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/! THE FIRST DAY 
I • 

The true fl,ltt/ fisherman approaches the first day of fishing with all the 

sense of wonder and awe of a child approaching Christmas. There is the same 

ecstatic counting of the days; the same~~ preparations; the same loving 

drafting of lists which are succeeded in tum by lists of lists! And 

then--when it seems Time aas frozen in its tracks and the magic hour will never 
5~ ..... ~~~-' 

arrive--lo, •tis the night before fishing l A Perhaps itJI also the time for a 
- I' ~-4, 

little poetry, however bad .•• 

T'was the night before fishing 

When all through the house 

Lay dad's scattered fishing gear, 

As though strewn by a souse ••• 

Dad will of course have been up a dozen times during the night, prowling . 
8'-.aL ~--~ ,:Av~ • ~~ ~ 

the .,;,dt,;.~~ls, peering out •';.~~~,tough ;;,~of,Zi(., 
duffle a, ! g w for thik, umpteenth last-min11tef checkup,/\listening to;\all-night 

disc jockeys) tapping att' barometerJ-f~s even t;:i.ppin~ his medicinal b?ttle 
,j+vo-dttio6: aup>_vr~, ~ 

of Kentucky or Canadian chill-chaser... It is this.A?oyish ;uality of innocence, 

this irrepressible sense of anticipation, that makes all§children and fishermen 

one. For after all, are':..l,fishermen me_;~y ~-er-sized~ have - 7Ji4./e,,(, 
s'r.i~ ~ l-..~ eo-iil1e.'3.:-t,oi~ :-o1;,\Santa Claus$ p-r"' ~ l,,v~ _? 

Just as no Christmas can ever quite disappoint a youngster, however bleak 

and stormy the da~ so no opening day of fishing can ever quite disappoint his 

grown-up brother. ~ day is invested with its own special magic, a magic that 

nothing can seem to dull. ~ is the signal of the end of the long winter 
~ 

hibernation, the widening of prison doors, the symbol of l;ee gre~g&f of Nature's 
/\. 

~ miracles, the annual unlocking of Spring. 

* * 



Since this fisherman dwells at Latitude 45 ~ "i.i it should comex as no great 

shock to learn that most opening days I have had to draw rather heavily on this 

supply of magic to keep up my o.vn drooping spirits. Our big opening-day problem 
~ 

is twofold: to know where to find open water; and ailO be able to get to it. 
/\ 

e places on s~ 

... .lllfll"-_' I I of /4 Jr ~ -I shoes. I remember one recent spring when stood on foot-thii ~~~e~O-, pond on 

~ ~sno;vshoes-and took ei ht res ectable trout on d f::"'t ban thirt 

~ feet awa • over the ice! If you don I t believej it, 

don I t -' I'm not quite sure" I believe it myself. 

Since 1936 I have kept a complete record of every fishing trip I have taken. 

It I s amazing how ~ can torture ':=ti during the winter reading it ager. Is 
,.. I\ uJJ, .) 

a presumably practicing lawyer I w?uldn't dar1'~ the total number of trips 
1.~J. ~ ~ .J.J;,.J~ La._. 
I~ Anyway, in going ovefl ~--""--~ find this rat her depressing box 
~ ~ 

score for the magic opening day: 

1936: Snow-shoed into Flopper's Pond with Clarence Lott. Pond parfiy open. 

No rises, no fish, no errors. 
~ 

1937: Same way/\ same place, 
• P1I~ V 

with Mike De.Fant. ';!~~t five fryers out ofJ'pride. 
o,w~. 

1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver d am with mudhook)' Same fellows plus 

brother Leo. Caught 4 stinkers and double pneumonia. 



, 

1939: Hiked into Wilson Creek beaver dalon snow-shoes with Bill Gray. 

~ ,. ~·-:t; 
No rises, no takers. Bill took 6/\ on bait. Spent balance of day 8 t+"1g Bu shot 

" back across broken bridge. 

1940: Louie Bonetti, Nes Racine and Leo and I to 0'Neil's Creek dam. A 
OJ .,. 

beautiful day succeeded by "beautiful hangover. No rises, no fish,#-everal errors. 

1941: Tom Cole and Vic Snyder and I dr~e out to the 1101d rluined Dama. 11 

Roads open, ponds free of' ice. Fair rise. Beautiful day. Tom (6), Vic (7) 

and I (9)141,1,~. ~~ ~..Me~-

1942: Same gang plus Leo, to same place, same conditions. I kept 5 f~ 

Vic filled out on bait. Had fish f'ry in camp. Loat $2.50 at rum. ~,1~ ~ e .. J o:1.1. ae .,-
1943: 

1944: 

No fish and no entry of just where I went. Alust have gone straight up! 
lt°'1 M4-C4W ~JJ 

South camp with usual opening gang. Bucked drifts last 2 miles. 

High water. Picied arbutus on south hillsides. No fish in crowd. Drowned our 
~ 

sorrows in mead an~ twisted garlands of' arbutus in our hair. 

1945: To Ted Fulsher' s camp with Bill Gray and Carl Winkler. Iupr, cold. 

N.E. wind. Didn't wet a line. Won $17.00 at poker. ~~~, 

/' :949\&7'&,'s Ponlo/J.:r~ line =-~ ~ to stomach 4y -1~~IT = k t thirt;r-six paces.~ paced itiiff, ~ 
1947: Snow-shoed 5 miles with Dick Tisch to Nurmi' s pond. Snow still 3 feet ~ 

deep in woods.~ ht ~~no«. Spent £ollowing week in bed with a • 

nurse. ~~f'PAN~ O~ 
1948: Cho~q way through.A winter'~ supply of windfalls into ~J',Pond with 

Gipp Warner and om Benn":lt~eara and 17 deer. Caught 2~ trout 
....,.....,· ,C~ • , ~ J/J ,. ft.,.A,. ~~ ..... 
ri~ f ~ _ T en caught in,Ahailstorm, which ende~ fishing. 

AQ't,fA,f/N4(.., ,;_,d.f: :..,,e""-".:, s .... ;J!t: :.t a. a e £.,~·-.• 1 r .. ,. f' 

-~~f:::fz::5 k~ ~ .L . ~ ­
,Jtif.~~ ~;--:? ~Z?.:7,✓,-,Ul«h 
~~""-✓ z:. . 



out and find the bugs in one' s~ equipment, and a chance to 

stretch one's legs and expand one's soul, I regret that it also frequently 

affords an excellent opportunity to entrench oneself early and firmly in the 

doghouse. tu(,..,,~~~ 4'µf~.;4C'/~. 
r T 'was the morning after the first 

,.} When all through the house 

Echoed the moaning and groaning 

Of poor daddy--the louse! 

day 



THE FIRST DAY 

The true trout fisherman approaches the first day of fishing with all the 
~ ~ 

sense of wonder and awe l/ffM,._a child~jhr'lstmas. There is 

the same ecstatic counting of the days; the same~ ations; the same 

c.nsfnJ ½~"I ~f~ are succeeded in t~rn by lists of lists l And 
A 

then, and then--when it seems Time has frozen in its tracks and the magic hour 

will never arrive--lo, 'tis the night before~! Perhaps it's also ~ e 

for a little poetry, however bad ... 

T1was the night before fishing 

When all through the house 

Lay dad's scattered fishing gear, 

As though strewn by a souse ... 

Dad wiµ of course have been up a dozen times d~ the night, oaeing kis 

lleP¥ew.& itieF.e:;ae, prowling the midnight eeringl\at sigh pawing 
'"t4WNi~~~ 

through mounds of duffle and gear f 01\ -.e- 1 st- minute checkup, tapping at baro-

meters--perhaps even tapping his medicinal bott le of Kentucky or Canadian chill­

chaser ... It is this boyish quality of innocence, this irrepressible sense of 

anticipation, that makes all children and fisherman one. For after all, aren't 

fishermen merely~.,;~itidren who have substituted Isaac Walton for Santa 

" Claus? 

Just as no Christmas can ever E!Uite disappoint a youngster, however bleak 

and stormy the day, so no ~pe~g d~ of fishing can ever quite disappoint his 
u, .,....,~ ""~ 

grown-up brother. The dayA.ae.11ie=& its own special magic, a magic that nothing 
fl , . ~ 

can~ . For it is the signal of the end of the long ~hibernation, the widening 

of prison doors, the symbol of the greatest of Nature's miracles, the annual 

unlocking of Spring. 

* * * 
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caught in sudden hailstorm, wmicA, enaed all fishing. On to Birchbark Lodge, 

one of those quaint Paul Bpnyanish roadside tourist-traps cluttered to the 

eaves with stuffed owls and yawning dead bass ~ to varnished boards--
A 

and possessing the cutest iddy bitty bar made out of realVlogs. Next morning, 

" snug in my doghouse, Iruspected the whisy was, too. 

" 1949: Snow-shoed into Scudder's Pond with Joe Parker. Pond partly ppen 

aver bubbling springs. Fish dimpling. Stood on ice and took 8 £~ tiny dry · 
~ ~ 11 l ~~, 

flies! f\ Skid~d them over the ice. Skidding at Scudder' s ia,a:s a ~va~le-. 

Joe took only 1 on spinning gear, the wr~ii ~ 

1950: To Alger county with Marquette J ang./\ ~t like a midget. Out of 

seven men I was the shortest, at six feet. A tall tale! Snow, ice and high 

water. Didn't wet a line. Excursion degenerated into a pub crawl. Lost count 

after the 17th. Heard 8 million pplkas and hill-billy laments--all sung through 

the left nostril. Love, your spell is everywhere ••• 

box is a cross between a banshee and a fiend. May he 

1951: Slugged way thru deep snow into Scudder's 

Expedition Commander Frank Russell and his new jeep. 

The inventor of the juke 
~ . ~ 

roast in ell. 1 '711~--. .lk,, -~ 

~ lit; (;-YVYrrrv ·' ' l'w.,,(, 

Pond led by proud ~ 

The man searched for snow-

drifts to charge! There is a new form of lunacy abroad in the land, the vic­

tims of which are called~ Jeepornaniacs ..• Pond ice locked tight as a bull's 

horns. Al Paul caught 2 in outlet. Surprise-attacked by party of friendly 

natives~ 1~1Q.Rg77:1°Prhy Entire expedition got half shot and retired in vast 

disorder. 

1952: Mudhooked way into Frenchman's Pond with Hank Scarffe and 2 boats. 

Nice intermittant "business" rise. Hank and I filled out, carefully :ele<v,ting 
9~ L:r /)Wf,d, ~., 

our trout. /\ One tf 'the most dramatic first-day rises I remember. Had but 2 

bottles of beer--a fine, contrite broth of a boy. Funny thing, I become a 

hell of a good fisherman when the trout decide to commit suicide. 

* * 



As you may now suspect, the first day of fishing in my bailiwick is some­

thing of a gamble. Usually it is considerably more devoted to drinking tha/,n 

fishing, a state of affairs against which I maintain a stern taboo when . 

really fishing in earnest. Then any drinking--usually a nightcap or two--comes 

only after the fishing is over and done. To me fly fishing is ordinarily quite 

difficult and stimulating enough without racin3 the old motor .•• But the first 

day is mostly a traditional spring get-together of congenial souls, an inci­

dental opportunity to try out and find the bugs in one's equipment, and a chance 

to stretch one's legs and expand one's soul. I regret that it also frequently 

affords Man excellent opportunity to entrench oneself early and firmly in ,,,, ~ ~ 
the doghouse. -~/s"ihetime for all middle-aged fishermen to sow their 

rolled oats. All of which brings on a final seizure of dubious poetry. 

T1was the morning after the first day 
When all through the house 
Echoed the moaning and groaning 
Of poor daddy--the louse! 

P. S. I finished writing this deathless lament on April tenth. Opening 

day is just fifteen days away. A sudden lashing blizxard is howling out of 

the 

the 

east. 11Whee-e-e-e ... 11 

b t.f;;.~ 11 arome er J;;S in a we . 
(\ 

There is already ten inches of soggy new snow and 

Quick, Watson--get me the needle! 



✓ 

~ 
to remain spellbound while mired~ to the hubcaps in mud. Our big opening-day 

problem is twofold: to know where to find open water; and then be able to get 

in- "1k, ~.,.,__,_.~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~-to it. ,.,~----

Our opening day is the last Saturday in ~yril, a disenchanting season of 
t-~ 

the year that usually finds most back roads clogged if not impassable~ 
~ /t 

and i!+P& three-pound ice chisel often a more promising weapo 

" ltv with which to assault our trout waters than~ three-ounce fly rod. 
A 

ponds are usually still ice-locked; our rivers and streams are usually in their 

fullest flood; and the best solution is to try to remember an open or partially 

open spring pond or beaver dam--and then spend a good part of the day tryin 

to get there. Hence it is that my fishing pals and I usua~ take several pre-
~ p,/ ~ ~-' ~ 

season reconnaisance trips on snowshoes. Bu) always Jlle go'4 come fire, flood or 

..J,,J. -~""1"\M<\,!A;~·w, nl ._,_-,. -. .. I. .• -~~• f,,vlL~ 
famine--Oi--'~"- -,~_,m._, • .....,~ ~.41',r 

F!ttt:flfJn A~ days I have~ had to trek into..('&flese plaees on snow-

shoes. I remember one recent spring when I stood on the foot-thick ice of a 

pond on my snowshoes--and took eight respectable trout on dry flies from a sma 

open spring-hole less than thirty feet away, skidding them home to daddy over 

the ice! (t~ add~~~ ~~) 
Since 1936 I have kept a complete record of every fishing trip I have 

J,t,U/ 
taken. ~ amaz· 

..,I • ,.. 

• • El~ 

can ~rment and torture myself uring the winter-.. 
""' __ ..,.,~~~~., -ru~ .......... • .. ~ or..:.U 

e 

,j;ar:@¢ 0 1 ttz 

1936: Snow-shoed into Flopper's Pond with Clarence Lott. Pond partly ope 

No rises, no fish, no errors. Two flat~~ way out.'°'~ 
1iJ /'IA,W,/,. • ~ ~ 

, 1937: Same way to same place with Mike DeFant. Reluctantly kept five 

~ fryers out of low peasant pride. 

1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver dam with mudhooks on Model A. 

fellows plus brother Leo. Caught 4 stinkers and a dash of double pneumonia. 

- 2 -



to remain spellbound while mired I/Ji to the hubcaps in mud. Our big opening-day 

problem is twofold: to know where to find open water; and then be able to get 

to it. In the process we are sometimes driven to drink. 

Our opening day is the last Saturday in April, a disenchanting season of 

the year that usually finds most back roads badly clogged if not impassable 

and a ~?ound ice chi~ ten a more promising weapon with which to assault 

our trout waters than the '&fM"ee-ounce fly rod. Our lakes and ponds are usually 
/\ 

still ice-locked; our rivers and streams are usually in their fullest flood; and 

the best solution is to try to remember an open or partially open sprin~ ~ d 
/\ 

or beaver dam--and then spend a good part of the day trying to get there. Hence 

it is that my fishing pals and I usually take several pre-season reconnaisance 

trips on snowshoes. But regardless of the day, we always go forth, come fire, 

/ iood or famlne--or th~ relatives by marriage. 

On many opening days I have had to trek into the chosen spot on snowshoes. 

I remember one recent spring when I stood on the foot-thick ice of a pond on my 

snowshoes--and took eight respectable trout on dry flies from a small open 

spring-hole less than thirty feet away, skidding them home to daddy over the 

ice! If you don't believe it, don't fret; I'm not quite sure that I believe it 

myself. 

Since 1936 I have kept a complete record of every fishing trip I have taken. 
~ 

It is amazing how I can hPmOfl.i c r, torture my~elf during the winter reading this 
~,) • ~u.e,,:t~~~~~~ ~ recreating once a~ ose magic scenes,/\hearmg once again the slow rhythmic _j 

A . 
whish of the fly lines ... From these records o~ gs emerges rather clearly: 

past opening days wj ere more apt to lean to the /\tragic than the magic. Here is 

the actual depressing account, omitting only the technical date on barometric 
~~~ 
pressures, wind direction, and the like. 

A 



1936: Snow-shoed into Flopper's Pond with Clarence Lott. Pond partly open. 

No rises, no fish, no errors. Two flat tires on way out. 11\Jh what fun it is 

to run .•. 11 

1937: Same way to same place with Mike DeFant. Reluctantly kept five 

wizened fryers out of low peasant pride. 

1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver dam with mudhooks on Model A. Same 

fellows plus brother Leo. Caught 4~~ a dash of double pneumonia. 



~ --
. ~..,/,~ '!':!- - --

caught in sud n hailstorm, which ended all fishing. On to Birchbark Lodge, 

~c-~~ 
one of quaint Paul Bunyanish roadside tourist-traps/\~ with stuffed 

owls an'X,'1s1:l:~9_gbad ~Q;i;:j;r.;.aj1;s -QfJ\ ~d~jiQS ,a:::~wP£~~!&b.t~7 

and possessing the cutest iddy bjtty bar made out7logs. Next morning, snug 
"'tf.;t,, ,. _ 

in my doghouse, I suspected tJaeirftwhisky was, too. 

1949: Snow-shoed into Scudder's Pond with Joe Parker. Pond partly open 

~yer, ~ubb).,ing spriags •. Fish d~g. Stood o)l ice ¥1~ ~ook 8 on tiny dry 
~ll,,~D'M'JTM,,~z • ~M ~I 
flies!/\ T1was a miracle • .,voe took only 1 on spinning gear, lhe wrong medicine. 

1950: To Alger county with llarquette gang. Felt like a midget. Out of 

seven men I was the shortest, at six feet. A tall tale! Snow, ice and high 

water. Didn't wet a line. Excursioh ,&en~ jnto a_.>ub crawl. Lost count 

~ . ~--
af~r the 17th. ~ard 8 _million polka~-al s g through the left nostril. 
~# ·' AoO ~~-#. 

The inve tor oft e juke box is! cross between a banshee and a fiend. May 

heft I ·J,/'!93-;;;r roast in Hell. 

1951: Slugged way thru deep snow into Scudder's Pond= 

Expendition Comn:ander Frank Russell and his new jeep. The manJ~ I pl for snow-
~ . .. 1~ II 

drifts~ There is a new form of/\~~-a~road in the land, the victims of 

which are called Jeepomaniacs •.. Pond ice locked tight as a bull's horns. 

Al Paul caught 2 in outlet. Surprise-attacked by party of friendly natives, .twJc • r - 'T;~.:. ~ 
~~arby.Af~-,;~kd retired in vast disorder. 

1952: Mudhooked way into Frenchman I s Pond with Hank Scarffe and 2 boats. 

Nice intermittant 11 business 11 rise. Hank an~:~ !?led ~u~, carefully selecting 
~ 44 2. ~ o-i,,-9'UN--tl/ ~,~hit(;.,,: 

our trout~ One of the most dramatic fir!t-day rises~ remember/\ Funny thing, 

I become a hell of a good fisherman when the trout decide to commit suicide. 

- 4 -
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,-------~,-,.;~ A,:\~~;,:'ff..; 
bugs in one's equipment, and a chance to stretch one's legs and expand one's 

soul. I regret that it also frequently affords excellent opportunity to 

entrench oneself early and firmly in the doghouse. All of which brings on a 

final seizure of dubious poetry. A 
TI vias the morning after the first day 
Vfuen all through the house 
Echoed the moaning and groaning 
Of poor daddy--the louse! 

- 5 -



THE FIRST DAY 

The true fisherman approaches the first day of fishing with all the sense 
€ae1e1~,. •. /._,, . 

of wonder and awe of a chil ;;pro~ching Christmas. There is the same ecstatic 

counting of the days; the same eager and palpitant preparations; the same lovin 

d~afting of lists which are succeeded in turn by lists of lists! And then--whe 

Time seems frozen in its tracks and one is sure the magic hour will never 

arrive-lo, 1tis the night before fishing! Tomorrow is the big day! Perhaps 

it is also the time for a little poetry, however bad ..• 

T1was the night before fishing 
When all through the house 
Lay Dad's scattered fishing gear, 
As though strewn by a souse ... 

Dad will of course have been u2 a dozen times during the night, prowling 

the~s, peer~ a~t skies, creeping downstairs and 

pawing through mounds of for the umpteenth last-minute checkup, crouchin 
~ ~ 

over the radio listening to the bright chatte ✓of the all-nigfit disc jockeys, 
a:.Z~ • t"l 

tapping a the 15arometer--and perhaps h s medicinal bottle of 

Kentucky or Canadian chill-chaser ... It is this boyish quality of innocence, 

this irrepressible sense of anticipation, that makes all children and fisher-

men one. 

niles who 

For after all, aren't fisherm.~--~~~;ermanently spellbound juve­

have traded in Santa Claus f~alton? 

Just as no Christmas can ever quite disappoint a youngster, however bleak 

and stormy the day, so no opening day of fishing can aver quite disappoint his 

grown-up brother. The day is invested with its own special magic, a magic that 

nothing can dispel. For it is the signal of the end of the long winter hiberna 

tion, the ~idening of prison doors, the symbol of one of Nature's greatest 

miracles, the annual unlocking of Spring. 

Since this fisherman dwells at Latitude ~~hould come as no great 

shock to learn that/\~t opening days I~e ..,to dr w rather he~vily on this 
SCMf!T,/llfeS 

supply of magic to keep up my own drooping spirits • ..-~ is .emet.hing difficult 
,,,, .. - I\ 



~ 
to remain spellbound while mired to the hubcaps in mud. Our big opening-day 

./' 
problem is twofold: to know where to find open water; and then be able to get 
~ :w.-14.....-- ~ta tn-P'e..w 
~./\ in the p!'ocess

1
_we are sometimes driven to d~ 

Our opening day is the last Saturday in April, a disenchanting season of 
/\ 

the year that ~sesil~ finds most back roads badly cl9gged ~-no impassable 
yd/i, t,,, '"Yv~/4 to 

and a four-powid ice chisel ~ a more promising 1Ateapon ~ch bu ae@anl.t 

" our trout waters than the four-ounce fly rod. Our lakes and ponds are usually 

still ice-locked; our rivers and streams are usually in their fullest flood; 
/,}n,o,,f; ~ 

and the -ee-st.Jsolution is to try to remember an open or partially open spring-

fed pond or beaver dam--and then spend a good part of the day trying to get 

there. Hence it is that my fishing pals and I usually take several pre-season 
. ttH-.foz~ 

reconnaisance trips on snowshoes. But regardless of the day, -we- always go •• --,­
A 

forth, come fire, flood or famine--or the fulminations of relatives by marriage. 

On many opening days I have had to trek into the chosen spot on snowshoes. 

I remember one recent spring when I stood on the foot-thick ice of a pond on my 

snowshoes-and took eight respectable trout on dry flies from a small open -
spring-hole less than thirty feet away, skidding them home to dad~y over the ice! 

If you don't believe it, don't fret; I'm not~ sure that Ii~eve it myself 
A 

Since 1936 I have kept a complete record of every fishing trip I have taken 

It is amazing how I can torture myself during the wint~g over this stuff 

recreating once again those magic scenes,4:'!f~ th~ ~11~-:ewise el 
/l /\ 

trout waters, hearing once again the slow rhythmic whish of the fly lines ... 

From these records one thing emerges rather clearly: past opening days were 

more apt to lean to the mildly tragic than the magic. Here is the actual de­

pressing account, omitting only the technical data on barometric pressures, 

water temperatures, wind direction, and the like. 

1936: Snow-shoed into Flopper's Pond with Clarence Lott. Pond partly open 

No rises, no fish, no errors. Two flat tires on way out. "Oh what fun it is 

to run ... 11 

1937: Same way to same place with 1-1:ike DeFant. Reluctantly kept five 

wizened fryers out of low peasant pride. 

1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver dam with mudhooks on .fodel A. Same 

fellows plus brother Leo. Caught 4 youngsters and a dash of double pneumonia. 

- 2 -





1939: Hiked into Wilson Creek beaver dams on snow-shoes with Bill Gray. 

No rises, no takers. Bill took 6 fryers on bait. Spent balance of day coaxing 

the old fish car back across broken bridge. Finally did it with oats soaked 

in rum. 

1940: Louie Bonetti, Nes Racine and Leo and I to 01Neil's Creek dam. A 

beautiful day succeeded by a beautiful hangover. No rises, no fish, several 

errors. 

Vic filled out on bait. Had fish fry that night in camp. Lost $2.50 at rum. 

Tossed and turned all night. 

(No fish and no entry of just where I went.~st ,. 
have gone straight up! Maybe no gas coupons.) 

1944: South camp with usual opening gang. Bucked drifts last 2 miles. 

High water. Picked arbutus on south hillsides. No fish in crowd. Drowned our 

1947: Snow-shoed 5 miles with Dick isch in to Nurmi' . ~ . ~ 

• • nt 

1948: Chopped way through the winter's bountiful supply of windfalls into 

O'Leary's Pond with Gipp Warner and Tom r;;;:.:~~s and 17 

deer. Caught 2 nice trout right off bat~~~ waxed moustaches, Then 
/\ 

- 3 -



caught in sudden hailstorm, which ended all fishing. On to Birchbark Lodge, 

one of those quaint Paul Bunyanish roadside tourist-traps cluttered to the 

eaves with stuffed owls and yawning dead b~ '::':'varnished boards-and 

possessing the cutest ~~~~~~;flogs. Next morning, snug 

in my doghouse, I suspected the whisky was, too. 

1949: Snow-shoed into Scudder's Pond with Joe Parker. Pond partly open 

over bubbling springs. Fish dimpling. Stood on ice and took 8 on tiny dry 

flies! T1was a miracle. Skidded them over the ice. Skidding at_Bcudder's! 

by George Bellows. Joe took only 1 on spinning gear, the wrong medicine. 

1950: To Alger county with Marqutte gang. ~gen bu .fidg~ a midget. 

Out of seven men I was the shortest, at six feet. A tall tale! Snow, ice and 
~ - -rv.a-~~4/U~. . 

high water/\ Didn't wet a line. t\ Excursion degenerated into a pub crawl. Lost 

count after the 17th. Heard 8 million polkas and hill-billy laments--all sung 
~ 

through the left nostril. Love, your spell D everywhere... The inventor of 
/\ ~~ 

the juke box is a cross between a banshee and a~ May he roast in the 
I\ 

bottom-most pits of Hell. 

1951: Slugged way thru deep snow into Scudder•s Pond led by proud 

Expedition Commander Frank Russell and his new jeep. The man searched for snow 

drifts to chargel There is a new form of lunacy abroad in the land, the victim 
.7~ ~,I,~ . .,. 

of which are called Jeepomaniacs.M Pona ice-locked ....... tight as a bull's horns 1 
t4, • ~ . b,-J; ~ ~ ~ '--ao-, .,, 

Al ~ht 2 in ~t...-....-Surpr{se-attacked by party of friendly nati~es. 

disorder. ~z=, J I 1iflt 

to Frenchman's Pond with Hank Scarffe and 2 boats. 

Nice intermittant 11business 11 rise. Hank and I filled out, carefully selecting 

our trout. Fish fat and sassy. One of the 9>st dramatic first-day rises I 
,WJ, 1 lt.uAl,l . aP- ~ ~., 4V 

1~wbg119 Had but 2 bottles of beer...,'fine, contrite broth of a boy. Funny 

" thing, I become a hello a good fisherman when the trout decide to commit 

suicide. ~ ~ a.-/t • ~ • 

As you may now suspect, the first day of fishing in my bailiwick is some­

thing of a gamble. Usually it is considerably more devoted to drinking than 

fishing, a state of affairs against which I mainta:in a stern taboo when 10 ll y 
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r u,,J,v ~. 
tftshing{ i,,,,,~ t,., Then any drinking-usually a nightcap or two-comes only 

after the fishing is over and done. To me fly fishing is ordinarily quite 

imulating enough with~ !t:1d motor... But the first 
n.-iwiww,nijd~ , .. 

day i m tly a traditional spring get-together of congenial souls, an inci-
A 

dental opportunity to try out and find the bugs in one's equ.iP,ment, and a chanc 
-fk,~(,,. e~ 

to stretch one I s 1 egs and expand one I s soul. I regret that~ also frequently .. ._. 
affords an excellent opportunity to entrench oneself early and firmly in the 

doghouse. ~+.~ime for all middle-aged fishermen to sow their rolled 

oats. All of which brings on a final seizure of dubious poetry. 

T'was the morning after the first day 
When all through the house 
Echoed the moaning and groaning 
Of poor daddy--the louse! 

P. S. I finished writing this deathless lament on April tenth. Opening 

day is just fifteen days away. A sudden lashing blizzard is howling out of the 

east. "Whee-e-e-e ... 11 There is already ten inches of soggy new snow and the 

barometer has dropped in a well. Quick, Watson-get me the needle! 
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V ~ 
~ 1953: 

A JJ~ ~~.Nl'wf (.~~ 
TherF- 4 hauntingl7 lovel7 Sf,d1111g da,.-s,-.. the eartb~r";~g~~! 

with the ,.-east of spring, the sky cut b7 the curling lash of honking geese. 

Last night the wind swung abruptly- to the east and the thermometer and 

barometer joined hands in a suicidal nose dive. Hank Scarffe, Al Paul and I 

set out in 34° weather, the rainy sleet freezing to the windhsield upon 

landing. All pl.ans awry, we !oolish17 tried to reach the 11.oose Creek beaver 
<4v~~~ ""~ 

dams, but got stuckf in the first . drift. We the~~ west and pushed 

and slugged our way through acres of rotten snow into Frenchman I s Bond, 
(M,,J/,~ 

where Hank and I huddled like wet robins ~we:~chi.ftg Al and his nn telescope 

girder v&in.17 test the wnd with worms. Then came the snow, and,. there were 
6/1~~~~~ ~ 

whitecaps on the pond1~ ti looked at each other and shrugged an~silentl,.-

-.nhh,d away. No one proposed even a drink. Once home I drained the fish 

car radiator, took a giant slug of whiske7, and ~orosel,.- into be~ ~ 

"' •d pat.- the covers over my head. /n There I remained until nightfall, dreaming 

un•uil.7 tb~t I ; :.Jr:bo;r again and lo, it was Cbristmas--:"'d I bai;;:.!d ~ ~ 
~~ ~ ~p1 -

A ~ ehv, ng. I awoke to hear the blizzard screaming/\ outs de• 

"Whee-e-e-e.1!.. I crept downstairs in my bathrobe and drew every shade in the 

pl.ace, lit a roaring fire in the Franklin stove, built a foot-high hig~ball, °' rt., p 

put on a mile-long piano concerto b7 Delius, and settled do~ with a book about 
~ ~Mr'~P#' -,--.,.;t,/-+ 

hunting in Africa by a guy named, of all things, John A. Hunter.,' Waw charmed 

to learn that the wgmies of tbe ~ forest cure certain e;rA iqfections by 
~ ,. jl,__L,~H'N'-••...,T4T 

urinating in th•,.-iJ:i;;:, = =ie" t'lie rOd-eyed weather man would 

just sorta kind" drop in. 8 more months t9tiJJ Christmas. (NOTE: The " ~~. 
next day the trumpeting ~e snoulo~■ail.ded th-; -;:J;prol"cb of the next 

glacier1) 


