regard fishing as being so
terribly important but because I suspect that so many of the other

concerns of men are equally unimportant--and not nearly so much fun,




Pages 2, 3 & 4 (contd, p 2 notes)

Prippres

—~—

HOW THIS BOOK GOT BORN

a

. 2
0 1, oty dhgen — o= (Yo
w,k all happened this way: five or-six—years ago I wrote

Al

my fourth book ¥&&Ssp first novel., It was duly published and,

5 A
contrary to the cold-water-garret theory of fictional appren-
ticeship, promptly roared off the launching pad and soared into
orbit, It's name was "Anatomy of a Murder." A large book club
fell upon it with squeals of wibeé delight; it was translated

]

into umpteen languages (®f® did the English translation?" a

me,) W"""'

diabolic friend once asked me!); and the one and only Otto

d MMJW

Preminger converted it into a swperb movie and its author into

‘

slave of (fugitive from ?) the Internal Revenue Service.




Pages 2, 3,&% 4 (contd p 2 notes)
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Thus did I beesme a rising young novelist in my fifties,

Two days after the books acceptance Governor '"Soapy'" Williams
had appointed me to the state supreme court bench, one of the
busiest in the land., Now all this was pretty dammed hard on my
fishing, naturally, but still I contrived tofish., In fact
I've since suspected that I may owe the remnants of my sanity

to my fishing, but I digress.




With the advent of "Anatomy' notoriety set in overnight,

4

I was a four-star celebrity, invited and interviewed, wined
and dined, given the full treatment, I was also feted and
hated, sued by perfect strangers, wooed by women's clubs,

duly castigated by Time, and ritually embalmed in Life and

Finecs” P& aaaar Ay
Look. Whereas befere~cha§ I could scarcely give my stuffgfggg,

\

now I found I could peddle my most incoherent prose for a buck

&

2

a word., >~
“~ Instead I quit my court job, shut off the phone, and wrote

a slender little volume of fishing yarns called "Trout Madness."

Theﬁbo%k was resolutely ignored in seventeen languages’amd
£ ; - . 5/ u;‘ufl mﬂf’%v
b L&v;«.:’“,tﬂ Iy% / L(_ “}

A

sankhwithbut bubble or$prace. For time had passed, the tumult
WY

and the shouting had died, and newer and fatter bestsellers had
emerged to engage the plaudits of the crowd. My publisher's
darkest suspicion was confirmed thgt books on fishing are only

e ; W; l,?,!.:,«/_( ,44/;/»,_/‘,{
siight}y—morc—popuiarAthan books of poetry. That, I ruefully

found, is not very popular.... But the big thing was that peace

and blessed anonymity again <st=dmst were mine, e

s , WY
fest cfu oz Lac freed b gk,
wascnow-plenty-ef time-to-Lfish, , Robert Trave;gva;1 uiisheelcted,

A




But my waifish little fising boolfq fownd at least one W

reader., I know it did because he—ecalled me-up-and-—prefessed
M.ﬁ’f

to—be—charmed—by—it. Ihks<His=name-sgas Robert Kelley, a young
caliid e by el W Apprrsacdt /oa/( /&/ ‘74/ bt o7

photographer on Life magazine ) A Could he come ¥ up to my native
bailiwick and take some snaps of me at my trout rituals? I
felt like an aging actress fingering her yellowed press clippings

i
when she is summoned to come/\play the lead in "Candide™ as I

b7 O 7% 277 Z/%/

shyly answered yes.

N




Y st thne e 54 # o A

/1Yet something still eludes mej and s+% fisherman fishermen

v

will have swiftly noted that I haven't even mentioned the catching

of a fish, most of which I return or give away anyway-—except for the

ol
smaller wild brook trout, which I : y orleings, WW,
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Wﬁwm%shemen &é
4z iyt

such charming and stimulating comyaxuons, such / cultured[\

W é/{l/h& dbpee j,{"

and=abseebing ¥et—3s their graedeus willingness to talk
A /
—— g

about anything under the sunﬂ so long as it concerns fishingss .

Bt g Segdbnfontoginky,
,{f with themselves in g starring role. W
A //PMZ/ WM

Nard’ .{&W-
brief_intervals when they are no e shing. "A‘*A"“/( to

A v

: 4% '

fishing ﬂ endlessly gabbling about fishing they prefer to -

K)?JZ&@W M 1
read or look at pictures about ir-passion., There are . e.
‘ ﬂc‘/ﬁ”””‘ pecent

some real gone fishermen who even write books a.bout;] fishing. Ntéba4f$c’z/’ loraniey o

g4 O
Yoy L(»M,‘,rf In-faet Ixonce wrote one myself--which is how this present
S ¢

book got born. o4 J[V

B Lot

ks was alled "Trout Madness," a slender little volume of

A

fishing yarns. Among its readers was aiﬁc;:aﬁi#?mﬁm&

[Lf/p;’ J

Life photographer} eatted Bob Kelley),\ /Bather than writing me a

ploecbite’
fan letter, as a few charitable seuls had done, &e instead phoned

A
me to express his delight. Now I have a rather helpless tendency
to like people who like the things I write, so we chatted along
amiably. Then Bob Kelley deftly cast his lure. Could ¥ he come

up to my bailiwick and take some pictures of me at my trout

devotionals?




THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COIN

But ali is not sklttles and beer, as they say in merrie Wd (‘f 7

M«mﬁw ae éf{m ol 7%% % &:;/‘z :
hngland and the enemies A;a-&-eﬁ-se—to—plagm—zhe—-}iehenmm, ——— g
A M s Wlisal’ Ltk

4grth natural and human, are-diabolicand many., H nclude,

%

but are not limited to--as lawyers love to say in their ttr{‘

umpunkiakl 479

96-page leases--the inevitable hordes of insects, too much rain,

9 , 2 o, /\
o it VLY !
f(rain’ @igigo for wind and sun, poor fly hatches, raiding

A

Vv
otter and ospreys and fish hawks, droths and floods, slugglsh =
Mﬁ?/ﬁé‘wﬂy /(mf/ W/ Ang
diseased fish, me—£ish; and many many more?/"' */«« v,
A
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THE LAST DAY
24

Each year it is the same: this time the season will
'l :(

never end, the,\doze and stlitch and murmur of summer w1l) L= M

e 'Se@ Yet the go days glide by on gilded wings, .andﬂ( %Z[Z? el
Wm Ié””p"‘f"//‘“’z thnchnamty  limmap

10, one day it is the last day of &s-h*ng Td"mn

N -
i&
is the saddest day of the year. But our sadness is

/

mingled with relief. For the last day of fishing is both

a sentence and a reprieve' a sefitence to a long fiehless
? 4

winter's nap; a reprleve fro the compulsive mad chase of
> /l M/?@W [f( (am"{ /é/tv(d/

summerq By and by we blink and peer around like a man coming set (W

5 0Y/4
out of/fﬁ;p hypnosis. /We even tell ourselves it's for the
' J A

best.




3
But we lie, On the lat day of fishing all fishermen

A

are akin to paikocMEXIEXXEL pallbearers; worse yet,
/}’Y\Mﬂw / ﬂf'z'

pallbearers who must attend ﬁ?‘ their own funerals. fping

out on the last day is a fﬁ job that has to be done, like clfaam@a
/ %AZ
burying theaihaﬂ f&xt our hearts are leaden and each ‘Mv

IL'-"‘1 {z‘f %Jﬂzﬂé llWé’M& ‘g‘/

cast is like waving farewell forever %o the trout. For what

we fishermen really want is to go on fishing, fishing,

: a7
FISHING-~fishing forever into the wil blue yonder, All

A éa/m% oy =

that sustains usi‘(xs the wry knowledge that tlmenpasses,

it

and that after all it's only eight months till the magic

First Day!




Do fishermen fish then simply to commune with nature? I
rather doubt it, at least as a primary motive, for there are
few things more terrifyingly impenetrable than the oblivious
concentration of a real-gone fisherman wooing a rising trout,
Is it for fellowship, then, the comradely lure of later
huddling with his fellow manics to compare notes and brag a

little and further cement their mystic brotherhood with bumpers

~

of distitted glee? Again I doubt it, because fishing for one
A

thing is essentially a lonely pursuit and for another the
fisherman is generally far too pooped when his day's devotionals

are over to crave anything but a quick numbing drink and his

A“' ‘/‘;‘i’b“ V/
lonely bed. What we do seem to find in all fishing,/fhough,

Jo-

is a persistent pattern of pursuit and capture, followed by

\

exhaustion. Perhaps this is our most subtle clue, but I shail
charitably leave to the Freudians the job of unraveling any
M& é’&?/v/w; ."”? ‘&ﬁ :t /

lurking parallels., Better yet, maybe I had better let Bob

Kelley's pictures speak for themselves,
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Pages 2, 3 & 4 (text)

QLvid rhe Fishermgn

Dol

A# fishermen, like Gaul, may be divided into three parts:
74
those who fish mainly to get fish; those who fish mainly to get

: Z il 4 ./\
awayA)and those who fish mainly because they love the act of

fishing and love to beA in—the—environs where trout are found,

This fisherman chooses to count himself among the latter, where

I suspect most true trout fishermen belong. For trout, unlike

men, will not--indeed cannot--live except where beauty dwells,

so that any man who would catch a trout must find himself

inevitably surrounded by beauty) /&/just can't help himself,

e oA X Blospute fredabsy iy

apd I suppose a little is bound to rub off) chec—re—ze-tha-s
A A A

I still nourish the notion that there must be a little good in

every fisherman.




Pages 2, 3 & 4 (1) cont,

Amiﬁsheuwmw“fish? I very .much. doubt

itewQuiste~the«contraryy~in-fact, Catching an occasional fish
is to the enjoyment of trout fishing what encountering an

occasional oyster is to the enjoyment of oyster stew—-

(e 6@ Cipuil %WW«- é/ﬁfﬂ}‘? M/é’ Feadt Y. 7‘&’@_

gratifying, yes, but far from everything. Now a real gone

{

fisherman stoically flailing a stream likes to suspect that

Za‘fa
there is s&idl a wassd trout lurking asessmd somewhere in the
A N

same county, naturally, but a full creel every time out is not

what he craves and would in fact spoil the fun for hi.m.?f These

old eyes have beheld the time when, fishing in Ontario, my
r\-‘(/'CM 4
wrist got so sore catching lerge—dripping trout, and thég/
/

fisherman so bored with the whole enterprise, that I fairly

raced home across the border so that I might once again #&sh

- G A
in—a—place—where—each trout comes spawneti/ﬁth a master's degree

A

in the art of evasion., What, then, is the mystic lure of fishing?
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The—faet—is—that/notoriety hed set in overnight',A a

four-star celebrity/given the full treatment. I was dmvased
and_interviewed, wined—and-dined, feted and hated, sued by ‘A/
P i 4 cz 2 L
/e A btz rominss 3

dgsigming strangers, wooed by designing wemen, duly castigated
N

by Time, and ritually embalmed in Life and Look. Whereas

ncanctly e ool

before that I could met give my s&uff away, now I found I could
A A -

v

peddle my most incoherent prose for a buck a word. Instead I 71‘&5 My Zﬁt«rzszf

M.G/MW the th/ A

wrote a slender little volume of fishing yarns called "Trout

H g T 4ok

Madness," u:i:tslll1 was resolutely ignored in seventeen languages

7

and sank without bubble or trace, For time had passed, the

tumult and the shouting died, and mewez newer and fatter bestsellers
engage& the plaudits of t}e crowd. My ySsuspicion was con-

A ’ . A i

firmed that books on fighing are only slightly }as%mpopular

Hoo o et ¥y pofpccorss.

7
than books of poetry./(ABut the big thing was that Robert—Fraver

v

was—at—last-unshaekledy peace and blessed anonypity again at last
ﬂw’*“"ﬂn a
were mine, ﬁldﬂfﬂé’/ y«.&w g Lome W o é&@f

A
JW‘% ipna’ /@W%M




(No. 9. John batting bugs)
PORTRAIT OF TRUTH, ...
Man engaged in losing battle trying to maintain supremacy

over malevolent insect world.

The most constant and ever-present natural enemy of the

’ .rwf/"ﬁ F

¢

fisherman are the ubiquitous hordes of terrestrial insects, who show

yonolby

far less dietary discrimination than trout, and A bite harder and more pﬂw,

: ¢
fregwently. Ours come in the classic two varities, the stingers and

P

the biters, and include mosquitoes, of course, then #mx deer flies,
A
horse flies, black flies, wood ticks, enraged hornets and yellow jackets,
NPy wa/mz‘fnaé/m ST
and (my private plague) the tiny burning "no-see-ums," Fishermen are
also -semetimes beset by #e—occasienal discerning bumble bees who mistake ¢#%~
/ AI«LC'L M‘fkﬁéﬂi/

#imm for a rose., Possibly the/bees are merely catarrhal.... Under our

%
competitive free enterprise system, of course, there are numerous mct
@Q/??M
repellants on the market, some of which are better than others, that
Ma,mwzvy V
is, seme—attract insects baf&er than others., But by all odds the best

N ¥ M

fly dope I know--a kind that makes,insects vanish like magic——is a

e T

(s

spectacular rise of trout,

i




Page 25, #17 ("Unwilling trout") T ;
PORTRAI T OF A NIt/ fJJ‘(/ F/S4 28 Man

Back home they call him Happy Jack, here shown badgered and

bedevilled by sun, mud, scum, snags, a sinking line--and one f/‘/yx,“»,;%bq,d D

%bé god Z/Mfuwz "

m trout. rout are like certain attractive cw»d'
52::[7/ ants

mettlesome women: they will not play unless thegiee in the

A

mood--and moreover} &:hink of it first.is.




Page 26, #18 (Keep out)

MORE FISHERMEN®™S WOES

Ye Olde Southern éspitality - ZMZ]W‘MW

Page 26, #19 (Hank & Jet)

il ”ﬂﬁd;

Hank and I are B}‘l};ning patriotsA but there's a certain air

Vals :
wn VRat A foronds ui(fg/ ; et
baseAwe wis%mm gdﬁkc}éz/ M"” ity

Page 27, #20 (Picknickers) X
-7, > . < z £ t/// = 7577 l'/;/)%.

~

x FHENGS=TO—AVO1D - i P
FIsheatmen ger FITHICS Gehpw TOO CLOSE 727 P

"Kin I have another cookie, Maxmnq._"?/éu'.u 4] .

) n

FRUJAL-
PICTURE OF .HEDAPICNICKER WEANING HIS AUTOMOBILE

Page 27, #

"Well whaddya know--the tank's empty!™

Page 27, #21  (Tow out)

HYones §
; Aﬂ/relent and tow the rascal’ out.
/ A




Page 35, #24 (JDV at map)

BXTTLE PLAN %

“Ehen'¥nce you get wou @e,into low range and drive
A ’
thy slils
around that damned steel cable near shat blasted white pini4and-

wéw 744; i""""‘/

then go three;four mileﬁjfording a coupla streamijand...."

A




/4
Pages 36 & 37 (Louisa's" pond)

SCENE: Shangri La, Michigan, U. S, A.

w
We snoop and ,ﬂ search,

“\&,\seldom go to church;

We watch and wait,

A

And always come home late;
We tell monstrous lies

WJ.th wide unblinking eyes
Dassgs LLPCL Wdéy

/?lw binve folowly g SoEH;

We use every ruse,
We even bribe with booze;

We trespass and we hide

=

And come out”the other side--
v B, Danelo WA i
and occasiona.llyAwe stumble upon secret blue jewels K lying

hatf it b

gleaming a.ndﬁhldden in their wedzet folds of femest greenW[

RKea ONE




Page 48 (2 pics: (a) John changing boots and (b) joining rod)

oF

Going fishing is like going courting--half @ fun lies in
NG

the anticipation, In fact the parallels are faintly eerie.

//éz

Just as the {Lver boy muses and daydreams as he # pomades hlS

hairA so the fisherman builds filmy—edr castles as he 1ov1ngly
assembles his gear. Just as the one asks himself, "Is she

going to be in a good mood today?" so the other wonders wistfully

T )

whether the trout will be on the prod today.

There is another parallel. All youngsters are envied for

Lo geolalic. Wt;/u af Hcev
tiedr @mmeel wonder and awe on Christmas Eve, but consider the
/ IALID

/

all the ecstac1es [ istmas Eve all summer long.
: x

By and by we are rigged up and, looking like a deep sea

v
diver, descend slowly to the pool to pay court to that%e
Ui LU [ L fhooiit %%ﬂ% ultre-

lunker lguagxhy- that . root. el A@v Latilesermd—

£, S L %f

2

Page 49 (John choosing leader or fly?)




Page 54, #35 (Butterflies & boot tracks)
BOOT TRACKS AND BUTTERFLIES

""Great scott, men——another guy's beat us in here!"

Page 54, #36 (JDV walking by wild snapdragon)
E g sk

i BEAUTY, BEAUTY EVERYWHERE.... > f"“j“/ Py 4
CZ % 772 all Z:mza/,w%v Vit sl B0, A

'ﬂutra&%*thEFttmﬁA y

prodigalities of wild beauty,

i

Page 55, #37 (JDV acpbss water amidst pines. Choose)
) Suratic

He can even pause to worship in his présete cathedral with

: afmw Z‘;_—i 2
an aeolian harp/softly whisparinghanédax Asoaring spires.

Page 55 bottom, #38 (Hank roll-casting)

po

Or, ponder the eternal mysteries of light and shadow as he

roll-casts for an elusive parishioner who dwells there,




Page 58 ("Captain Ahab" Voelker)
PORTRAIT OF INLAND CAPTAIN AHAB WHO PURSUES SLIGHTLY SMALLER WHALES

We may skimp our work, drink too much, eat irregularly, sleep

 agvlliss’ offr
ok fitfully,koccasitmaii-y misbehave) andAforget to shave, get

f": W

to look like Captain Ahab’Abu-t one thing we do do--endlessly,

ﬁzml@m : F]CH,..,

tenacmusly,’\s‘u-pe-pb}fy——ls fish and fish and/tfa.-s-h....

Page 59 (Two members of the lodge, Hank & Busky)

(Top) This is Hank (Henry L. bcarffe), junior member of the

U w/ﬁw it | fonons; ows Wb <

lodge, scourge of fur, fin and feat ers, a man who would cheerfully

fish in a cistern if other water faishad-—and moreover take a trout!

| love with T U, P aue
Page 59 (Busky)

This is Busky (L. P. BA«rrett) , ,Senior expeditionary commander,

who hady s Yoo e

)\the indomitable retired geologist who took up fly-fishing when

he was over 70, and who,f&l;\ can/deliver the-uwmdunlant roll-cast d‘f{ﬂ “‘-zp

E ./v.‘v\,v

-es—’gra:eefﬁ}lg/:{as the best of us.




Page 60 (Carroll)
'y’\ﬂ'

Here is th?\peal 01¢/Fox of our lodge, my old friend
a me
Carroll C, Rushton, hol\judges the follies of men when he
W A/ Mj
isn't fishing, one of the two,\bcas fishermen who Jtaught medto
(bl s fosel of Tl 01T Hf fuofiwp '

fly cast,\ann who still scorns all synthetic leaders, the

grand 0ld Fox[:% can st111 take 'em when the reft of us

have retired in déssrder<aw shameM Vet 0@4%&4/ %




Page 67 (With game warden and city hall gang)
FISHERMEN ENDLESSLY SNIFF AND SNOOP
All is grist to the fisherman's mill, In fact the amount
of Macheviéllian subtlety and guile wrapped in his person

is faintly horrifying to coptemplate--to a man he is far more
Wu»aga/ : - @ﬁv b~ -M.»M)

devious Wromyko A will smidénely pick g the brain

of theilocal game warden, who after all gets arouxj or, having

w wo gV

heard ¢the rumor ef=e=—remer that the janitor at City Hall has

; willag

caught a beautiful mess, descend upon the piare-emd smeep—and
A

Yoo :

sniff for clues.




Pages 70 and 71 (2 views of Uncle Tom's Pond)
MY FAVORITE SPOT

Every fisherman has h:Ls favorite fishing spot, to whlch

returns with all the /i ic,\hm—oba murderer ’ae—ehe

% W oy ol P

scene of his crime. This happens to beAme. lret—uos—eaddt—it

Frenchman's Creek, for that is not its name, To a man my pals
b
A despise w W/) /7% “/% q/(,_dj_q/ ﬂf/ﬁwf?x .%dé,

Trout are rather inconstant readers of the outdoor magazines,

A

I suspect, for contrary to the/wisdom there enshrined/.trout

- Leot$

often inhabit the goddamndest most unlikely places. Frenchmen's

o V"J”&Ej 5

Creek is such ﬂ place.
Frenchman's reminds me of poor downtrodden Bill in the old
ballad=--it ain't much tof look at but it's mine., It isn't very

deep, but I 1ove it) the trout aren't very big or many, but I

dz, J,nz{ wikly cwm sl e gul Mgf/ b Bov,
Ao (%

love it} ﬂﬁlsn't very pretty, but I love it. pbe'

(W ot = Lo ¥ N ogan
‘InéthI haunt Frenchman's Creek’\ Each Aseason T tr}}\ to

v

bfeak the habit and go straight, but few are the days I don't
. i
MWM’ M

wind up there. I woo its edwsiwe trout as though each were Roxanne

P

and I, Cyrano, because I 1ove it, Each time I go there I approach

v, 41 M@(W

'ehc:q@e with, the (semso=ef wonder and awe mn of a child

%pproaehamg Chrlst:mas Sometimes I think I'm a Alucky flshermanZ) /éwfz

I My pals think

I'm simply a crazed one.




Page 72 (mushroom)

Y ¥
ez ycoa 0 A WILD MUSHROOM
Dy ycw Hanwe callicl

A.@ating wild mushrooms hes—beem—caiied the poor man's

@

Russian rouletée, but show me a fisherman and I'11 show you

a stubborn amateur naturalist who will cheerfully die for his 7
G 0 Viy Ane
Jhtpmard W »fa»fl vo &
art--and sometimes does. - ,WMZ‘,,,,:Z’
/W"?W “f one "_M% e 17 :,,’33/

to die,yand-anmseay Expxim expiring from poison mushroomsglas Mwéa

a/\more ro;mantlc ring than Mmh bone in one 's /%41/4

KM(/Q‘ Wq ”2’71/3(1 W“Zj
Sadet, Moreover we/\wﬂ-l"gladly take the chance because we

e py P

are aware of no more rapturous xﬂéa.l under heaven than a /fvy
' y ol jimlr
M w e
A pen full ofAtrout Whrooms.




Page 73 (John lolls while Hank rolls)
BEHOLD THE FISHERMAN BEHOLDING A FISHERMAN
Sometimes a fisherman can't lay up a dime, so Xmke instead

he shrugs and, has ‘himself a smoke or goes dry his line and—then-

o e ) oA thy froi o G

Alays up against a tree and watchesAHank whlppmﬁup a beery froth,
/ ﬁ al-fté
But all he needs to make him rise and race fop—t-he—peel is for
Sppoormty famesig S
Hank to latch on to—or [even miss-—a l Then| fatigue
and ennui and all,\‘ehsc mmsmt—}r’dtspel-hd %g.: /4«/ Ke /“"'r(




