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THE FIRST DAY

The t rue Wfisherman 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 sameisﬁ;itant preparations; the same loving
drafting of lists which are succeeded in turn by lists of lists! And _.

then--when it seems Time has frozen in its tracks and the maglc hour, will never
WW“"“

arrive--lo, 'tis the night before fishing! A Perhaps 1tﬁ&also the time for a

Ay
little poetry, however bad...

Tt'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

the midmi alls, peering out at w skles, paw. hrough mounds o .
oy S iatlor, of Pe

ova, Wi nadey
duffle &B for the umpteenth last—mmut checkup, listening to/\al_l—nlght

disc Jockeys) tapping at'\barometer[—-éerhaps even tapping his medicinal bottle
of Kentucky or Canadian chill-chaser... It is this boyish quality of innocence,

this irrepressible sense of anticipation, that makes all ghildren and fishermen

one, For after all, aren't fishermen merely over—s:.zed who have s&-W

Santa Claus§ ﬁ" DQW Zuaf&w ?

A

Just as no Christmas can ever quite disappoint a youngster, however bleak
and stormy the day, so no opening day of fishing can ever quite disappoint his
grown-up brother.A%g day is invested with its own special magic, a magic that
nothing can seem to dull. -Paroz—is the signal of the end of the long winter
hibernation, the widening of prison doors, the symbol of the-greates#\mature's

Ww miracles, the annual unlocking of Spring.

* *




Since this fisherman dwells at Latitude "'5 N) 4 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 own drooping spirits. OQur big opening-day problem
is twofold: to know where to find open water; a.ndb;: be able to get to it.

Qur opening day is the last Saturday in April, a season of the year that
usually finds most back smd=mige roads impassable from either snow or mud{ or
both, and the ice, glekka more practical weapon with which to appreee'h our ,

,&Awa/nx;( %
trout waters than a fly rod. Our rivers and streams aps dasm usually in the:Lr

N

fullest flood; /\ and the best

solution is to,(z'%mber an open or pa'rtially ope

w
and then spendpthe day trying to gef: there.

W(?)
w rlps O 3 i s
t

AEv e t t h 1
en on opening days rek into these places on SW

w shoes. I remember one recent spring when I stood on foot-thick ice of pond on

mLsnowshoes——and took eight respectable trout on dry flie# ess than thlrt = E:

W“lg feet away, skidding them home to daddy over the ice! If you don't believefit,

don't &- I'm not quite sureAI believe it myself.

Since 1936 I have kept a completé record of evdry fishing trip I have taken.
It's amazing how 3e# can torture during the winter reading it omer. As

/5 e Tl .

a presumably practicing lawyer I wpuldn't dare/‘géwe the total number of trips
i A Anywas;, in going ovea a; find this rather depressing box
score for the magic opening day:

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

No rises, no fish, no errors. :
7 W T
1937: Same way" same place, with Mike DeFant. A ept five fryers out ofI\pride.

ow .
1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver dam with mudhooksﬁ Same fellows plus

brother Leo. Caught 4 stinkers and double pmeumonia.




s
1939: Hiked into Wilson Creek beaver dan}‘ on snow-shoes with Bill Gray.

No rises, no takers. Bill took 6/\on bait. Spent balance of day gesséng ,\Bu&shot

back across broken bridge.
1940: Louie Bonetti, Nes Racine and Leo and I to O'Neil's Creel& dam. A
beautiful day succeeded by:t‘)eautiful hangover. No rises, no fish,geveral errors.
1941: Tom Cole and Vic Spyder and I drove out to the "0ld Kuined Dams."
Roads open, ponds free of ice. Fair rise. Beautiful day. Tom (6), Viec (7)
At (9)JMW‘ WW m%am%
1942: Same gang plus Leo, to same place, same codditions. I kept 5 frgrs. /
Vic filled out on bait. Had fish fry in camp. Lost $2.50 at rum. ﬂaﬂ%ﬂﬂ MMghd,

1943: No fish and no entry of just where I went. Must have gone 'sj.raight up!
R} sk cap ardt
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
sorrows in mead andl\twisted garlands of arbutﬁs in our hair.
1945: To Ted Fulsher's camp with Bill Gray and Carl Winkler. Raw, cold.
N.E. wind. Didn't wet a line. Won $17.00 at poker. WMO A P

19463 's Pond with gang. Fly line froze. Got/\sick to stomach a?

A MU e -
IT DRINKIN{at thirty-six paces. l?’fﬁnky paced itoff-, ﬁtu

1947: -Snow-shoed 5 miles with Dick Tisch to Nurmi's pond. Snow still 3 feet %

deep in woods. AMught imcold)((ain and snow. Spent following week in bed with a

¥ ’
nurse. P pusz Nufeal Myl ylen . W
4 Y’ 0
1948: Cho?)eq way throughﬁwinter'sl\aupply of windfalls into h;‘Pond with
Glpp Warner and Tom Bennett. Saw ¥ 2 bears and 17 deer. Caught 2 fedr troutr
. ", 7 : : ;; A (3

J

ght in Ahailstorm, which ended, fishing. On to Lodgs , G0N
% 2/ i :




4

1949+ ' Snow-shoed into Scudder's Pond with Joe Parker. Pond partly open over W

boirte bvm n
springs. Fish dimyling. Stood on ice and ku.pt 8 onl‘dry flies! ,\Joe took

only 1 on spinning gear, the wrong medicine. M,{,ngwm “ ‘
1950: To Alger county with Marquette ang.ﬂ Snow, ice and high water. %\

Didn't wet a line. Excurs:.onbbeme a pub crawl. Lost count after the 17th. % i_

1951: Slugged way thru deep snow into Scudder's Pond led by m proud ‘g
Fhere Aerezot.

o A meaw A raanl b
EXRpEs R ian gcpedltlon Commander Frank Russell and his new je'ep. Pond :Lce

a
Xmikm locked tight as/\bull's horns. 2 in outlet.YFloored 2 fJ_fths

and retired in great disorder. (AttaCked by/\#friendly nativesl\ € half shot.

P
1952 Mud g hoofed way into Frenchman's Pond with Hank Scarffe and 2 boats.
Nice imerm:.tt% "buslness" rise. Hank and I filled out, carefully selectlng
4
our trout. Alllost dramatic first-day rise I remember. Funny thlng,

hell of a good fisherman when the trout commit suicide.
T Y
Ascgg seegthe irst d%f“mhlnwn my bailiwick eb—deasie is something

: aa/a—mei spring get-together of congenial souls, an
'c;pportunity to try out and find the bugs in one'shequipment, 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. M‘/W W s WM%W{%.

T'was the morning after the first day

When all through the house

Echoed the moaning and groaning

Of poor daddy--the louse!

| 220 by pen) 0w ppenng

22,
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THE FIRST DAY

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

W sense of wonder and awe bhstAa child Christmas. There is
the same ecstatic counting of the days; the samemgations; the same

cami‘u.'l—.maléng;\ f lists whicg are succeeded in turn by lists of lists! And

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

g : Uhe
will never arrive--lo, 'tis the night before #ishing! Perhaps it's a.lsoﬁtime

for a 1little poetry, however bad...

T!'was the night before fishing

When all through the house W

Lay dad's scattered fishing gear, W ;
As though strewn by a souse... { WW
Dad wi]l of course have been up a dozen times during the|\night, eesimg—his
nervous—icidneyess prowling the midnight halls, peering,at sightiless skies, pawing
through mounds of duffle and gear f or‘,‘m{e checkup, ] tapping at baro-
meters--perhaps even tapping his medicinal bottle of Kentucky or Canadian chill-
chaser... It is this boyish quality of innocence, this irrepressible sense of
anticipation, that makes z\all children and fishermen one. For after all, aren't
fishermen merelderen who have substituted Isaac Walton for Santa
Claus?
Just as no Christmas can ever guite disappoint a youngster, however bleak
and stormy the day, so no o.peni'ng dag oi‘;ﬁi#sd‘aing can ever quite disappoint his
grown-up brother. The day“ Lerries its own special magig:, a magic that nothing

A

can:ﬁ”ulwl‘). 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.







j
caught in sudden hailstorm, wliicA, ended all fishing. On to Bn:.rchbark Lodge,
one of those quaint Paul Bynyanish roadside touris,t—traps cluttered to the
eaves w:.‘bh stuffed owls and yawning dead bass:m to varnished boards—-
and possessing the cutest iddy bitty bar mde‘ out of realVlogs. Next morning,

\
snug in my doghouse, Isuspected the whi‘s{\y was, too.

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

aver bubbllng sprlngs. Fish dimpling. Stood on ice and took 8 zn tiny dry-

flies! I\ Skldcul\éd them over the ice. Skidding at Scudder's.é\gwamaaele-

Joe took only 1 on spinning gear, the wrong med:r.cnz'.jl?pz
1950: To Alger county with Marquette g.f Bedt 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 lJ’:ne. 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... The inventor of the Juke
box is a cross between a banshee and a fiend. May he roast J.n MM W
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- E’(
drifts to charge! There is a new form of lunacy abroad in the land, the vic-
tims of which are called x Jeepomaniacs... Pond ice locked tight as a bull's
horns. Al Paul caught 2 in outlet. Surprise-attacked by party of friendly
nativesg lupking—neewds, 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 "pusiness" rise. Hank and I filled out, carefully slec ting
our trout.%;%f\.\; tm%‘ﬁic 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 thaﬁn
fishing, a state of affairs against which I maintain a stern taboo whené@é?
really fishing in earmest. 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 raciﬁ?vthe 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 W an excellent opportunity to entrench oneself early and firmly in

the doghouse. ggyxgg- he time 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..." There is already ten inches of soggy new snow and

the barometer isn?n a well, Quick, Watson--get me the needlel




to remain spellbound while miredkto 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. h%&WW&M& WW ¢M.

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

the year that usually finds most back roadsAclogged if not impassable%
a

W%Wr@-and 'e-hoAthree-pound ice chisel often a more promising weapon

with which to assault our trout waters than a;‘three—ounce fly rod.  Our lakes an
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 #g day trying

to get there. Hence it is that my fishing pals and I usually take several pre-
dﬂ‘// e

season reconnaisance trips on snowshoes. But)‘always ¥e goa come fire, flood or

famineg e - W#&Muw&@m 0{.&%‘0 £‘7 Mﬁ L

me~7
Evenan Aopenlng days I have a&sn had to trek into bhese—pl&ee—s 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 small|
open spring-hole less than thirty feet away, skidding them home to daddy over

the ice! (/W WW.«WW ﬁo——. MM)

Sinece 1.936 I have kept a complete record of evdry fishing trip I have

: 3 taken. % amazmg how I can torment and torture myself uring the mnter‘,

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

No rises, no fish, no errors. Two flat on way out. M W f“’*‘v d«“
@-M‘Wo» Ky A

Same way to same place with Mike DeFant. Reluctantly kept five
fryeré out of low peasant pride.
1938: Slugged into Werner Creek beaver dam with mudhooks on liodel A. Same

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

(-20n)- -y o} o Ao mewmﬂ




to remain spellbound while miradéﬁfto the hubcaps in mud. Qur 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.

Qur 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

-

A .
our trout waters than the thfeexounce fly rod. Our lakes and ponds are usually

and a —pound ice chisei often a more promising weapon with which to assault

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; pond
or beaver dam-—and then spend a good part of the day trying to get theréf Hence
it is that my fishing pals and I usually take several pre-season reconnaisance
trips on snowshoes. But regardless qf the day, we always go forth, come fire,

N

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

glood or famine--or thetfaimera%ions of relatives by marriage.

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 é complete record of every fishing trip I have taken.
It is amazing how I can ﬁomen-t:anﬁ-torture myself during the winter readlriz?k/xls
Wrecreatlng once aMomc scenes,AhearmMM the Slmm
Whlsh of the fly lines... From these records one things emerges rather cgearly:
past opening days wljfere more apt to lean to theAFragic than the magic. Here is
the actual depressing account, omitting only thé technical date on barometric

woler lrmpnaduncs

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. "®h what fun At is
to run..."

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 hAm/d a dash of double pneumonia.




W,f,f"[ s I

f
caught in sudgen hailstorm, which ended all fishing. On to Birch%a%{b Lodge,

-
- -

one of tho7£ quaint Paul Bunyanish roadside tourist-traps /\awe.-sh with stuffed

owls and/feubeses

and possessing the cutest iddy bitty bar made out oTAlogs. Next morning, snug

in my doghouse, I suspected ’cahveirjfwhisky was, too.

1949: Snow-shoed into Scudde;"s Pond with Joe Parker. Pond partly open
ozer bubbling springs. ,Fish dimpling. Stood o? ice ang took 8 on tiny dry
fliesl/\T'was mracle. oe mm spinning gear, %he wrong medicine.

1950: To Alger county with Marquette gang. Felt like a midget. Out of
seven men I was the shortest, at six feet. 4 tall tale! Snow, ice and high
water. Didn't wet a line. “J(curslon egenen ed jnto a ub crawl. Lost count

affer the 17th. Heard 8 million polka --al g through the left nostril.

s L A W cos
ArThe invelitor of the juke box is & cross between a banshee and a fiend. May
hWroas’c in Hell.

1951: Slugged way thru deep snow into Scudder's POhd led by proud
Expendition ,Commnd%r Frank Russell and his new jeep. The man Jggiees for snow-
drifts‘\ﬁTm.new form of inseniby dbroad 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,
-campmg :;earby. 3 g ?x ﬂ sgot and retired in vast disorder.

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

Nice intermittant "business" rlse. Hank and_ I ed qut, carefully selecting
m-— a ;h\l«, conlnle Mvof

our trout., One of the most dramatlc flrz t—day rises 1 remember./‘ Funny thing,

2

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

Vel Ao 4 #WM

As you the first day [ fishing in g bailiwick is 80 ething of a

Epyiiag e o ,3}‘ i od fs@um.
gamble. Usually b-hese 1sAmna. drinking than flsh:mg, agalnst which I maintain

a stern taboo when really fishing in earnest. Then any inking--usually a.“w

0 et A i ‘ﬁyﬂ
nightcap-—comes only after the flShlﬂgw.V flshlng :Ls difficult enough with-
A hint L. (0 T

#t;‘!l'- M’x,, 1

out racing 18 motor... ’llostly the—fn-st—dam-a traditional spring get-
A 'y vanet ¢ iJ@éI‘ﬁﬁ/A*

together of congenial souls, an incidental opportunity to try out and find the




bugs in one's equipment, and a chance to stretchi one's legs and expand one's

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

entrench oneself early and firmly in the doghouse{ A1l of which brings on a

final seigure 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 lousel

W7 it
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Mm’@"”f'fﬁ”%%

” ’-0-

/ﬁ/”é;%’ / :




THE FIRST DAY

The true fisherman approaches the first day of fishing with all the sense
| of wonder and awe of ‘a chil approaching Christmas. There is the same ecstatic

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

d¥afting of lists which are succeeded in turn by lists of lists! And then--when
Time seems frozen in its tracks and one is sure the magic hour will never

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

it is also the time for a 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 wi;} of course have been up a dozen times during the night, prowling

theﬁsreahéng alls, peering Eué aJ‘ : skies, creeping downstairs and

for the umpteenth last-minute checkup, crouching
Z(/Mlg..
over the radio listening to the bright chatteg’ of the all—nlgﬁ% disc jockeys,

nide %

F\tapplng ek the barometer--and perhaps even Aapping his medicinal bottle of

pawing through mounds 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. For after all, aren't fisherme% merelg permanently spellbound juve-

niles who have traded in Santa Claus for /QNalton?

Just as no Christmas can ever quite disappoint a youngster, however bleak
and stormy the day, so no opening day of fishing can ever quite disappoint his
grown-up brother. The day is invested with its own special magic, a megic that
nothing can dispel. For it is the signal of the end of the long winter hiberna-
tion, the Widening of prison doors, the symbol of one of Nature's greatest

miracles, the annual unlocking of Spring.

.~ Since this fisherman dwells at Latitude %Hg% it should come as no great

shock to learn thaﬁApost opening days I e h.i.to draw rather heav1ly on this
w SoMeTIMES
supply of magic to keep up my own drooping spirits. is seme%hiﬁg difficult




to remainjspellbound while mired to the hubcaps in mud. Qur big opening-day
problem is twofold: to know where to find open water; and then be able to get
% Nl O 4/7»4«9 f An {"‘ﬁ/?xi//

'%esitv\ Irrthe-proeess,we are sometimes driven to drink. ° -

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

the year that wewedly finds most back roads badly' fpgged if nog impassable
pusth Lc</
and a four-pound ice chisel aftoa-a more prom1s1ng weapor?A .

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

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

el gemecble
and the bese(solutlon 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
reconnaisance trips on snowshoes. But regardless of the day, we a£::y§'go
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 EEX 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 e=be sure that %f;ZEg;ve it myself

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 winter reading over this stuff

W’Zﬁ/u

recreating once again those magic scenes, seeing again tkfa : . n i o
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 runs..”

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 lModel A. Same

fellows plus brother Leo. Caught 4 youngsters and a dash of double pneumonia.
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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 O'Neil's Creek dam. A
beautiful day succeeded by a beautiful hangover. No rises, no fish, several
errors.

1941: Tom Cole and Vic Snyder and I drove out to the "Qld Ruined Dams."
Roads 0222; onds free, of ice. Fair rise. Beautiful day.g %om (6)E V£g<£?)

Amo¢una¢$'1il 3
andzla(% &‘ms’eﬁm}{mg over like crazj/\

l9h2 ame gang ?ZF; Leo, to same place, same conditions. I kept 5 fryers
Viec filled out on bait. Had fish fry that night in camp. Lost $2.50 Vat rum.

Tossed and turned all night.

19#3: (No fish and no entry of just where I went. L 48
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

sorrows in mead and wore twisted garlands of arbutus in our hair. A

1945: To Ted Fulsher's camp with Bill Gray and Carl Winkler./ Raw, &‘gld.
et

Northeast wind., Didn't wet a line.
g *d s

19463 ~To Frenchman'g Pond w1th[ Fly, :
£ ld(;ﬁaskaifiiiuua ;7 lentl ¥
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o e

il next year.

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

deer. Caught 2 nice trout right off bat. ] waxed moustaches. Then

A




! S

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

M oz ienhkdt s
possessing the cutest 1ddy bitty bar ma ézﬁg% of real logs. Next morning, snug

flies! T'was a miracle. Skidded them over the ice. Skidding at Scudder's!

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

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

1 ,
Entire expei;’tion got half shot and retired in vast disorder. W
952: Mudhooked way Into Frenchman's Pond with Hank Scarffe and 2 boats.

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

LA
Phsant, A

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

A, o/
eaves with stuffed owls and yawning dead bass, effixed-te varnished boards——and

in my doghouse, I suspected the whisky was, too.
194,9: 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

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

1950: To Alger county with Margutie gang. Ek@gur*ﬂrf&ﬂget like a midget.

,MWW Qe (Mu,é'o YIS P

high wate;h Didn't wet a line. lExcurslon degenerated into a pub crawl. Lost
count after the 17th. Heard 8 million polkas and hill-billy laments-—all sung

W/
through the left nostril. Love, your spell &3 everywhere... The 1nventor of

the juke box is a cross between a banshee and a fleng. May ﬁe roast’ln the
bottom-most pits of Hell.

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

drifts to charge! There is a new fq;m of lunacy abroad in the land, the victims

e TO

of which are called Jeepomanlacs dl Pond 1ceflocked tlght as.a bull's homs)u
"fwm ?"‘“
catight 2 in outlet./ ise-attacked by party of friendly natives.

our trout. Fish fat and sassy. One of the mpst dramatic first-day rises I
Had but 2 bottles of beeﬁﬂp. ine, contrite broth of a boy. Funny

thing, I become a hell of a good fisherman when the trout decide to commit
saliiide, O P e o : . Ao .
A
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 maintain a stern taboo when resiky




/5 Ltfﬂéé"b/ oy

e
i\fishing‘éavearnest‘ Then any drinking--usually a nightcap or two--comes only

after the fishing is over and done. To me fly fishing is ordinarily quite
difficu;F and '}qplgping enough witﬁg:%; : the old motor... But the first
day is mdstly a:%raa;fignal spring get-together of congenial souls, an inci-
dental opportunity to try out and find the bugs in one's equipmen?, and a chance
to stretch one's legs and expand one's soul, I regret that.égiflso frequently
affords an excellent opportunity to entrench oneself early and firmly in the
doghouse. ¥ew %» the time 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!l

P. 8. 1 finished writing this deathless lament on April tenth. Opening
day is Jjust fifteen days away. A sudden lashing blizzard is howling out of the
east. "Whee-e-e-e..." There is already ten inches of soggy new snow and the

barometer has dropped in a well, Quick, Watson-—get me the needlel
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Q/ M i 0SS amdl
1953: Ther 9, Wore 4 hauntingly lovely spwrimg days the earth(fragran

with the yeast of spring, the sky cut by 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 plan_a awry, we foolishly tried to reach the Moose Creek beaver
dams, but got sut?r:ck/\in the first Jffe drift. we ther, west and pushed
and slugged our way through acres of rotten snow into Frenchman's Bond,
sl ;

where Hank and I huddled like wet robins Pmteh&ng Al and his new telescope
girder vainly test the pond with worms, Then came the snow, and there were

% ; MM
whitecaps on the pond! /\In loocked at each other and shrugged a.ndA silently
sneaked away. No one proposed even a drink. Once home I drained the fish
car radiator, took a giant slug of whiskey, and a’bnpos\ morosely into bed} Mn?
amdmput the covers over my head.f} There I remained until nightfal]z, dreaming

easily that I was a,boy again and lo, it was Christmas--and I had’ found/ﬂ? M

un 8 N
. I awoke to hear the blizzard screaming ontsgde,
7

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

place, lit a roaring fire in the Franklin stove, built a foot-high highball,

put on a mile-long piano concerto by Delius, and settled down wlth a book about
Aot trere sp- s

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

to learn that the pygmies of theﬁi—mi forest cure certain e%fect.ions by

)

urinating in the infeeted eyge. !—m-w-iot}\ the red-eyed weather man would
‘&;\8 more months @till Christmas. (NOTE: The

Just sorta kindg drop in.
next day the trumpeting of=bhe snow plo:‘;hgould-d. the approdch of the next

glacier!)




