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Valley of the Doll
America’s favorite kid sister needed pills to fall asleep and pills to wake up.

Judy Garland backstage after a performance in 1962.

JUDY GARLAND
The Secret Life of an American Legend. 
By David Shipman.
Illustrated. 540 pp. New York:
Hyperion. $24.95.

By Camille Paglia

T|HE glamorous, tawdry lives of Hollywood stars 
are the hero sagas of modern life. Born in ob
scurity, driven by a dream, the great stars fight 
their way to fame and win their dates with 

destiny. But fortune’s wheel is ever turning: a combina
tion of hostile external forces and swirling internal 
pressures transforms triumph and adulation into disas
ter and despair.

This classic paradigm, half Greek tragedy and half 
soap opera, is remarkably demonstrated in David Ship- 
man’s absorbing new biography, “Judy Garland: The 
Secret Life of an American Legend.” Mr. Shipman, a 
British film historian, treats his sensational material 
with a sober earnestness that at first seems flat and 
unadventurous but that eventually wins our respect and 
trust. A fan of Garland’s since he “fell in love with her in 
a record shop in Oxford in 1953,” he presents her 
flamboyant personality with unflinching honesty, nei
ther moralizing nor minimizing her faults. Mr. Ship- 
man’s scandal-packed book reads like the war chroni
cles of a laconic, unflappable battlefront correspondent, 
with explosions going off and casualties everywhere.

Judy Garland was born Frances Gumm in 1922 in 
Grand Rapids, Minn. Her father, a singer and manager 
of a movie theater, had left Tennessee with visions of 
show business. He was also, according to Mr. Shipman, 
a homosexual. Garland’s mother, who knew of and later 
bitterly resented her husband’s proclivities, had two 
daughters by him and then tried to abort Frances, the 
third. Garland claimed that her pushy mother took 
“great delight in telling rooms full of people” about 
these attempts to prevent the child from being born.

Camille Paglia, the author of “Sexual Personae” and 
“Sex, Art, and American Culture,” teaches humanities 
at the University of the Arts in Philadelphia.

As “Baby Gumm,” Frances made her singing debut 
at i l l  and brought down the house with her strangely 
powerful voice, out of which came her mature “belting” 
style. Garland said her talent was “inherited”: “Nobody 
ever taught me what to do onstage.” The Gumms 
moved to southern California in 1926 to promote the 
career of their tiny song-and-dance trio, the Gumm

Sisters. Frances Xvas already spoiled 
and given to “sudden, terrible fits of 
temper.” She rapidly turned into an an
drogynous tomboy, “as if,” says Mr. 
Shipman, “she were becoming the son” 
her father had craved.

Before long a boom time began for 
child actors: Hollywood studios beat the 
bushes for the next Shirley Temple, who 
was America’s panacea for the Depres
sion. One night, George Jessel, introduc
ing the Gumm girls, renamed them the 
Garland Sisters. Frances boldly took the 
name Judy from a Hoagy Carmichael 
song. Jessel later said of Judy, who had 
been billed as “the little girl with the 
leather lungs,” that even at 12 she sang 
like “a woman with a heart that had 
been hurt.”

Now began the period in Garland’s 
life most familiar to us. Under contract 
at 13 to Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, she 
made several films, including her first 
with Mickey Rooney and leading up to 
“The Wizard of Oz” (1939). Garland said 
of these years, when she shuttled be
tween the set and the studio schoolroom, 
“My life was a combination of absolute 
chaos and absolute solitude.” She was 
made to starve what Mr. Shipman calls 
her “naturally pudgy” body, and she 
secretly squirreled away cookies and 
candy bars from the studio spies watch
ing her every move.

Garland, Mr. Shipman reports, was 
soon taking appetite-suppressing am
phetamines, as well as Seconal pre- 
scribed by the studio doctor. She needed 
pills to fall asleep and pills to wake up. 
By 20, she was seriously addicted, in a 

vicious lifelong ’cycle that would be dramatized in 
Jacqueline Susann’s wonderful “Valley of the Dolls,” 
which was inspired by her. Mr. Shipman says that near 
the end of her life (she died in 1969) Garland was taking 
large quantities of alcohol and barbiturates, as well as 
up to 20 Ritalin tablets a day.

Continued on page 46

The Book of My Enemy Has Been Remaindered
By Clive James

The book of my enemy has been remaindered 
And I am pleased.
In vast quantities it has been remaindered.
Like a vanload of counterfeit that has been seized 
And sits in piles in a police warehouse,
My enemy’s much-praised effort sits in piles 
In the kind of bookshop where remaindering occurs. 
Great, square stacks of rejected books and, between 

them, aisles
One passes down reflecting on life’s vanities, 
Pausing to remember all those thoughtful reviews 
Lavished to no avail upon one’s enemy’s book —
For behold, here is that book 
Among those ranks and banks of duds,
These ponderous and seemingly irreducible cairns 
Of complete stiffs.

The book of my enemy has been remaindered

Clive James is a literary critic, poet and the author of 
“Unreliable Memoirs” and other books. “Fame in the 
20th Century,” based on Mr. James’s television series 
by the same name, will be published this month.

And I rejoice.
It has gone with bowed head like a defeated legion 
Beneath the yoke.
What avail him now his awards and prizes,
The praise expended upon his meticulous technique, 
His individual new voice? |
Knocked into the middle of next week
His brainchild now consorts with the bad buys,
The sinkers, clinkers, dogs and dregs,
The Edsels of the world of movable type,
The bummers that no amount of hype could shift, 
The unbudgeable turkeys.

Yea, his slim volume with its understated wrapper 
Bathes in the glare of the brightly jacketed “Hitler’s 

War Machine,”
His unmistakably individual new voice
Shares the same scrapyard with a forlorn skyscraper
Of “The Kung-Fu Cookbook,”
His honesty, proclaimed by himself and believed in by 

others,
His renowned abhorrence of all posturing and pre

tense,

Is there with “Pdrtwee’s Promenades and Pierrots — 
One Hundred Years of Seaside Entertainment,”
And (oh, this above all) his sensibility,
His sensibility and its hair like filaments,
His delicate, quivering sensibility is now as one 

with “Barbara Windsor’s Book of Boobs.”

Soon now a book of mine could be remaindered also, 
Though not to the monumental extent 
In which the chastisement of remaindering has been 

meted out
To the book of my enemy,
Since in the case of my own book it will be due 
To a miscalculated print run, a marketing 

error —
Nothing to do with merit.
But just supposing that such an event should hold 
Some slight element of sadness, it will be offset 
By the memory of this sweet moment.
Chill the champagne and polish the crystal goblets! 
The book of my enemy has been remaindered 
And I am glad.

12 June 6, 1993
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Arcadia: Last of the Head Trips
travel book, like the novel, is a liter- 

* I  ^ a ry  genre apparently without rules.
Fourteen lines are mandatory in a son
net, and a tragedy must end with some- 

„JL. one’s death, but the travel book is free 
from precept or precedent: it needs only to describe 
a journey, which writing — as the movement of 
language through time — automatically does. Nev
ertheless, the best travel books owe a secret alle
giance to one of the most ancient literary genres: 
they all turn out to be versions of pastoral.

Pastoral is the form that depicts the paradise 
we have lost, the rustic simplicity of a good life in a 
golden age. The pastoral ideal of the classical poets, 
from Theocritus to Sir Philip Sidney, was irretriev
ably distant in time. For the travel writer, the idyll is 
teasingly remote in space, but can be reached by 
consulting the airline schedules.

•
This is what Datus C. Proper 

means by entitling his book THE 
LAST OLD PLACE: A Search 
Through Portugal (illustrated, 254 
pp.,' Simon & Schuster, $22). Eu
rope’s appendix, cramped in a 
sliver of land along the Atlantic 
coast, Portugal resists the mod
ernization that has transformed 
the rest of the continent into a 
pseudo-American hypermarket.
For Mr. Proper, a former diplo
mat who traveled there from Mon
tana on a trout-fishing expedition, 
the country, is — like Sidney’s Ar
cadia or Shakespeare’s Arden -— a 
repository of ancient verities and 
virtues, populated not by oafish 
peasants but by noble savages.
Travel is an exercise in self-criti
cism, and Mr. Proper treats Por
tugal as a reproach to his plastic 
homeland. Portugal’s roads are 
bad, but its bread is good. In 
America, Mr. Proper regretfully 
notes, it is the other way around.

This comment about bread, 
together with Mr. Proper’s quest 
for trout, demonstrates the close
ness of “The Last Old Place” to 
another latter-day version of pas
toral, the cookery book. A recipe 
lovingly recited is also an evoca
tion of the good life and a homage 
to the good earth. Mr. Proper 
writes mouth water ihgly about thé 
sacrilegiously rich Portuguese 
sweets called Nuns’ Bellies, made 
almost entirely of egg yolks, and adds: “This sum
marizes the difference between Portuguese and 
American cooking. We discard the yolks and they 
discard the whites.” He regains a gustatory para
dise when he tucks into an orange tart, which is 
“bittersweet like all good things. I ravished it.” 
Afterward, Portugal has another unmodern pleas
ure in store: here “you nap on ironed sheets.”

There is a good deal of whimsy in Mr. Proper’s 
account, but also much wisdom. Travel makes iro
nists of most men, turning them into connoisseurs of 
incongruity. Mr. Proper, however, solemnly pref
aces his chapters with quotations from the Portu
guese national epic, “The Lusiads,” by Camôes; its 
hymn to their heroic qualities, he implies, still holds 
good. Yet his account is already an elegy. The

medieval terrain of Portugal, whose economy is 
these days run as a joint venture with the European 
Community, is disappearing under shopping malls, 
parking lots and expressways. Its roads are now 
quite good, which can only mean that its bread will 
soon be bad.

, •  ' %
Henry Shukman’s emotional itinerary in TRAV

ELS WITH MY TROMBONE: A Caribbean Journey 
(248 pp., Crown, $20) is the same as Datus Proper’s. 
Mr. Shukman, a freelance writer and musician, 
leaves sodden, dispirited England in search of a 
Latin delight in life. Romantic travelers found this 
around the Mediterranean; he seeks it in the Carib
bean, repeating — as he acknowledges — the voy
ages of Elizabethan explorers toward the mythical 
paradise of El Dorado. As it is for Mr. Proper, food is 
Mr. Shukman’s approximation to the golden world: 
he writes lyrically about the ripe pineapples and

Peter Conrad’s books include the novel “Under
world” and the memoirs “Where I Fell to Earth: A 
Life in Four Cities” and “Behind the Mountain: 
Return to Tasmania.”

avocados piled up in a Quito market. Mr. Proper 
romantically personifies Jhis trout as river nymphs, 
and relishes the notion that in Portuguese the gen
der of the word truta is feminine; Mr. Shukman, 
younger and more sappy, records some sweaty 
encounters with human nymphs, including a guilt
less outdoor orgy in Dominica, set in “the sylvan 
grotto of pastoral convention.”

Sidney’s Arcadian shepherds conversed in poet
ry and held versifying contests at their festivals. Mr. 
Shukman obtains entry into the rhythmic, erotic life 
of the Caribbean by means of his trombone, and he 
has his own jazzy conception of the noble savage: a 
calypso musician who recovers from carnival in 
Port of Spain, Trinidad, by “living peacefully out in 
the bush, he and his trumpet at one with the birds 
and the trees.” Music cannot conceal the fact that 
these are the “tristes tropiques” of Claude Lévi- 
Strauss. Mr. Sukman’s pilgrimage ends with a warn
ing from the thuggish Colombian police, after which 
— since all traveling is circular — he promptly buys

a ticket home to wet, safe England. He renounces a 
spoiled paradise, where physical beauty collides 
with political squalor.

That same paradox recurs in the rhetorical 
question asked by the American journalist John 
Krich, WHY IS THIS COUNTRY DANCING?: A 
One-Man Samba to the Beat of Brazil (319 pp., 
Simon & Schuster, $22). The society is collapsing, 
the economy has already collapsed, and yet for Mr. 
Krich Brazil remains a sensual heaven, a subequa
tor ial erogenous zone where, after you wade from 
the frothy surf, “three G-stringed muses towel you 
off and grab you by the elastic on your flowered 
boxer trunks to entice you into their lair.” Like Mr. 
Shukman’s trombone playing, Mr. Krich’s research 
into the origin of Brazilian dances entails a search 
for primitive mysteries, for “old places” buried deep 
in the consciousness. Listening to the percussion of 

calypso bands, Mr. Shukman is 
reminded of voodoo ceremonies 
and reflects that “behind all the 
popular beats lurk the shadows of 
the gods.” Mr. Krich likewise dis
closes that the , samba derives 
from “an Angolan fertility rite 
which involves the violent bounc
ing together of bellybuttons.”

Mr. Krich’s hedonism over
rules his political qualms, and he 
forgets the need to answer the 
question put by his title. His mo
tives are self-interested: his jour
ney is the extension of an Iron 
John weekend in the woods, “hunt
ing for some safe connection to the 
savage” — a more violently re
gressive form of Mr. Proper’s cul
tural nostalgia. Mr. Krich calls 
himself “a new-age traveler” who 
uses “parts of the world” to “piece 
himself” together.

■ :
This new age is at least as old 

as the l960’s, when the ethnophar- 
macologist Terence McKenna set 
off from revolutionary Berkeley 
for the hashish dens of Nepal, then 
proceeded to the Amazonian jun
gle, where he grubbed up the mys
tic mushrooms whose mind-alter
ing powers he celebrates in TRUE 
HALLUCINATIONS: Being an Ac
count of the Author’s Extraordi
nary Adventures in the Devil’s 
Paradise (237 pp., HarperSan- 

etennedelessert- Francisco, $20). Mr. McKenna 
sought a cerebral equivalent of Mr. Shukman’s El 
Dorado, vaguely defined as the “obsidian liquid” 
discharged during a- long-ago night of drugged love 
in a village east of Katmandu. This concoction 
sounds to me like moonshine, and I suffered halluci
natory agonies of my own while reading his shrilly 
ecstatic prose; I prefer to put my trust in Mr. Krich: 
the bossa nova may supply a truer religious experi
ence than Mr. McKenna’s noxious fungi.

Because the pastoral ideal is perpetually elu
sive, travel books are Stalked by parody and disillu
sion. The Irish journalist Çric Lawlor, in LOOKING 
FOR OSMAN: One Man’s Travels Through the Par
adox of Modern Turkèy (213 pp., Vintage, paper, 
$11) describes with woebegone self-mockery his 
accidents on the way through that country. A car 
knocks him over in Istanbul; rat̂ s terrorize him in a 
flophouse; touts pester and defraud him; his head 
aches and his nose runs. He misses Ararat because

Continued onpage 29



An affair with Portugal 
in all its peculiarities
THE UST 010 PUCE 
By Dátus Proper 
Simon & Schuster 
254 pages, $22

By MICHAEL LEVY 
News Book Reviewer

T HIS IS a charming book, 
which befits the charming 
and quirky comer of Iberia 

called Portugal.
'Part “travel” book, part histori

cal interpretation — because histo
ry suffuses this country as it per
haps does no other — and part 
cultural explication, “The Last Old 
Place” is stuffed with aphorisms, 
insights and cultural one-liners.
-  All good travel writing makes 

the reader yearn to visit the place 
described, teaches us something of 
its history (in this case one that 
few Americans ever think about) 
and introduces us to new sights 
and sounds.

In some ways any section taken 
at random could sum up some
thing of the Portuguese travel ex
perience, something of the Portu
guese attitude. Take this purchase 
at a Lisbon bookshop:

“The salesgirl cut a a piece of 
thin brown paper with a pair of 
scissors, put the paper on the 
counter, laid the book on it, made 
adjustments, and folded thè wrap\ 
ping with neat little corners. The 
fit was precise, with not a  centime
ter of material wasted, . . . I had 
forgotten that packages were 
treated this way in Portugal I 
would have liked to buy some oth
er* book, any other, and \yatch the 
ceremony again, but was top shy.” 

Proper tells us about a country 
that knew all about the Orient 
long before Columbus, It was in 
Portugal — whose tiny population 
was already struggling to cope with 
what it had achieved in foreign 
trade, even
bus learned his trade.. It was Por
tugal that had enough on its plate 
and sent that entrepreneur to thè 
amis of Isabella.

“ Proper’s interest in Portugal

steins from his career in the U S. 
State Department, which he joined 
in 1956, fresh out of college. “I 
tried to get to paces where I’d 
enjoy working,” he told me recent
ly, “places with a lot of outdoors I 
could get into, mountains I could 
walk around.”

He first met with the Portu
guese in Angola “in what amount
ed to the 19th century*’ and 
learned the language fluently dur
ing a stint in Brazil Finally, after 
serving in Washington and Ireland, 
he was posted to Portugal from 
1981 to 1985, leaving the service 
in 1987 to write full time.

Proper’s previous books have 
been on trout fishing and pheasant 
hunting, and while delightful pas
sages in this volume deal with 
trout streams and bird dogs, he 
undertook this return out of love 
for the rugged land.

“The Last Old Place” details 
travels with his lawyer friend Adri
ano from one corner of the coun
try to the other, poking around a 
huge cathedral named “battle,” 
musing about the school of Prince 
Henry the Navigator that set this 
poor hut fiercely independent 
country on its Renaissance travels, 
and detailing the small towns 
where; goats and sheep vie for 
space with Citroen deux ckeveaux 
on what passes for highways.

His portrait of an “economically 
undeveloped country with highly 
developed people” gives the reader 
a feeling for a rapidly changing 
country that may — after a long 
sleep under the tight hand of-the 
dictator Salazar — be changing 
too quickly: Portugal has the fast
est-growing economy in the Euro
pean Community.

Readers who are moved to 
sample these simple places and 
pure pleasures had better do so 
soon — before “le weekend” is 
imported from France and Mc
Donald’s displaces the tittle road
side restaurants where fresh sea
food, marvelous bread and “green 
soup” is served quickly and cheap
ly to the hungry traveler.

$5, $ 
Availa

(The Bisons < Stai



BOISE
PUBLIC
LIBRARY August 9, 1993

Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, MT 59714

Dear Mr. Proper:

I have just finished reading The Last Old Place and was compelled to write to you 
and express my absolute pleasure in having "partaken" of the book. I found myself 
re-reading passages several times, as the book was one of few I have read which I 
savored like good food-taking small bites at a time so I could please my (mental) 
palate for as long as possible. Little treasures such as "a herd of goats tending a 
small boy" provided the kind of late night giggles that make my husband wish I

who, I am sure, will enjoy it as much as I did.

In approximately one month, I will be leaving from New Bedford, MA on a freighter 
that makes calls in the Azores, Madeira, and Portugal. Although this trip is being 
made to fulfill a life-long dream of traveling by freighter and there will be little time 
in each port, I have been doing some reading about the places I will visit-hence, my 
discovery of The Last Old Place. Since I am not enamored of big cities, it introduced 
me to some of the parts of Portugal that I hope to visit on a much longer, future trip
ffi f  np+ OAiinf-mr 
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Thanks for a wonderful read that soothed my soul as much as a Portuguese trout 
stream must sooth yours!

wouldn’t read in bed! I have shared chapter 9 with my favorite avid trout fisherman

Sincerely,

Lynn Melton 
Director

715 South Capitol Boulevard •  Boise, Idaho 83702-7195 (208) 384-4466



Annie Ludlum and Tom O'Connell
111! 10th Avenue East #21 Seattle, Washington 98102 (206) 726-7959

May 30, 1995

Datus C . Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, Montana 59714

Dear Datus Proper -

I've just finished reading THE LAST OLD PLACE and 
what can I say? I love it. I'm recommending it to all my 
friends so they will understand why Portugal appeals to me.

I was enjoying your book from the very start, but 
it was the description of the smell of the bed linen that 
hooked me completely. A couple of years ago I ordered a 
(Portuguese—m a d e ) bed spread from Lands' End. It arrived 
wrapped in plastic. When I opened the package - whooosh - I 
was back in Portugal. The odor was still in the fabric and 

as long as it lasted, I would breathe it in whenever 
possible.

Last January I was in Portugal again - and the 
linen still has that scent. I think maybe thyme is part of 
it, as well as the things you mention. Delicious.

I ' 11 enclose a piece I wrote a while back which 
will probably make clear to you why I liked your book. And 
if your itinerary should ever bring you to Seattle, please 
give a call. Vinho verde from the Adega Cooperative de Ponte 
do Lima, olives, and perhaps even a piece of queijo da serra 
await you.
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♦ Proper, D ates C  
THE LAST OLD PLACE: 
A  Search Through Portugal 
Simon & Schuster (256 pp.) 
$22.00 
Mar. 1993
ISBN: 0-671.78226-6

A literary journey through Portugal from bottom to top, by a freelance writer with a 
reputation for enxhte outdoor articles.

From the Algarve to Tras as Monica, Proper and old-world confrere Adriano hunt and 
gather pieces of Portugal Proper, an American, had spent a couple of years there while 
serving n  the foreign service, and he knew there was much to take in if done appropriately. 
Hence the leaurdy, sedate pace of the p a r’s countrywide ramble; they have time to stop 
and u n c i the roses, ume to take a good look around. Proper’s eye is for the telling detail, 
and he finds n everyw here-« the odd smppet of anthropology or passage of history, in a 
sampling of wine or a mythological tale, l a nguage, national temperament, regional cooking, 
archttcctural styles, bookstores, markets—a l yield something to Proper in his search for what 
makes Portugal dutneuve I k  also finds ample opportunity to indulge in two favorite 
pastimes: Oy-fiaiung for trout and shotgunmng for snipe and Portuguese partridge. Here, 
he takes a l these duparasc elements and fashions them into a place-portrait of beauty and 
depth and angmahty. The wrong has an ubhquc character, with idiosyncratic gaps and 
fractures. Runmng through the book s  a humor so dry it threatens to combust 
spontaneously, white a tarn trace of poetry gives the account the woven qualities found in 
a good prose poem. The ume and effort of a slow, dose reading are repaid in spades.

A charmer of a book, w w l and annderfuL Proper is no longer the private property 
of the rod-and-gua d u h



IONFICTION
^REWORKS AT DUSK;
‘-in the Thirties

? Bernier. little, Brown, $24.95 
2̂ ) ISBN 0-316-09275-4 
1930 Paris dazzled as its painters, 
ters, composers and designers in- 
ted modernity. But in 1935, the 

¿•«at Depression had caught up with 
French, Fascists and Communists 

Sight in the streets, and war loomed 
W Hitler and Mussolini grew more 

enacing. Bernier (Words of Fire, 
tteeds of Blood) here presents a 
Marching yet marvelously gossipy cul- 
Hiral history of Paris in the ’30s—ite 
jgst brilliant moment as a world capi
tal. Drawing on newspapers, memoirs 
and eyewitness accounts, he juggles 
the parallel lives of Picasso, Stravin
sky, Cocteau, Gide, Josephine Baker, 
Elsa Schiaparelli, Max Ernst, Janet 
planner and many others. Bernier of
fers withering profiles of a succession 
of incompetent, unscrupulous politi
cians who contributed to France’s fail
ure of will. He shows how the rage for 
the modern that marked the beginning 
of the decade gave way to alienation, 
anguish, befuddlement ahd a headlong 
retreat into the past. Photos. (Mar.)

THE CONFIDENT 
DECISION MAKER:
How to Make the Right Business 
and Personal D ecisions Every Time 
Roger Dawson.. Morrow, $20 (288p) 
ISBN 0-688-11564-0
Successful decision-making is not a 
talent but a “learned skill” composed 
of “concentrated thought” and “rapid 
reasoning powers,” claims business 
consultant Dawson, author of the au
diotape series Secrets of Power Nego
tiating. His predictable formula for 
reaching the best decisions and solu
tions combines analysis, synthesis and
judgment and requires developing a
sense of timing and ability to handle 
uncertainty and elements of risk. Us
ing charts, self-evaluation tests and 
examples of both good and bad deci
sions, Dawson emphasizes setting 
goals and priorities, assembling essen
tial data and evaluating alternate solu
tions—all of which are summarized m 
a 21-day-plan. (Mar.)

THE CULTURE OF DESIRE: Paradox 
and Perversity in  Gay L ives Today 
Frank Browning. Crown, $20 (288p) 
[SBN 0-517-58192-2
In a meditative, journalistic odyssey 
through the gay male subculture, 
Browning, a former reporter for Na
tional Public Radio, probes the roots of 
gay rage as he joins Queer Nation pro
test rallies in suburban malls and talks 
with health-care activist Jim Corti,

who makes unauthorized drugs avail
able to people with AIDS. Browning 
interviews gay men in rural Kentucky, 
where he grew up, and in Miami’s Cu
ban enclave. He tours the freewheel
ing, resuscitated gay sexual under
grounds of Los Angeles, New York 
City and San Francisco. He also visits 
safer-sex clubs, analyzes homoerotic 
images in the gay press and samples 
the ritualized gatherings of gays at 
Fire Island, N.Y., and at the twice- 
yearly “Hollywood Boy Party” in Palm 
Springs, Calif. Browning, who is gay 
himself, maintains that most homosex
uals share a core belief: “Our friends 
are our family.” Yet he harbors doubts 
about whether the lifestyle of urban 
gays constitutes an actual culture 
comparable to black, Jewish or Asian- 
American communities. A sensitive, 
searching inquiry. (Mar.)

APPROACHING ZERO:
The Extraordinary Underworld of 
Hackers, Phreakers, Virus Writers 
and Keyboard Criminals 
Paul Mungo and Bryan Clough. Ran
dom, $22 (256p) ISBN 0-679-40938-6 
Entertaining but hardly comprehen
sive, this study offers a somewhat Eu
ropean angle on the technological 
counterculture.” The authors draw on 
interviews and technical literature to 
examine the techniques of American 
and British phreakers (who tap into 
phone systems), profile “Captain 
Zap”—Pennsylvanian Ian Murphy, 
the first American computer hacker to 
be prosecuted—and describe the big
gest international gathering of hack
ers, which took place in Amsterdam in 
1989. Particularly interesting is an ac
count of how Bulgaria, a would-be 
high-tech power, spawned hackers and 
a flood of computer viruses— approxi
mately 200 since 1988. But Clough, an 
English accountant who has special
ized in international computer securi
ty, and Mungo, an American freelance 
journalist, rarely offer in-depth por
traits of their subjects, nor is their 
treatment sufficiently thorough to 
lend credence to their warning that we 
“may no longer be able to trust tech
nology.” (Mar.)

car, from Lisbon and the southern port 
of Sagres, from which Prince Henry 
the Navigator launched western ex
pansion, to the northern Douro Valley, 
famed for its port wine. With a sure, 
deft touch, Proper evokes the essence 
of places as different as the walled city 
of Evora, replete with Roman-Moor- 
ish-Christian grandeur, and the invit
ing countryside, where they paused to 
sample savory fare and test the trout 
streams. The book offers an engaging 
portrait of a small country “top-heavy 
with history” and its hospitable 
though in many cases impoverished 
people. Illustrations. (Mar.)

BRAVE ARE MY PEOPLE:
Indian Heroes Not Forgotten 
Frank Waters. Clear Light, $24.95 
(180p) ISBN 0-940666-21-9 
These simply written, straightforward 
profiles depict Native American fig
ures whose names will be familiar to 
history buffs. Veteran author Waters 
(Book of the Hopi) selects 20 Indian 
leaders whose lives had a profound efr 
feet on settlers and their own people, 
from colonial times to Wounded Knee. 
There are notable speeches from Te- 
cumseh, Black Hawk and Chiefs Jo
seph and Seattle. We meet Powhatan 
and Pontiac, Massasoit and Deganawi-

THE LAST OLD PLACE:
A Search Through Portugal 
Datus C. Proper, introduction by Jan 

Morris.Simon & Schuster, $22 (256p) 
ISBN 0-671-78226-6
A former American diplomat, linguist 
and ardent fly fisherman, Proper 
(What the Trout Said) combines a 
travel journal, rich in astute, witty 
commentaries on Portugal and its peo
ple, with self-revealing personal recol
lections. The route selected by the au 
thor and his 77-year-old Portuguese 
companion took them, on foot and by
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Marie Long
Humanities 213 - University of Louisville 
Bnglish Department 
Louisville, KY h0292

Datus C. Proper 
Field & Stream 
2 Park Ave.
New York, NT 10016 July 16, 1992

Dear Datus Proper (Collect Date?)
Do not ask what I, poet and English teacher.was doing reading Field & Stragum  
But it gave me the opportunity to read your piece entitled "Liberation” on 
p. 96 of the Southern Edition of your magazine.
I have never read a piece of prose more poetic, yet restrained, but filled 
with dignified and true emotion as your fourth paragraph starting "There is a 
modest claim...". I will clip this paragraph«^ give it to ray English 
Composition students to read as a model of personal statement, poetic prose, 
and sober rhetoric.
This paragraph is a short essay on personal liberation and growth, one as will 
as the other the goals I attempt to foster upon my college freshpeople (I am 
liberated from using sexist words such as freshman, man’s accomplishments, etc.)
Your eventual creed of siblinghood with the "blackbird" meets with my 
personal creed of oneness with nature and one worth presenting to our urban 
youth who sometimes doĵ f not even know that cows produce the milk they drink. 
Thank you for your inspiring text.

Sincerely yours,

Marie Long
600 E. Rawlings - Box 2 
Louisville, KY 1*0217
( 9o7j  637- I °\S°j



An affair with Portugal 
in all its peculiarities
THE LAST OU> PUCE 
By Datus Proper 
Simon & Schuster 
254 pages, $22

By MICHAEL LEVY 
News Book Reviewer

T HIS IS a charming book, 
which befits the charming 
and quirky corner of Iberia 

called Portugal.
;  Part “travel” book, part histori

cal interpretation — because histo
ry suffuses this country as it per
haps does no other — and part 
cultural explication, “The Last Old 
Place” is stuffed with aphorisms, 
insights and cultural one-liners.
-  All good travel writing makes 

tKe reader yearn to visit the place 
described, teaches us something of 
its history (in this case one that 
few Americans ever think about) 
and introduces us to new sights 
and sounds.

In some ways any section taken 
at random could sum up some
thing of the Portuguese travel ex
perience, something of the Portu
guese attitude. Take this purchase 
at a Lisbon bookshop:

* “The salesgirl cut a a piece of 
thin brown paper with a pair of 
scissors, put the paper on the 
counter, laid the book on it, made 
adjustments, and folded the wrap
ping with neat little corners. The 
fit was precise, with not a centime
ter of material wasted. . . .  I had 
forgotten that packages were 
treated this way in Portugal. I 
would have liked to buy some oth
er book, any other, and watch the 
ceremony again, but was too shy.” 

> Proper tells us about a country 
that knew all about the Orient 
long before Columbus. It was in 
Portugal — whose tiny population 
was already struggling to cope with 
what it had achieved in foreign 
trade, even empire — that Colum
bus learned his trade* It .was Por
tugal that had enough on its plate 
and sent that entrepreneur to the 
arms of Isabella.

Proper’s interest in Portugal

stems from his career in the U.S. 
State Department, whktì he joined 
in 1956, fresh out of college. “1 
tried to get to places where Fd 
enjoy working,” he told me recent
ly, “places with a lot of outdoors I 
could get into, mountains I could 
walk around.”

He first'm et with the Portu
guese in Angola “in what amount
ed to the 19th century*’ and 
learned thè language fluently dur
ing a stint in Brazil Finally, after 
serving in Washington arid Ireland, 
he was posted to Portugal from 
1981 to 1985, leaving the service 
in 1987 to write full time.

Proper’s previous books have 
been on trout fishing arid pheasant 
hunting, and while delightful pas
sages in this volume deal with 
trout streams aind bird dogs, he 
undertook this return out of love 
for the rugged land.

“The Last Old Place” details 
travels with his lawyer friend Adri
ano from one corner of the coun
try to the other, poking around a 
huge cathedral named “battle,” 
musing about the school of Prince 
Henry the Navigator that set this 
poor hut fiercely independent 
country on its Renaissance travels, 
and detailing the small towns 
where goats and sheep vie for 
space with Citrqen deux ckeveûux 
on what passés for highways.

His portrait of an “economically 
undeveloped country with highly 
developed people” gives the reader 
a feeling for a rapidly changing 
country that, may — after a long 
sleep under the tight hand of^the 
dictator Salazar —* be changing 
too quickly: Portugal has the fast
est-growing economy in the Euro
pean Community.

Readers ; who ; are moved to 
sample these simple places arid 
pure pleasures1 bad better do so 
soon — before “le  weekend” is 
imported from France and Mc
Donald’s displaces thè finie road^ 
side f^taurknts where fresh sea
food, jparvelous brerid and “green 
soup” is served quickly and cheap
ly to the hungry traveler*; .
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BOISE
PUBLIC
LIBRARY August 9, 1993

Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, MT 59714

Dear Mr. Proper:

I have just finished reading The Last Old Place and was compelled to write to you 
and express my absolute pleasure in having "partaken" of the book. I found myself 
re-reading passages several times, as the book was one of few I have read which I 
savored like good food-taking small bites at a time so I could please my (mental) 
palate for as long as possible. Little treasures such as "a herd of goats tending a 
small boy" provided the kind of late night giggles that make my husband wish I 
wouldn’t read in bed! I have shared chapter 9 with my favorite avid trout fisherman 
who, I am sure, will enjoy it as much as I did.

In approximately one month, I will be leaving from New Bedford, MA on a freighter 
that makes calls in the Azores, Madeira, and Portugal. Although this trip is being 
made to fulfill a life-long dream of traveling by freighter and there will be little time 
in each port, I have been doing some reading about the places I will visit-hence, my 
discovery of The Last Old Place. Since I am not enamored of big cities, it introduced 
me to some of the parts of Portugal that I hope to visit on a much longer, future trip 
to that country.

Thanks for a wonderful read that soothed my soul as much as a Portuguese trout 
stream must sooth yours!

Sincerely,

Lynn Melton 
Director

715 South Capitol Boulevard •  Boise, Idaho 83702-7195 •  (208)384-4466



Travel/Peter Conrad
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medieval terrain of Portugal, whose economy is 
these days run as a joint venture with the European 
Community, is disappearing under shopping malls, 
parking lots and expressways. Its roads are now 
quite good, which can only mean that its bread will 
soon be bad.

•
Henry Shukman’s emotional itinerary in TRAV

ELS WITH MY TROMBONE: A Caribbean Journey 
(248 pp., Crown, $20) is the same as Datus Proper’s. 
Mr. Shukman, a freelance writer and musician, 
leaves sodden, dispirited England in search of a 
Latin deLight in life. Romantic travelers found this 
around the Mediterranean; he seeks it in the Carib
bean, repeating — as he acknowledges — the voy
ages of Elizabethan explorers toward the mythical 
paradise of El Dorado. As it is for Mr. Proper, food is 
Mr. Shukman's approximation to the golden world: 
he writes lyrically about the ripe pineapples and

This is what Datusu. Proper 
means by entitling his book THE 
LAST OLD PLACE: A Search 
Through Portugal (Illustrated, 254 
pp  ̂ Simon lr Schuster, $22). Eu
rope’s appendix, cramped in a 
sliver of land along the Atlantic 
coast, Portugal resists the mod
ernization that has transformed 
the rest of the continent into a 
pseudo-American hypermarket.
For Mr. Proper, a former diplo
mat who traveled there from Mon
tana on a trout-fishing expedition, 
the country is — like Sidney’s Ar
cadia or Shakespeare’s Arden — a 
repository of ancient verities and 
virtues, populated not by oafish 
peasants but by noble savages.
Travel is an exercise in self-criti
cism, and Mr. Proper treats Por
tugal as a reproach to his plastic 
homeland. Portugal’s roads are 
bad, but its bread is good. In 
America, Mr. Proper regretfully 
notes, it is the other way around.

This comment about bread, 
together with Mr. Proper’s quest 
for trout, demonstrates the close
ness of ‘The Last Old Place” to 
another latter-day version of pas
toral, the cookery book. A recipe 
lovingly recited is also an evoca
tion of the good life and a homage 
to the good earth. Mr. Proper 
writes mouthwateringly about the 
sacrilegiously rich Portuguese 
sweets called Nuns’ Bellies, made 
almost entirely of egg yolks, and adds: “This sum
marizes the difference between Portuguese and 
American cooking. We discard the yolks and they 
discard the whites.” He regains a gustatory para
dise when he tucks into an orange tart, which is 
“bittersweet like all good things. I ravished it.” 
Afterward, Portugal has another unmodern pleas
ure in store: here ““you nap on ironed sheets".”

There is a good deal of whimsy m Mr. Proper’s 
account, but also much wisdom. Travel makes iro
nists of most men, turning them into connoisseurs of 
incongruity. Mr. Proper, however, solemnly pref
aces his chapters with quotations from the Portu
guese national epic, “The Lusiads," by Camdes; its 
hymn to their heroic qualities, he implies, still holds 
good. Yet his account is already an elegy. The

Peter Conrad's books include the novel “Under
world” and the memoirs “Where I Fell to Earth: A 
Life in Four Cities” and “Behind the Mountain: 
Return to Tasmania.” v

avocados piled up in a Quito market. Mr. Proper 
romantically personifies his trout as river nymphs, 
and relishes the notion that in Portuguese the gen
der of the word truta is feminine; Mr. Shukman, 
younger and more sappy, records some sweaty 
encounters with human nymphs, including a guilt
less outdoor orgy in Dominica, set in “the sylvan 
grotto of pastoral convention.”

Sidney's Arcadian shepherds conversed in poet
ry and held versifying contests at their festivals. Mr. 
Shukman obtains entry into the rhythmic, erotic life 
of the Caribbean by means of his trombone, and he 
has his own jazzy conception of the noble savage: a 
calypso musician who recovers from carnival in 
Port of Spain, Trinidad, by “living peacefully out in 
the bush, he and his trumpet at one with the birds 
and the trees.” Music cannot conceal the fact that 
these are the “tristes tropiques” of Claude Lévi- 
Strauss. Mr. Sukman's pilgrimage ends with a warn
ing from the thuggish Colombian police, after which 
— since all traveling is circular — he promptly buys

a ticket home to wet, safe England. He renounces a 
spoiled paradise, where physical beauty collides 
with political squalor.

•
That same paradox recurs in the rhetorical 

question asked by the American journalist John 
V^Krich, WHY IS THIS COUNTRY DANCING?: A 

One-Man Samba to the Beat of Brazil (319 pp., 
Simon & Schuster, $22). The society is collapsing, 
the economy has already collapsed, and yet for Mr. 
Krich Brazil remains a sensual heaven, a subequa
tor ial erogenous zone where, after you wade from 
the frothy surf, “three G-stringed muses towel you 
off and grab you by the elastic on your flowered 
boxer trunks to entice you into their lair.” Like Mr. 
Shukman's trombone playing, Mr. Krich’s research 
into the origin of Brazilian dances entails a search 
for primitive mysteries, for “old places” buried deep 
in the consciousness. Listening to the percussion of 

calypso bands, Mr. Shukman is 
reminded of voodoo ceremonies 
and reflects that “behind all the 
popular beats lurk the shadows of 
the gods.” Mr. Knch likewise dis
closes that the samba derives 
from “an Angolan fertility nte 
which involves the violent bounc
ing together of bellybuttons.”

Mr. Krich's hedonism over
rules his political qualms, and he 
forgets the need to answer the 
question put by his title. His mo
tives are self-interested: his jour
ney is the extension of an Iron 
John weekend in the woods, “hunt
ing for some safe connection to the 
savage” a more violently re
gressive form of Mr. Proper's cul
tural nostalgia. Mr. Krich calls 
himself “a new-age traveler” who 
uses “parts of the world” to “piece 
himself * together.

This new age is at least as old 
as the 1960's, when the ethnophar- 
macologist Terence McKenna set 
off from revolutionary Berkeley 
for the hashish dens of Nepal, then 
proceeded to the Amazonian jun
gle, where he grubbed up the mys
tic mushrooms whose mmd-alter 
ing powers he celebrates m TRUE 
HALLUCINATIONS: Being an Ac
count of the Author's Extraordi
nary Adventures in the Devil's 
Paradise (237 pfx, HarperSan- 

ntNNtcxusxm Francisco, $29). Mr McKenna 
sought a cerebral equivalent of Mr. Shukman's El 
Dorado, vaguely defined as the “obsidian liquid” 
discharged during a long-ago night of drugged love 
in a village east of Katmandu. This concoction 
sounds to me like moonshine, and I suffered halluci
natory agonies of my own while reading his shrilly 
ecstatic prose. 1 prefer to put my trust in Mr. Krich 
the bossa nova may supply a truer religious experi
ence than Mr. McKenna’s noxious fungi.

• ¡¡H
Because the pastoral ideal is perpetually elu

sive, travel books are stalked by parody and disillu
sion. The Irish journalist Eric Lawlor, m LOOKING 
FOR.OSMAN: One Man's Travels Through the Par
adox of Modern Turkey (213 pp-, Vintage, paper, 
$11) describes with woebegone self-mockery his 
accidents on the way through that country. A ca 
knocks him over in Istanbul; rats terrorize him in * 
flophouse; touts pester and defraud him; his hea 
aches and his nose runs. He misses Ararat becaus 

Continued on page 2



UNIVERSIDADE DE SAO PAULO 

CENTRO DE ESTUDOS AFRICANOS

Sao Paulo, 12 de margo de 1993

limo. Sr.
Prof. DATUS C. PROPER 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, MT 59714 
USA

Acabei de receber o seu livro "The last oíd place: a search 
on Portugal, que o editor me enviou. Muito grato. A apresentagao do 
livro é excelente, assim como a capa, que é muito feliz. Aliás, o 
seu excelente texto merecia realmente urna boa apresentagao. A leitu 
tura de alguns trechos fazem-me lembrar um excelente autor portu
gués, infelizmente pouco conhecido, mas que reputo dos maiores 
escritores da língua: Teixeira Gomes, que, alias, foi por um breve 
período anterior a Salazar, presidente da República.

Em breve devo passar em Lisboa, depois de urna viagem de traba 
lho a Istambul, onde vou tratar de assunto do Mercado Comum do Mar 
Negro e espero comentar o seu livro com alguns amigos de Lisboa.

Continuo fazendo a minha navette diária'’entre o sitio de Sao 
Joao de Tarouca e a USP, com algumas incursoes periódicas pela 
velha Europa e pela Africa.

Se um dia vocé tiver paciencia de 1er algum texto, qualquer 
dia lhe enviarei alguns papers sobre o Mercosul.

Até breve.

Faculdade de Filosofía, Letras e Ciencias Humanas da USP - Caixa Postal 8105 - Cidade Universitária - Sao Paulo - Brasil



CABLE ADORESS 

“ P O R T U G A L IA "  
T E L E X  2 3 4 1 4 0  C T P A

iE NATIONAL TO UR IST  OFFICE

Sty..- Yi/îJ

RO DE TURISM O  DE PORTUGAL  
IFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, NY 10036-4704

SYYfe*.- Ym J
JY Y/. Moj6-4704 YY»da>: 734/40 YY-YYóYsY

1230 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10020

RE: "A Search Through Portugal"

Dear Mr. Luke,

Thank you very much for send: 
which obviously I am ”“T-'7 f'1
Portugal this weekend 
be the ideal reading 
touch with you upon my 
a common promotion...
Thank you again, with my best regards.

S.P.

Mr. Gary Luke Senior Editor/Travel1 r % VJ w Jr # •Senior Editor/Travel Division 
SIMON § SCHUSTER CONSUMER GROUP

Sincerely,

Ana Maria Osorio 
Public Relations

/ AMO



TELEPHONE 

(212) 354-4403 

TELEFAX 

(212) 764-6137

CABLE ADDRESS

“ P O R T U G A L IA ” 
T E L E X  2 3 4 1 4 0  C T P A

P O R TU G U E S E  NATIONAL TO U R IS T  O FFIC E
CENTRO  DE TURISM O  DE PORTUGAL  

590 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, NY 10036-4704

" » 02 03 MAR-5.1993
REF DIR

Mr. Gary Luke
Senior Editor
Trade Division
SIMON § SCHUSTER
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10020
Dear Mr. Luke:

I acknowledge receipt of your letter, dated February 
12th, and want to thank you very much for having sent me 

' a copy of the book THE LAST OLD PLACE: A Search Through 
Portugal by Datus Proper.
I do look forward to reading Mr. Proper's findings 
through Portugal, as I am sure they can only protrait the 
country as a wonderful place to visit.
Thanking you for your interest in Portugal, I ask you not 
to hesitate to call on us whenever you feel we can be of 
any service to you.
Sincerely,

Jorge Feiner da Costa 
Director

/IC



By Datus Proper ", 
Simon & Schuster 
254 pages, $22

By M ICH AEL LEVY 
News Book Reviewer
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24 W  571 Mallard Ct. 
Naperville, IL 60540
January 16, 1996

Mr. Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, M T  59714

Dear Mr. Proper:
Would you like to write a brief essay on Portuguese environmental 

literature? Details are in the enclosed email printouts. While bemused 
by the possibility, it is intrinsically ridiculous to do so not knowing 
Portuguese, so I will decline.

Exploring the possibility, I came across and read with delight your 
"The Last Old Place,” and realized you were the person for the task. I 
hope you are complimented when I say that the book not only delights, 
but, after the first chapter or so, seems to have about twice the infor
mation density of the usual literary travel work (Theroux's "Oceania,” 
for example). I would read only 50 pages or so, rather than 100-150, 
before replacing it with my thriller for the evening.

associative whose next meeting will be in your aim. Let me assure you 
that, while vegetarians and culture studies profs are represented, those 
sympathetic to hunting ddmuiated/a recent internet discussion on that 
topic in their list. Surprised yone, so far as I could read beneath 
the genteel surface.

As for the essay, I will but I may well put some effort into
tracing the intellectual sources the positivist environmental discussion 
in the first part of "Rebellion/in the Backlands." Suspect it's French 
geography of the Humboldt tradition. If I do, I would probably present
at their next meeting. /

/
/ Sincerely yours

James H. Stebbings, Sc.D.



FROM: Jim Stebbings, 75022,3263
TO: P. D. Murphy, INTERNET:PDMURPHY@grove.iup.edu
DATE: 12/15/95 12:55 PM
Re: Copy of: Env Lit Handbook & Portuguese Writers

I have given some thought to your totally unexpected invitation 
and am interested, but I think you need some more details about myself.
Cl) I don't read Portuguese, although for decades I've been tempted to 
learn. Thus any review would have to be based on literature in 
translation, both Portuguese and Brazilian. May or may not be a bad idea: 
3000 words is not much. If I did it, I'd probably start leaning 
Portuguese.
(2) It is over 3 decades since I read Portuguese literature, so actually 
the proposal might be more of a problem than the article. A lot of 
reading and catching up. Yet I do best with a goal, and am pretty good at 
meeting commitments. It would be interesting. And Chicago has good 
libraries.
(3) I am an environmental and radiation epidemiologist, not a professor of 
literature. Currently I do private consulting relating to radiation. My 
academic appointment is non-salaried (i.e. like adjunct, except rank' is 
based on usual committee review, etc.), and is as full professor (and 
member of the graduate college) in the Epidemiology and Biometry Program 
in the University of Illinois School of Public Health at Chicago. My 
undergraduate degree was geography (biogeography and ecology 
concentration), with a strong literature, writing, and philosophy 
background, and I two graduate years pursuing similar interests before 
transferring to the Hopkins School of Hygiene. My interests have reverted 
to the humanities, and the one course I have taught in recent years deals 
with epidemiology of pre-industrial societies.
(4) With all these caveats, I find that I think a review of Portuguese 
literature, especially the older, could be very interesting. The 
Portuguese made the,, deliberate technQl.ogical. eff ort that resulted in the 
ability'of Europeans to sail the oceans, rather than just the coasts, and 
they w6re tne first to deliberately and routinely experience that 
environment, as well as the first to explore the African coasts, deal 
directly with Eastern civilizations, and, of course, settled Brazil and 
the lower Amazon, it remains true that I can't think of any other 19th 
century work in English (or translated from any other language) that 
compares with Euclides da Cunha's "Rebellion in the Backlands" for 
combining scientific environmental description with social history (and 
sympathy) and local history of a popular uprising. I was greatly 
impressed as an undergraduate. There is possibly also the matter that the 
Portuguese suffered the greatest totally natural calamity of modern times 
(exdluaing war ana plague):" the great Lisbon earthquake of tho parly 
i/uus. i guess I also do think it true that a clear comparison of 
Mediterranean and Northern European variants of modern civilization is 
critical to understanding environmental choices.
I hope you are not having as much trouble finding contributors for the 
half of the Handbook devoted to non-English writers as I think you might 
be having. I note that it's very difficult to raise responses regarding 
international, even French Canadian, writers on the ASLE listserver. But 
then I date from the generation when Ph.D. candidates had to be able to 
read two foreign languages well enough to read in their own field of 
interest.

mailto:PDMURPHY@grove.iup.edu


Jim Stebbings

James H. Stebbings, Sc.D.
Midwest Epidemiology Associates 
24 W 571 Mallard Ct.
Naperville, IL 60540-3737 
U.S.A.
Tel: 708-305-3688
Fax: by prearrangement
Email: 75022.3263@compuserve.com

mailto:75022.3263@compuserve.com


Vincent S. Tavares 
PO Box 440 
Redcliffe Qld 4020 
Austra1ia

25 April 95
Mr. Datus C. Proper
SIMON & SCHUSTER
Simon & Schuster Building
Rockefeller Center
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10020
USA
Ref: The last old place

A search through Portugal

Dear M r . Proper,
By chance I bumped in your book in the local library. I am 

not 100% Portuguese (I was born and grown up in one of the 
colonies), but definitely I am from Portuguese background (my 
parents are Portuguese) so, I read it.

I realized you are not completely unsympathetic towards the 
Portuguese but, I almost didn’t recognized the country you 
described. For anybody that never have been in Portugal, the 
image they will retain is that is a country almost medieval, 
poorer than may be Albania or Bulgaria, inhabited by old 
conservative gentlemen (do tempo da outra senhora) or uneducated 
peasants, its hotels are neglected, the rooms never have a 
private bathroom (which in a country that receive 14 million 
tourists per year is rather surprising), the cars are old 
’’beetles” or noisy Peugeots, a country that is dirty (what about 
New York?), and the list goes on. The only good thing you could 
find in Portugal is the food.

You have been travelling in the Portuguese backyard, where 
almost nobody lives, trying to find the poverty pockets, you tell 
some picturesque stories that probably happen before I was born 
(1950) (like the one of the bathing suit) and you present to the 
world your vision of Portugal as if you are revealing the 
country. As Adriano said, "is better a good enemy than a bad 
f r iend".

Every People has a vision of itself that doesn’t coincide 
with the one the foreigners have. Probably the truth is in the 
middle. For sure, you would not agree with my vision of the 
United States.

Every Anglo-Saxon have a very distorted vision of other 
countries, probably because the Anglo-Saxon culture is an 
islanders culture.

When an Ang1o-Saxon-Irish of the old British colonies (USA, 
Canada, Australia and NZ) write about the Mother Britannia, they 
write about palaces, Scottish castles, country manors or the nice 
B & B and perhaps about some typical pubs of country towns. 
That’s the typical of UK!



They d o n ’t talk how London is full of litter, about the 
slums of London, Birmingham or Newcastle, how ugly is Manchester, 
or about the homeless in the big cities. They just d o n ’t "see" 
it.

In every American film, Americans in France never drive any 
of the nice models of Citroen, Peugeot or Renault. You can bet 
that the only car available is the old 2CV coughing along poor 
roads (Europeans "don’t have" freeways). And all Frenchmen use 
beretsl Italians are always portrayed as mafiosi and driving old 
Fiat 600. Not Ferraris, Alfa Romeos or modern Fiats. Only FIAT 
600! It just happen that the sophisticated Italians have a GNP 
superior than UK and Italian industrialists are investing in 
Britain because ... the wages are cheap.

The typical of Latin countries is poverty. The poorer the 
better! And they show pictures of children of slums, dogs and 
rubbish, peasants, etc. The typical of Latin countries never is 
the palaces, the country manors, the nice "quintas” or 
"haciendas", the B & B in the country manors, the nice hotels or 
resorts, the achievements in design or industry, the modern life 
style. No, poverty - that’s the typical. And in the end, they 
wonder how these people can have so good food.

I wonder how Americans were surprised about the old 
communist descriptions of USA that only could see criminality, 
drugs and homeless people.

For a diplomat, is surprising that your social life only 
moved around old conservative lawyers and peasants. For an 
American diplomat is surprising that you couldn’t afford to sleep 
in better hotels or pousadas. I thought that US Government paid 
well to its diplomats. I was wrong! Mea culpa!

No definitely I d o n ’t recognize the Portugal you describe. I 
lived 14 years in Portugal and I have been there in 92 (The year 
your book was published). The Portugal I know is the one that 
have one of the highest European percentages of doctors (second 
to Italy). Is the country that have improved in the last decades 
tremendously in education and have more students finishing 12 
years of education than for example Australia where I live. The 
Portugal I know have less inflation and unemployment than UK or 
Ireland. The Portugal I know is above Greece in most of the 
parameters and have one the highest rate of development in 
Europe. The Portugal I know have freeways from Braga to Setubal 
and modern roads connecting Spain to the seaside. The Portugal I 
know have more new cars than Australia. All Portuguese immigrants 
in Australia come surprised from their holidays with this fact. 
The Portugal I know have a better balance of payments than USA or 
Australia. The Portugal I know have much less criminality than 
USA or Australia. The Portugal I know is the country where we can 
stroll along the streets at night without fear, something I d o n ’t 
dare to do in my Australian suburb. If you compare OECD 
criminality y o u ’ll find that in the first five top countries are 
the Anglo-Saxon countries.

Of course I can see the bad things too, and I know Portugal 
still have a long way to walk in many things but, Portugal IS NOT 
the black picture you painted.

And of course we Europeans worry about United States. If, as 
you say, is that our future, God help us! A country of violence 
and drugs, a country that have more weapons than people, a 
country of racism and ethnic violence (we in Europe are trying to 
build a peaceful union of ethnies) and unfortunately is exporting 
this culture of violence to the world, a country of junk food and



fat people, a country of bad taste and bad manners, that even 
d o n ’t know how to use a simple fork and knife, a country where 
culture is represented with such examples as Maddona or The 
Terminator, a country of religious fundamentalism balanced with 
pornography and topless bars, a country of extreme individualism 
and greed, where there is no conscience of family and old people 
are dumped in old people ghettos or nurseries, a country where 
people are trying to get refuge in condos with high walls and 
electronic surveillance, a country where everybody is suing 
everybody, a country that look like half of the population is gay 
or lesbian, a country without social security and where the 
social abyss between rich and poor is the highest of the modern 
world, if is that our future, we really need the help of God.

However .... you could have written a nice book like for 
example "One year in Provence" and probably getting more 
royalties than you are. IF you have shorted some of the stories 
of hunting and fishing, if you have reduced historical 
explanations and philosophical speculations, if you have talked 
more about food, furniture and houses, if you have included some 
nice pictures of landscapes and/or food in traditional ceramics, 
you could have writen a nice book, because you have an 
interesting style, with humour, that sometimes remembered me Eca 
de Queiroz.

What a pity, what a waste of talent!

Yours sincerely
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I S  <3oa «_  ŷ A / vV /aaJ & X V x-v. ^ e r ^ Z ^ y tX , f

N \A *j ^-*TV A  ^ J ) u  L~£\t Iv^L.

¿ t< /u \  y V i / Ai / A C * u ^ y

( 3 ^  > E  ¡ ^ ¿ > u .

Brown University/Box 1970 • Two Stimson Ave., Providence, RI 02912-1970 • tel. 401 863-2809 • fax 401 863-1270 • iis@b r o w n ed u



C4 Seattle Post-lnteiiigencer. Thursday, January 18. 1990

T R A V E L

Portugal’s country houses are perfect for a six-month vacation
By Anne Ludlum
Sceciai to the P-l

“The guests gathered at the 
country house . . . ”

Tolstoy thought that line by 
Pushkin was such an elegant 
heginning that he used it to start 
his draft of “Anna. Karenina/’

The arrival of guests at a 
country house can also be a lovely 
way to start a.vacation, especially 
if you are the guest-and the house 
is a centuries.-oid manor in north
ern Portugal’s Lima..Valley.

I lived in such a. house, in the 
town of Ponte ' d e ' Lima. for six 
months. My "arrival there was the- result of a, a tranquil-,
modestly priced, aesthetically 
pleasing place for a working vaca
tion.

My husband and I had gone to 
Europe for a year of research and 
writing. Last February, we were 
in Spain when we both completed 
ther 'bulk of our research tasks. 

'’Almost by chance, I saw a small 
/item in a Portuguese travel hro- 
chnrgT^rhrough TURIHAB (Tur

ds mo de Hahit.aran)J flrp
received as friends hv attentive 

\owner-hosts in splendid seignior- 
ml mansions, elegant country 
houses and quiet farm chalets . . .  
they have an opportunity to take 
part in daily life of the communi
ty.” We headed for Ponte de Lima, 
the TURIHAB —headquarters,, to 
investigate.

WE FOUND Ponte de Lima to 
be the quintessential ancient river 
town. The bridge that gives the 
town its name was built by the 
Romans during the second centu
ry. B .C Jt’s stfiH the
addition built when the river 
changed its course during the 14th 
century. The main street facing 
the river stretches for five blocks 
from the main plaza — with 
fountain, cafes, newstand and 
bookshop — to a promenade of 
magnificent plane trees reminis
cent of the great walkway Van 
Gogh painted in Arles. As in Van 
Gogh’s France, women wash 
clothes in the river and men fish 
from the bridge.

The town is small enough to 
walk through in 15 minutes but 
large enough to have several 
restaurants, a bank, dry cleaners, 
travel agencies, car rentals and 
even a movie theater. Behind a 
venerable watchtower, we found 
the open-air food market. We 
greeted people in our fledgling

ers answered cheerfully, and only 
the fishmongers tried to entice us 
to buy: even they smiled.

AT A PHARMACY, we asked 
directions and the pharmacist 
walked us to the right corner. As 
Spanish friends had predicted, we 
were finding Portuguese people to 
be bien educados — graciously well- 
mannered.

At the tourist office, we met 
Maria do Ceu Goncalves da Rocha 
Sa Lima, the vivacious young 
head of TURIHAB. Because it was 
off-season, not all 52 TURIHAB 
houses were open for guests, but 
Maria took us to four she thought 
might interest us.

Paco de Calheiros is a magnifi
cently situated ducal estate, high 
on a hill overlooking the fertile 
Lima Valley. Apartments and 
rooms are available, and guests 
have the use of the tennis court 
and swimming pool. Paco is the 
designation given to a house when 
a ' has stayed' in * it, so at /  
^ ai^ ^ ^ .y o u  might sleep in a bed

apartments available in her house 
and its outlying Casa de Saigueir- 
inho. Then she turned museum 
guide to take us through the 
medieval kitchen she has restored 
and equipped with period utensils 
and in which she sometimes cooks 
special dinners for guests.

When we reached Casa de 
Pomarchao, a thunderstorm  
broke. The owners were spending. 
the afternoon in a cozy study in 
the main house entertaining a 
cousin, a count from a nearby 
estate, but everyone was happy to 
accompany us through the pelting 
rain to visit the apartments in 
Casa do Olival. a snug cottage 

m  § field of grape vines.
The rooms at Casa do Ante

paco (“Before the Paco”) are in an 
outbuilding also — a former stable 
and smokehouse with an enor
mous fireplace. We were intrigued 
to see a comfortably furnished 
loft, which we thought we might 
use as our work space.

THE FURNESHINGS in all the 
houses we had visited were 
charming, unpretentious mixtures 
of “country cozy” and antiques. 
The antiques often reflected Por
tugal’s past: chests of Brazilian 
mahagony, Chinese porcelain 
bowls, Indian wall hangings and 
rugs. The draperies were often

g ¡¡ ip
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madp o f  tho Km w  ^aco Calheiros, one of the guest houses in the Portuguese town of Ponte de Lima, is high on a hill overlooking
i  * ** • - ' - • - /  the fertile Lima Valley. Paco is the designation given to a house when a king has stayed in it.linen of the region, and the table, 
bed and bath linens were exam
ples of superb local needlework. 
Paintings, prints, ceramics, sculp
ture and lamps were carefully 
chosen and thoughtfully placed.

We decided on Casa de Ante
paco partly because we planned to 
be without a car and from Ante
paco to the center of Ponte de 
Lima was a picturesque quarter- 
hour walk through walled lanes 
and over the two bridges. Also, 
Antepaco has heating units in the 
bedrooms (important for spring, 
fall and winter in houses with tile 
floors and granite walls 3 feet 
thick) and a kitchen, complete 
with a clothes washer. We often 
had our meals on a full-length 
terrace overlooking vineyards and 
maize fields; in summer, it is 
surrounded by blossoming hy
drangea bushes and shaded by 
walnut trees.

Our host was Francisco Abreu 
e Lima, a lawyer and former 
member of the national govern
ment who is presently mayor of 
Ponte de Lima. He and his wife, 
Dona Nina (she looks like & 
grandmotherly Gina Lollobrigida) 
invited us to “the big house” for 
dinner parties and to watch televi
sion. They were generous sources 
of information about Portugal.

Æ

Where to go 
for Information

Some facts about Pome 
de Lima:

Accommodations
/Nightly rates range from 

$35 for a single room in a 
rustic house to $91 for an 
apartment for four in a 
paiatiai manor. Rooms and 
apartments for two range 
from $39 to $72. Breakfast, 
maicf service a n d  p r iv a te  
bath are included.

For reservations or bro
chures, contact TURIHAB, 
Oficina de Turismo, Praca 
da Republica, 4990 Ponte de 
Lima, Portugal. Telephone: 
(58) 94 23 35/ (58) 94 27 29. 
Telex: 32618 PTPL.

To get io  Ponte de Lima
The easiest way is to fly J 

to Oporto (Porto) and rent a 
car for the 60-mile drive to 
Ponte de Lima. New York, 
Amsterdam, London and 
Lisbon have direct flights to 
Oporto. Buses run daily 
from Oporto to Ponte de 
Lima for about $5.

Climate and clothes
W inter tem peratures 

may drop to the low 40s. and 
in summer may reach the 
mid-90s. Dress is informal, 
slacks for women and shirt_ 
sleeves for men, but anyone a 
older than 10 wearing shorts 1 
in town will be identified as 
a tourist. Most streets are 
rough stone, so low shoes 
are essential. Many local 
women wear clogs the year- 
round. Be prepared for rain- d 
storms. -'*¡8
Language j

Portuguese is the nation -*■«* 
al language, but in Ponte de H 
Lima many people speak * 
Spanish because of the prox-^^p 
imity to Spain, as well as 
French and some English ^ 
and German. If you speak 
Spanish, you will be under
stood, although you may 
have difficulty comprehend;: 
ing responses in Portuguese.

The IVSonday market at Ponte de Lima has been held twice a month since, the ysar 1125.

mm
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-the world gather to talk on the terrace at Casa doasfacallv shr»«TQ>rth á  wnmc a i J '  AntorwsrS The author Anno 11 irlli im ie at r

Several of our own family 
■ members and friends visited us. 

Before the}’ came, I was con
cerned they might be bored in a 
îown of 5,000 people. Not to have 
worried. My friend Janet had .to 
be dragged away from the big" 
outdoor Monday market, which 
las been held fortnightly since 
1125. The daughter of a rural 
sociologist, she was fascinated by 
rie sales of cattle, sheep, goats 
«nd pigs and by stalls for hard
ware, furniture, clothes, shoes and 
febric.

My husband’s college room
mate arrived during the celebra
tion of St. John’s Day, which 
^compasses a whole weekend. 
i e danced in the town square 
<ntil 3 a.m., ate grilled sardines 
2*d combread, and drank vinho 
^rde, the fresh, slightly efferves- 
<£nt local wine.
I One of the pleasures of life at 
¿frtepaco was getting to know our

fellow guests. A Portuguese diplo
mat and his Argentine wife intro
duced us to trilingual Trivial 
Pursuit. We discussed current 
news with Chinese lawyers from 
Hong Kong, exchanged backstage 
stories with Viennese actresses, 
and even reminisced about Seattle 
with a retired Boeing engineer 
from Vancouver Island.

For several weeks in the 
spring, I was alone at Casa do 
Antepaco. I found Ponte de Lima 
a delightful place for a woman on 
her own. It seemed outside of

rampant machismo territory, and 
I was more than comfortable 
eating alone in restaurants and 
walking through town and coun
try day or night.

As the grape leaves started to 
turn brick red in late August, we 
returned to Seattle. But, in accord 
with local custom, we drank water 
from the town’s main fountain 
before we left Ponte de Lima, thus 
assuring our eventual return. Our 
countiy house is waiting. We’ll be 
back.

Anne Ludlum is a Seattle free
lance wrjter.
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September 7» 1994

Dear Mr Proper,

About the same time I sent my note of appreciation 
to you for The Last Old Place I mailed copies of a 'report* 
to my four children telling them about my visit to Port
ugal. In between anecdotes of comings and goings, places 
stayed, things enjoyed, I mentioned your book as adding 
to our enjoyment of the country.

A few days later my daughter Mary (Exeter Academy '81) 
called saying she thought remembering a Datus Proper at 
school and could there be a connection. You come across 
in your book as a man about my own age (62) but perhaps 
you have a son or nephew who attended Exeter in the late 
'70s and early '80s. A coincidence if so.

Cordially

D. K. Warner 
1301 Hawkins Lane 
Annapolis, Md. 21401
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August 11, 1994

Datus Proper
c/o Simon & Schuster
New York

Dear Mr Proper,

Thanks for The Last Old Place, It's a wonderful book 
and made our recent visit to Portugal more meaningful, 
more interesting, and a lot more fun. We more or less followed 
you north from Sagres, your book well in hand. Trout fishing 
in the northern reaches of the country we finessed as we 
did The Flower of Anadia. With all the good will in the 
world I can't choke down a plate of 'bacalhau'. Dried, salted 
codfish is just that and all the fixings in the world won't 
make it edible. When I was growing up in North Dakota my 
mother would try to pass off 'lutefisk' as a culinary treat 
with no success.

You're a singular man, Mr Proper. A Montanan who speaks 
Portugese and writes like Camoes. Good for you.

Sincerely

D. K. Warner
1301 Hawkins Lane 
Annapolis, Md. 21401
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B o o k s M i c h a e l  K a t a k i s

The Soul o f Fly-Fistiing Explored.
i I  O  f E E S O N The Hab it  of R ive rs  

by Ted Leeson
Lyons & Burford, $22.95

HABITRIVERS
Reflection.* on Trout Streut) 

and h'hf Tiohing

In the quiet evening hours now, 
I will sit in my old chair and 
read. Occasionally I will turn 
toward the bookshelves, look at 
the titles and remember with 
fondness and appreciation 
where they have taken me and 
how far I have come. These are 
the books I have kept over the 
years because they have con

tributed in some way to my life and thinking — they have meant 
and mean a great deal to me and I know these cherished volumes 
have made me a better human being. While I have read many 
fine books, few possess for me the magic and inspiration to mer
it a place next to my old friends. Every now and then, though, a 
magic book does appear — a book that has me see the world in 
new and different ways. It teaches and inspires and is effortless

ly  wonderful.
Roderick Haig-Brown once wrote, fit is a rare book that 

changes a life, a poor one that adds nothing to it.” Ted Leeson’s 
The Habit o f Rivers is a rare book. To say this is merely a book 
about fly-fishing would be a grave error, for this is a book about 
philosophy and seeing, ethics and conviction. ThSessays are 
beautifully written and Mr. Leeson’s talent of observation and 
narration is pure joy. This is a literary book on a scale of a Haig- 
Brown. The author quotes people you would expect to find be
ing discussed in an English literature or philosophy class, the 
likes of Ezra Pound, Lao Tzu, John Steinbeck, Emily Dickinson, 
Herman Melville; not your usual fly-fishing crowd. In a field of 
literature (angling) that is often devoid of fine prose as well as 
any discernible talent, The Habit o f Rivers stands as a giant.

I n “The Thing with feathers,0  Leeson writes eloquently 
about the passion of angling: “The significance of the whole 

experience and much of our pleasure in it stems precisely from 
the prospect of not attaining the object. Lovers, poets, religious 
madmen, and anglers seem to me to have this in commorB— 
they live for the impassioned anticipation of an uncertain thing.” 
And in “Thy Rod and Thy Radish” he takes a critical Mew of a 
certain kind of angler: “In some hands, a river becomes a gigan
tic canvas on which to paint deeply unattractive self-portraits. ~A 
friend of mine calls such people ‘Fishing Jocks/ for whom trout 
cease to be/|i|nply challenging; they become‘a challenge’ and 
catching them becomes just another species of touchdown pass. 
But a river is only itself. If forced the water will mirror the like

ness of an ego; on its own, it reflects only sky and clouds, and 
readily rewards those who approach it with humility and won
der.”

The Habit o f Rivers is an important and valuable book. It 
speaks of truths and wishes and goes far beyond the usual dis
cussions of tippet, fly selection, fish size and locations that ap
pear in the catalogues that are disguised ais magazineB Catching 
a fish is an act in fly-fishing, buSTed Leeson writes ¡about the 
soul and conscience of fly-fishing, and he does it beautifully.

The Habit o f Rivers is now on my shelf — it seems right for it 
to be there. I was sorry to come to the end of itl I wanted it tgx 
go on, for there is so much more to discuss and learn, but like 
my other old friends, I’m sure I’ll revisit it often, and each time 
come away with something new.

The Las t Old P lace:
A Search  Through Po r tuga l 
by Datus C. Proper 
Simon & Schuster,

The Last Old Place is another book 
that has found a place on my shelf. Not 
ordinary travel writing, this ^experi
ence writing in the tradition of Bruce 
Chatwin, Isak Dinesen and Elspeth 
Huxley. Mr. Proper is my kind of trav

eler. Not content to be a mere voyeur, he immerses himself in 
the culture and it is clear that he loves Portugal, its history and 
its people. The author avoids the commercially constructed 
places that cater to the Hilton kind of traveler. He also avoids 
the folks who journey to distant lands only to seek the company 
of fellow countrymen who then, over drinks, complain about the 
food and the “nativesHMr. Propli is no such traveler and this is 
no such book.

Throughout The Last Old PlaceM felt the author’s adventur
ous spirit, endless curiosity and appreciation. This is travel liter
ature on a very high plane and the author has placed himself in 
clear view for the reader. He seems to miss nothing, from con
versations with his friend Adriano to the “drifting scent of fresh 
lemon blossoms through open windowŝ *;and the taste of fine 
bread that’s not been wrapped in plastic.
B o m  Mr. Proper’s fine hand I could feel and taste and smell 
Portugal 9  the stoty-telling was so clear and lovely that at times 
it seemed like my own memories. I could see the fishermen and 
smell the salt water. I understood better, though still not well, 
Camoes’ Cantos and I was reminded that Don Juan was killed by 
monks on behalf of society.

The author has the fine talent of showing us the small picture
Big *Sky106



C o n t r i b u t o r s

Bob A llen  ^  a freelance 
writer and photographer 
specializing in action 
sports and adventure 
travel, including moun
tain biking and |now 
sports. He lives in his na

tive Bozeman. His story on Montana 
mountain biking begins on Page 76.

Ju d y  Clayton Cornell, 
who wrote the article 
about Kootenai Lodge 
(Page 56), has written 
about Montana history 
and land-use issues for 
several publications. She 
lives in Whitefish.

Jam es Crum ley is recog-

Duck. He lives in Missoula, where he is 
within commuting distance to Charlie’s 
Bar (Page 18).

W illiam  H jortsberg , 
who wrote the story of 
his ugly encounter with 
a bull named Widow 
Maker (Page 52), is the 
. author of seven works of 

F t  fiction, including Never
more, to be published in 

October by the Atlantic Monthly Press. 
His screen credits include Legend and 
Angel Heart, based on his novel Falling 
Angel. Hjortsberg lives in Macleod.

Jo n  A . 
Ja ck so n  is 
the author 
of the ac-
c 1 a l m e d 
Fang Mulheisen detective hovels, most 
recently H it on the House and Deadman. 
Eating and golf, both of which he writes 
about in this magazine (Pages 72 and 
112$$ are two of his passions. He lives in 
Corvallis.

PJu d y  Klnnaman is the 
author of the travel 
book, Southwest ( fo n 
tana Auto Adventures: 
She has written exten
sively about travel and 
Montana artists, and 
has won several awards for fiction and 
nonfiction writing. Her article on Debo

rah Butterfield begins on Page 63.

N ell M cM a h o n ’s first 
story appeared in The 
Atlantic Monthly in 
1979. He?Sthe author of 
the novels Nexjt, A fter  
Lucifer; Adversary■; and 
Kiss o f Death. His novel 
Journeymen (excerpted 
starting on Page 99) will be published by 
Editions Gallimard, Paris, in 1995. He 
works as a carpenter in Missoula and 
writes when he can afford to.

A nn ick  Sm ith co
edited The Last Best 
Place:iy§ Montana 
Anthology. She pro
duced the film 
Heartland and was 
co-producer of the 
film A  River Runs 

Through It. She lives near Bonner, in the 
drainage óf the Big Blackfoot, which she! 
writes about starting on Page 32.

C h a rle s  F.
W aterm an is 
one of Ameri
ca’s most re
vered outdoor 
writers. He 
lived for many 
years near the 
Paradise Val
ley spring 
creeks featured in his article,litarting on 
Page 82. He and his wife Debie now live 
in Florida.

T o d d  W ilk inson , who 
wrote the profile of 
bronc rider Dan Mor- 
tensen (Page-; 46), is a 
freelance writer based in 
Bozeman. He knows the 
agonw of getting 
throwed, having been 
tossed from the firstwiechanical bull he 
ever rode, after which he hurriedly re
tired to mountain bikes. A correspondent 
for Backpacker Magazine and The Denver 
Post, he is writing a book on America’s 
public lands.

J$im J . Zupan grew 
up and worked ranch
es on the east side of 
the Divide, and spent 
a decade as a profes
sional rough-stock 
rider. His story on a 
small-town rodeo in 
the early days of his riding career begins 
on Page 40. Zupan, who lives in Mis
soula, is writing a novel. One of his short 
stories, The Mourning o f Ignacio Rosa, will 
appear in the winter issue of Big Sky 
Journal.
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Sa p p h i r e ■
110 West Main • Hamilton, Montana 59840 

406-363-3151 • FAX: 406-363-3515

Warm Springs Ranch
Over 80 acres with 1/2 mile of 
Bitterroot River plus 1/2 mile of 
secluded spring creek, large 
trout pond, and extens ive  
wetland marshes. A  very w e lll 
maintained property with lots of 
trees, improved wildlife habitat, 
and awesome mountain views. 
The newer, spacious home and 
commercial quality greenhouse 
are exceptionally well-designed. 
$925,000. For free color brochures 
and further information please 
call Bill Bradt, Sapphire Realty 
(406) 363-3151.

Iffinde 67  on Readem^^mmmJ'ard—^

Q  :  What are the best deals in Montana?
fl royal Flusli, $5 speeding tickets, and

For $1 5- To subscribe call 406-586-2712.

Invest in duck futures.
W h en  you buy a M ontana  

D uck Stam p, yo u ’re not just 
investing in a  p iece of wildlife 
art. Y o u ’re investing  in the  
future of the d u ck s  
them selves.

D u ck  S ta m p s  
fund a  variety of 
wetland e n h a n ce
m en t m e a s u re s  
that benefit water-

1Q Q 4 D uck S ta m p  - Am erican  
I  >* Vfrigeons by  Roger (3jn^Mys^f<

fowl of all kinds. But these  
pro gram s en h a n ce  habitat for 
m an y o th e B sp e c ie s  a s well, 
including sh o reb ird s , so n g  

birds, and aquatic 
m am m als.

D u ck  S ta m p s. 
Think of them  as  
an investm ent in 
all of o iir futures.

M on tan a  D ep artm en t o f  F ish , "W ildlife <Sl  Parks
where sold òrwrite F̂ (S Box ¿0070fflBH,elena, MT

of individual lives rather than the large 
abstract and often misleading picture of 
country. On this journey we learn about 
grapes and wine, about people and love 
and history. The story is as much about 
the travHer as it is about the plaJgand it 
is a wonderful ride, well worth the ticket 
price.

B )  | ( 1  ÍÉ il I  ' E ngä 4.
RBNHWpPMMMim
f t p  t v â i - ;
B m A  ■
I I  m  O j¡8 : m

Sandra W est Prowell

The K i l l i l g  of 
M onday  Brown 
by Sandra West 
Prowell 
Walker WiB 
Company^Ê 
$19.95

B H  Prowell fol
lows up her first 
successful mys

tery {By Evil Means) with a second excel
lent book. In The Killing of Monday 
Brown, the author again uses clSer 
Phoebe Siegel, a half-Jewish, half- 
Catholic ex-policewoman turned private 
investigator. Siegel lives in Billings. She 
is a tough yet vulnerable woman dealing 
with some personal unfinished business 
as well as a new old house that needs a lot 
of work.

Monday Brown is believed to be a 
corrupt broker and trader in Native 
American artifacts. It has been said that; 
he gets some of his objects from robbing 
graves. Brown is believed to have been 
murdered, and a young Crow, Matthew 
Wolf, is arrested for the crime. There are 
a few problems, though, one being there 
is no body. Siegel is approached by the 
family of the young Crow and reluctant
ly gets to work at solving the mystery.

This book flew for me. Ms. ProwelPsi- 
dialogue is fast and smart and great fun. I 
was taken through turns and twists as I 
followed Phoebe Siegel from sweat 
lodges  ̂ to reservations and Montana 
towns. One of the appeals of this book, 
beyond good storytelling, is its descrip
tion of people who live parallel lives, next 
to other cultures, never really knowing 
anything about each other. This cultural 
tension adds much to the excitement of 
the book. CS]
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Big Sky Books

Montana: 
The Last Best Place 

The best writing 
combined with the finest 

photography creates an 
unforgettable portrait of 

Montana. 120 pp., 10 x 13 
1/2", 215 color photos, 

hardcover. $29.50

The Last Best Place:
A Montana Anthology 
Edited by William Kittredge 
and Annick Smith. Over 
230 writings on Montana. 
1158 pp., 6gl/2x91/2", 
illustrated, hardcover. 
$35.00

The Angler's Guide to 
Montana, Revised 

By Michael S. Sample 
Information on major rivers, 

tributaries, reservoirs and 
lakes. 272 pp., 6 x 9", b&w 

photos, maps, softcover.
$10.95

The Hiker's Guide to 
Montana, Revised 

By Bill Schneider 
Detailed maps, descriptions, 

and photos to Montana's best 
hikes. 336 pp., 6 x 9", b&w 

photos, maps, softcover.
$12.95

The Angler s Guioev MONTANA The Trail Guide
to GlACtIR NATIONAL PARK

The Traveler's Guide

The Trail Guide to Glacier/ 
Waterton National Parks 
By Erik Molvar 
Descriptions, maps and 
elevation charts to more 
than 820 miles of trails.
200 pp., 6 x 9", b&w photos, 
maps, charts, softcover. 
$9.95

Bhe Traveler's Guide 
to the Lewis and Clark Trail 
By Julie Fanselow 
A guide to the scenic sitesH 
amenities, and recreational 
opportunities available to 
today's traveler. 200 pp., 6 x 9,;, 
b&w photos, maps, 8 pp. color 
insert, softcover. $11.95

The Trail Guide 
to the Bob Marshall 

By Erik Molvar 
More than eighty-eight hikes 
in the Rocky Mountain Front, 

Great Bear, Scape Goat, Bob 
Marshall, Swan and Sawtooth 

Ranges. 300 pp., 6 x 9", b&w 
photos, maps, charts, 

softcover. $19.95

T, FOR
Everything

There is
aseason

For Everything 
There is a Season 
By Frank C. Craighead, Jr.
Based on journals kept for more 
than forty-B/e years, this book 
chronicles the relationship 
between all living things in the 
Grand Teton-Yellowstone Area. 

'%32 pp., 6 x 9", color photos, 
softcover. $16.95

Order Today! 1-800-582-2665. Ask for department BSJ. FALCON“
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g/ o / HM rs .  T ifu s H a ll 

2 8  L inaen Lane 

Prince ton , Mew Jtp se ij 0 8 5 4 0

February 24, 1994
Greetingsl Winifred Hall here, your former 
colleague at EmbDublin, neighbor around the 
corner on Ailesbury Drive, one time dinner 
guest where you served bdautiful salmon—  
or salmontrout— which "you'd caught.
I just finished with enormous pleasure 
"The Last Old Place" and feel like that 
friend of JFK— "Datus, we hardly knew ye!" 
What an interesting, quirky mind you reveal 
in your book. I loved your fable of Oomph 
and Whoopee plus many other digressions.
I'm not a hunger-gatherer nor a fisherman, 
but I early developed a passion for poetry, 
travel, good food and cooking. When a 
teenage bride (literally) I taught myself 
by using books of Marcel X. Boulestin and 
the Vicomte de Mauduit— The Vicomte in the 
Kitchen— aimed at British housewives of 
interwar period. So I feel cheated that 
we never got to talk about fresh vegetables, 
good bread, wine, country inns. And off 
the beaten track adventures.
I've never been to Portugal but you have 
made me eager to explore. Do you know 
Albert Jay Nock’s "Memoirs of a Superfluous 
Man?" He writes at length about Lisbon and 
its Wonderful bookstores earlier in this 
century.



At present, I am caring for my 97 year 
old mother who is slowly dying of cancer. 
But I am able to get out to audit courses 
at the University which I have been doing 
since I retired in '81.
I did not catch any direct reference to 
young Datus. I hope he is doing well. 
Please remember me to your wife and write 
another book soon.
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BOISE
PUBLIC
LIBRARY August 9, 1993

Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, MT 59714

Dear Mr. Proper:

I have just finished reading The Last Old Place and was compelled to write to you 
and express my absolute pleasure in having "partaken" of the book. I found myself 
re-reading passages several times, as the book was one of few I have read which I 
savored like good food-taking small bites at a time so I could please my (mental) 
palate for as long as possible. Little treasures such as "a herd of goats tending a 
small boy" provided the kind of late night giggles that make my husband wish I 
wouldn’t read in bed! I have shared chapter 9 with my favorite avid trout fisherman 
who, I am sure, will enjoy it as much as I did.

In approximately one month, I will be leaving from New Bedford, MA on a freighter 
that makes calls in the Azores, Madeira, and Portugal. Although this trip is being 
made to fulfill a life-long dream of traveling by freighter and there will be little time 
in each port, I have been doing some reading about the places I will visit—hence, my 
discovery of The Last Old Place. Since I am not enamored of big cities, it introduced 
me to some of the parts of Portugal that I hope to visit on a much longer, future trip
f r ,  r n o f  A Aiir»fi*tTl/U UXli— V/VUI iUX j  •

Thanks for a wonderful read that soothed my soul as much as a Portuguese trout 
stream must sooth yours!

Sincerely,

Lynn Melton 
Director

715 South Capitol Boulevard Boise, Idaho 83702-7195 •  (208)384-4466
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*..sîx'hours from San 
Francisco, seventeen 

hours from Auckland and 
Id away from your

“The lodge itself is a place 
where cheats qfe pamperea 

by first-class accommodations, ,J  
'  'Ond the challenge of big trout on.. .thé 

Ï  Wood and Williamson Rivers Jr
J

Flyfti
Don Roberts, 

ig Magazine—

“The Williamson River Club combines 
10 lb. wild fishr private access and 
political acumen...it is the quintessen
tial intelligent fly fishing experienceJk 
J o c k  O h m a n , Editorial Cartoonist,
The Oregonian;
Author, Fear o f Fly Fishing

Look for upcom ing features in Fly Fisherman, 
Flyfishing Video Magazine, Northwest Palette, 
and on ESPN

P.O. Box 469 
Fort Klamath, OR 97626

<503)381-2322

§| W illiamson 
3R iver C l till

A  Private Club for the Discriminating Angler

“Deluxe”
Salmon, Trout &
Steelhead Reels & 
Matching Bamboo Ro<k/r

J. Saracione 
P.O. Box 372 
Sandy, Oregon 97055 
(503) 668-3014 
FAX: (503) 668-7013

— i— I ! --------- ^
enlightens us detailed account o f  the 
hydrography o f ponds, and proceeds to m ap 
the habits add Rabitats o f  all the com m on 
pond species in p n ^  im aginary po^d, through 
a year’s cycle. It may be odd to call such an 
unpretentious book sch o la rly ,ib u t I th ink  
Finding Fish is. It |>rings to graphic life an 
incredible am ount o f  inform ation.

The other tw o how -to books are m ore spe
cialized. Since m y salm on experience is very 
lim ited and m y bonefish virtually nonexistent 
I may be going out on a limb, but you can 
learn a lot about books by com paring and 
contrasting, so I ’ll be brave. * f  j

Atlantic Salmon seem s to be com plete and, 
arm ed with it, you will not em barrass your
self. M arriner’s practical advice on how -to is 
brief and assum es you know  how to fish; his 
ethics and w here-to-go are com prehensive. I 
have a few reservations about his equipm ent 
chapter; his rod anecdote— som eone w ho 
m anages to land a huge salm on on a five- 
weight trout rod— could be m isleading to a 
beginner, and his refel section is dow nright 
sketchy. And the poor-quality black &  w hite 
photos don’t lend much to the effort. H ow 
ever, M arriner obviously know s salm on and 
this unpretentious book may be a good anti
dote to the m any snootier volum es on the 
species. A fter all, if I could afford to fish for 
salm on (w hen I lived in M aine), anybody 
can.

As a book, I like Bonefishing better. This is 
very detailed, with draw ings o f  everything 
y o u ’d need to know. Fiuticularly interesting 
to me were the long, w H l-illustrated chapters 
on flats geography, tides and, above all, see
ing bonefish. I ’ve been in bonefish country

 ̂ doing other things (unfortunately!) and was
* always, m ostly unsuccessfully, trying to ib e  

fish on the flats before they saw  me. j3 m  
keeping, and studying, this one.

Rivers of Memory
By Harry Middleton (Boulder: Pruett, 1993.) j 

112pp.$18.95.

'’iRiver Poems
Edited by Stephanie Strickland and Anneliese 
Wagner. (Tarrytown, NY: Slapering Hoi 
Press.) 56 pp. $8 plus $l .50 s&h from 
Slapering Hoi Press, PO Box366, Tarrytown, 
NYM291. ¿s

/T he Last Old Place:
A  Search Through Portugal
By Datus Proper (NY: Simon and Schuster.) 
254 pp. $22.
W ITH relief, your review er turns to three i 
good literary books with fish, not ju s t “trees,” I 
in them. Rivers of Memory is a little book, at j 
least in size, but an intense one. It is a collec
tion o f recollections. T here is s$ ffe th in g  
wrong with a time, when a, w riter o f H arry 
M iddleton’s ability is working on a garbage 
truck (as he is in his preface, and is right now ) 
instead o f being given tim e to write, and fish.

■ f
But for us as readers, good tim es in wild 
placed rem em bered as “a hedge against hard 
tim es” m ay be all the sw eeter for their being 
written down far aw ay, in space and time, 
from when they happened. For this is not an 
unhappy book— M iddleton is incapable o f 
whining; it’s a celebration. T here are m em o
ries o f Baja, o f North C aro lina’s O uter Banks, 
o f bonefish taking in long hot silences, snow 
in the hills, little trout in deepest Appalachia. 
It is a work alive w ith sw eetness and w ild
ness, beauty and ugliness, and the mem ories 
o f lost places and old friends. If  yo u ’re a fan 
o f The Earth is Enough I d o n ’t have to tell 
you to  buy it. I f  you  h a v e n ’t yet read  
M iddleton, buy this one— not Oust) to get him 
off the garbage truck, but because he knows 
that “fishing is not an escape from life, but 
often a deeper im m ersion into it, all o f it, the 
good and thè awful, the joyous and the m iser
able, th e  comic, the em barrassing, the tragic, 
and the sorrowful.”

River Poems. I m ay have to eat m y recent 
words: Lately the m ail seem s to be filled with 
volumes o f real, literate poetry with fish and 
rivers m them! This handsom e little volum e 
was sent to me by one o f  its editors. The only 
poet in it whose w ork is fam iliar to me is 
M ike^Delp, but I ’ve seldom  seen a better 
collection of poems full o f living things.

Let me pick' a few exam ples, alm ost at 
random.

7  picture you 
fraise Casting your Line’ 
my grandfather* wrote 
with his troop of bold, 
uniform letters—
five pages where words related to angling 
were capitalized^)/ underih^ed

begins A lis o jr^ ® d in s k ^ / \  “False C asting,” 
rem em bering a /m e  w a in  Her grandfather 

Y tau g h t h e r to  cast b y ' le tte r. In  “E ating  
Salm on” Pam ela U schuk tells us that

with the first bite, you dive 
deèp through the sea blue veins 
of Prudhoe Bay, chart the black rock 
hem and thick scale ice 

\ along the coast until you 
find the delta . . . .

T here’s g y d f a p o e m  about a New M exico 
arroy«^—a seasonal stream , for those o f you 
who live in w a 'p laces.

^  Last, Datus Proper has w ritten a w onderful 
travel book ofi Portugal, “ the land that dis
covered the world and was forgotten by it.” 
Datiis is an Vx-diplom at, a scholar, a w an
derer, who lived in and voyaged around Por
tugal for yearkf As sportsm en know, he has 
also written two o f the best recent outdoor 
books.T 1'.Jxdfftfit Trout Said and Pheasants of 
the Mimi i* w ould recom m end The Last Old 

t Place w ithout reservation  to any literate 
friend; D atus’ leisurely m editations on h is
tory, on food, on the nature o f the Portuguese, 
are fascinating. But since he is who he is, 
there are also scenes o f partridge hunting and, 
o f course, trout fishing. This is m y favorite 
book this issue. 1

\
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1 Williamson 
iR iv e r  Club
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enlightens us tid tjh i detailed account o f the 
hydrography o f ponds, and proceeds to m ap 
the habits arid habitats o f  all the com m on 
pond species in o ik  im aginary poAd, through 
a year’s cycle. It may be odd to call such an 
unpretentious book sch o la rly ,)b u t I think 
Finding Fish is. It b rings to graphic life an 
incredible am ount o f inform ation.

The other two how-to books are m ore spe
cialized. Since my salmon experience is very 
lim ited and my bonefish virtually  nonexistent 
I m ay be going out on a limb, but you can 
learn a lot about books by com paring and 
contrasting, so I ’ll be brave. * f  J

Atlantic Salmon seems to be com plete and, 
arm ed with it, you will not em barrass your
self. M arriner’s practical advice on how -to is 
b rief and assum es you know  how to fish; his 
ethics and where-to-go are com prehensive. I 
have a few reservations about his equipm ent 
chapter; his rod anecdote— som eone who 
m anages to land a huge salm on on a five- 
w eight trout rod— could be m isleading to a 
beginner, and his reel section is dow nright 
sketchy. And the poor-quality black & white 
photos do n ’t lend much to the effort. H ow 
ever, M arriner obviously know s salm on and 
this unpretentious book may be a good anti
dote to the many snootier volum es on the 
species. A fter all, if I could afford to fish for 
salm on (when I lived in M aine), anybody 
can.

As a book, I like Bonefishing better. This is 
very detailed, with drawings o f  everything 
y o u ’d need to know. Particularly interesting 
to m e were the long, w ell-illustrated chapters 
on flats geography, tides and, above all, see
ing bonefish. I ’ve been in bonefish country 
doing other things (unfortunately!) and was 
alw ays, m ostly unsuccessfully, trying to lfce 
fish on the flats before they saw m e .J m i 
keeping, and studying, this one.

Rivers of Memory
By Harry Middleton (Boulder: Pruett,
112pp. $18.95.

River Poems
Edited by Stephanie Strickland andAnneliese 
Wagner. (Tarrytown, NY: Slapering Hoi | 
Press.) 56 pp. $8 plus $1.50 s&h from j 
Slapering Hoi Press, PO Box366, Tarry town, i 
N)>f059L

The Last Old Place:
A  Search Through Portugal
By Datus Proper (NY: Simon and 
254 pp. $22.
W ITH relief, your review er turns to three 
good literary books with fish, not ju s t “ trees,” 
in them. Rivers of Memory is a little book, at t 
least in size, but an intense one. It is a collec
tion o f  recollections. T here is s e e t h i n g  
w rong with a time when a w riter o f Harry 
M iddleton’s ability is w orking *on a garbage 
truck (as he is in his preface, and is right now) 
instead o f being given tim e to write, and fish.

i  \. I ̂ gp!; 1
But for us as readers, good tim es in wild
placed rem em bered as “a  hedge against hard
tim es” m ay be all the sw eeter for their being 
written dow n far away, in space and time, 
from when they happened. For this is not an 
unhappy book— M iddleton is incapable o f 
whining; i t’s a celebration. There are m em o
ries o f Baja, o f North C arolina’s O uter Banks, 
o f bonefish taking in long hot silences, snow 
in the hills, little trout in deepest A ppalachia. 
It is a w ork alive w ith sw eetness and w ild
ness, beauty and ugliness, and the m em ories 
o f lost places and old friends. If  y o u ’re a fan 
o f The Earth is Enough I d o n ’t have to tell 
you  to  buy  it. I f  you h a v e n ’t y e t read  
M iddleton, buy this one— not (just) to get him  
off the garbage truck, but because he know s 
that “fishing is not an escape from  life, but 
often a deeper im mersion into it, all o f  it, the 
good and thè awful, the joyous and the m iser
able, th e  comic, the em barrassing, the tragic, 
and the sorrowful.”

River Poems. I m ay have to eat m y recent 
words: Lately the mail seems to be filled w ith 
volum es o f real, literate poetry w ith fish and 
rivers m them! This handsom e little volum e 
was sent to me by one o f its editors. The only 
poet in it whose work is fam iliar to m e is 
M ike^Delp, but I ’ve seldom  seen a better 
collection o f poems full o f living things.

Let me pick" a few exam ples, alm ost at 
random .

7  picture you 
False Casting your Line? 
my grandfather wrote 
with his troop of bold, 
uniform letters—
five pages where words related to angling 

yfwere capitalized^or ipiderllned.

begins A H s p ^ n j^ tó i i s jk m ^ a ls é  C asting,” 
rem em bering a «m e w S n  her grandfather 

y  taught h e r  to  ea s t b y A ette r . In  “E ating  
Salm on” Pam ela U schuk tells us that

with the first bite, ypu dive 
deep through the sea blue veins 
of Prudhoe Bay, chart the black rock 
hem and thick scale ice 

\ along the, coast until you 
find the delta . . . .

T here’s even a vpoem  about a N ew  M exico 
arroyo-—a seasonal stream, for those o f you 
who live in w erplaces.
^  Last, Datus Proper has w ritten a wonderful 
travel book op Portugal, “ the land that d is
covered the wórld and was forgotten by it.” 
Datns is an% x-diplom at, a scholar, a w an
derer, who lived in and voyaged around Por
tugal for yeaij&f As sportsm en know , he has 
also written two o f the best recent outdoor 
books^  fiajf tfie Trout Said and Pheasants of 
tfie^MimP Tw ould recom m end The Last Old 

[Place w ithout reservation  to  any litera te  
friend; D atus’ leisurely m editations on h is
to ry  , on food, on the nature o f the Portuguese, 
are fascinating. But since he is w ho he is, 
there are also scenes o f  partridge hunting and, 
o f course, trout fishing. This is m y favorite 
book this issue. Q
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...six hours from San 
Francisco, seventeen 

hours from Auckland and 
ajvorid away from your

H f lgm
'^M nS^BpS' “The lodge itself is a p/ac% 

; %if^^Wwhere clients qfe pampereds 
B it { by first<(ass accoAmodatioris. ..

1 and the challenge of bigfiout on...the 
¿f Wood and Willmtrisoh Rivers 

Don Roberts, 
Flyfishing Magazine—

“The Williamson Rijfter Club combines 
10 lb. wild fishriptivdte access and 
political acumen.,.it is the quintessen
tial intelligentfly fishing experiehce.WM 
J a c k  O h m a n , Editorial Cartoonist,
The Oregonian;
Author, Fear of Fly Fishing

Look for upcoming features in Fly Fisherman, 
Flyfishing Video Magazine, Northwest Palette, 
and on ESPN
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enlightens us w ith jx detailed account o f the 
hydrography; o f ponds, and proceeds to m ap 
the habits and habitats^ o f all the com m on 
pond species in one; im aginary pond, through 
a y ear’s cycle. It m ay be odd to call such an 
unpretentious book scholarly , / but I think 
Finding Fish is. It b rings to graphic life an 
incredible am ount o f inform ation.

The other two, how -to Hooks are m ore spe
cialized. Since m y salmori experience is very 
lim ited and m y bonefish virtually nonexistent 
I m ay be going out on a limb, but you can 
learn., h lot about books by cotnparing and 
contrasting, so T i l  be brave.

Atlantic Salmon seems to be com plete and, 
arm ed w ith if, you w ill not em barrass your
self. M arriner’s practical advice on how -to is 
b rief and assum es you know  how to fish; h i l l  
ethics and w here-to-go are com prehensive. I 
have a few reservations about his equipm ent 
chapter; his ; rod anecdote— som eone w ho 
m anages to land a huge salm on on a  five- 
w eight trout rod— could be m isleading to a 
beginner, and his reel section is dow nright 
sketchy. A nd the poor-quality black & white 
photos do n ’t lend m uch to the effort. H ow 
ever, M arriner obviously know s salm on and 
this unpretentious book m ay be a good anti
dote to the m any snootier volum es on the 
species. A fter all, if  I could afford to fish for 
salm on (w hen I lived in  M aine), anybody 
can.

As a book, I like Bonefishing better. This is|j 
very detailed, w ith draw ings o f everything 
y o u ’d need to know. Particularly interesting 
to m e w ere the long, w ell-illustrated chapters 
on flats geography, tides and, above all, see
ing bonefish. I ’ve been in bonefish country 
.doing other things (unfortunately !) and w5as 
alw ays, m ostly unsuccessfully, trying to i|fe  
fish  on the flats before they saw me. j A i  
'Keeping, and studying, this one.

to

Rivers of Memory
By Harry Middleton (Boulder: Pruett, i)t

112 pp. $18.95.

>-River Poems
Edited by Stephanie Strickland andAnneliese 
Wagner. (Tarrytown, NY: Slapering Hoi 
Press.) 56 pp. $8 plus $1.50 s&h from 
Slapering Hoi Press, PO Box366, Tarrytown, 
NY 10591.

The Last Old Place:
A  Search Through Portugal
By Datus Proper (NY: Simon and Schuster.) 
254 pp. $22.
W ITH  relief, your review er turns to three 
good literary books w ith fish, not ju s t “trees M 
in them. Rivers of Memory is a little book, at 
least in size, but an intense one. It is a collec
tion  o f recollections. T here som ething 
w rong w ith a tim e when a |  winter o f Harry 
M iddleton’s ability is w orkm gfon a garbage 
truck (as he is in his preface, and is right now) 
instead o f being givfen tim e to write, and fish.

But for us as readers, good tim es in wild 
placed rem em bered as “a hedge against hard 
tim es” m ay be all the sw eeter for their being 
w ritten dow n far away; in space and time,. ji 
from  when they happened. For thisfis not an 
unhappy book— M iddleton is incapable o f 
whining; it’s a celebration. There are m em o- 
ries p f  Baja, o f N orth C arolina’s O uter Banks, 
o f bonefish taking in long hot silences, snow 
in the hills, little trout in deepest A ppalachia. 
It is a w ork alive w ith sweetness and w ild- 
nesÿj beauty and ugliness, and the m em ories 
o f lost places and old friends. I f  yo u ’re a fan 
o f The Earth is Enough I do n ’t have to tell 
you  to  buy  i t . | I f  you  h a v e n ’t y e t read  
M iddleton, buy this one-—not (just) to get him  
off the garbage truck, but because he knows 
that “fishing is; not an escape from  life, but 
often a deeper im m ersion into it, all o f it, the 
good and the awful, the joyous and the m iser
able, the comic, the em barrassing, the tragic,; 
and the sorrowful jg j l |

River Poems. I m ay have to eat m y recent 
words: Lately the m ail seem s to be filled w ith 
volum es o f real, literate poetry w ith fish and 
rivers in them! This handsom e little volum e 
was sent to m e by one o f its editors. The o n lS  
poet in it Whose w ork is fam iliar to m e is 
M ike Delp, but I ’ve seldom  seen a better 
collection o f poem s full o f living things.

Let m e pick a few  exam ples, alm ost,à t  
random .

7  picture you 
False Casting" your Line’ 
my grandfather wrote 
with his troop of bold, 
uniform tetters—
five pages where words related to angling 

¿ were capitalizetLofc undertk^d. .

begins A lison m i  >dinsk#!i .‘¿False C asting,” 
rem em bering a time w l^ n  Her grandfather 

^ ta u g h t h e r to  cast by ' letter. In  “E ating  
Salm on” Pam ela U schuk tells us that

with the first bite, yéu dive 
dèëp through the sea blue veins 
of Prudhoe Bay, chart the black rock 
hem and thick scale ice 

\  along the. coast until you 
find the dèlta \

T here’s even a poem  about a N ew  M exico 
arroyo— a seasonal stream, for those o f you 
w ho live in w qf places.

Last, Datus Proper has w ritten a w onderful 
travel book on Portugal, “the land that d is
covered the wbrld and was forgotten by it.” 
Datj&is is an ̂ -d ip lo m a t,  a scholar, à w an
derer, who lived in and voyaged around Por
tugal for yeangjf As. sportsm en know , he has 
also , w ritten two o f the best recent outdoor 
hooks rout Said and Pheasants of
tkéMÿmm:iw o u ld  recom m end The Last Old 

^Placef w ithout reservation  to  any literate 
friend; D atus’ leisurely m editations on h is
tory, on food, on the nature o f the Portuguese, 
are fascinating. B ut since he is w ho he is, 
there are also scenes o f partridge hunting and, 
o f course, trout fishing. This is m y favorite 
book this issue. -
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I grew k§p fish ing  “p o o r”— n u trien t-d efi
cient— streams, and have m ostly^cdntinued 
to do so, w hich has doubtless affected my 
preferences. B ut e v e n h a d n ’t, this bodk 
w ould fascinate me, for the reason that all 
good theoretical books do: R osenbauer (like 
D atus Proper, w hose biases are utterly differ
ent) g iv S  m e an -intriguing fram ew ork on 
w hich to hang things I already know.

He builds through “How  Trout Feed” (with 
the delightful description o f “the fam ous W in
dow ” as “a subject I view  w ith distrust and 
d is taste®  and a way o f looking at trout as 
“carrying their territories,” through indispens
able com parisons o f E ast and W est, rich and 
poor stream s (he says that on his carefully 
re n a m e d  M a n c h e s te r  B ro o k  “ H u m p ies , 
Irresistibles, H aystacks, and A usable W ulffs 
w ill catch trout all season long”— of course ! |  
to a m ore conventional but interesting chap
ter on reading the water, in w hich he codifies 
species differences in behavior I ’ve suspected 
but never articulated.

H e then analyzes streamers, wets, nym phs 
and dries w ith a long chapter on each, full o f 
original, thoughtful analysis and inform ation. 
H e ’s not even a little afraid to go in the face 
o f  conventional “w isdom ,” and has the expe
rience and confidence to do so cheerfully. I 
do n ’t think I ’ve seen so m uch material on w et 
f l ie B in  any boo k  o f  the las t 10 years! 
(R osenbauer thinks their attractiveness is due 
to the m ixed signals they give, rather than to 
their close resem blance to anything.) He 
doubts the statistic, often repeated, that trout 
“do 90 percent o f their feeding underw ater.”!

A nd he w rites, and tells stories. He can tell 
o f looking under a dock in the village o f 
M enem sha, on M artha’s V ineyard, at three in 
the m orning, to see tw ^, outers and a huge 
striper com peting for baltnsh. H e speaks o f 
how, in his 20s, liooked on hatch-m atching! 
“nym phs alm ost got stuck back into the cor
ner o f m y brain w here algebraic theorem s 
hibernate.” A nd he sends the bodk out w ith a 
w onderfu l anecdotes H e once asked Teri 
Felizato, a w ell-traveled old fly-fishing crony 
o f Charles R itz from  Italy, w hat he did when 
trou t w e ren ’t rising , hoping for insights. 
Felizato “ . . . took a long draw  on a Paroai 
cigar, false-cast it a couple o f tim es through 
the air, and said, ‘In Italy you go to the osteria. 
In France, you find a bistro. A nd when in 
England, you head for the ftearest p u b .’| f e |

G et this one. I guarantee it w ill teach you 
som ething. A nd i t ’s m ore fun than any prac
tical book since Proper’s What the Trout Said.

T he th ird  general how -to, Haup’tih an ’s 
Finding Fish, is the m ost Basic o f a lb  N ot 
only is it not a fly-fishing book, its chapter on 
“lures” doesn ’t even m entiopjdies. B ut if  you 
fish  fo r w arm  w ater sp e c i^ e s& y i^ e s  and 
ponds, y o u ’d best take a look a trb m u p tm a n  
states his purpose early, w ith a quote from  
W .C. F ie lds’ My Little Chickadee: “Is this a 
gam e o f chance?’’ “N ot the Way 7 play. No. 
H e tells us that “fishing w ithout a plan is 
nothing m ore than loosing dice” and, quite 
truthfully, that “to  the insufficiently enlight
ened, fishing is a passive activity.” He then
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nothing nse$ to take him. I  tie on a sm all yellow-and-browrvfly, but without 
much hope, an d  continue on. A sparrow suddenly darts from  an alder a n d  
drops a little white blob in  the water. Instan tly a sm all trout leaps a n d  
lunges fo r  it. H ow can I  im itate that?”

In What the R iver Knows no new ways of casting are described, no 
new materials are introduced for flies, rods, or lines, no new fly 
patterns are revealed, and no trophy trout are taken. But the book 
has charm. Its flavor derives from the solitude of a wilderness trout 
stream and the resulting chance for the angler to observe and 
contemplate, to philosophize, and to let his mind rummage in 
memory’s attic and even go woolgathering. And a delicious flavor 
it is.

Daniel James

THE LAST OLD PLACE,
A Search Throuqh Portugal
Datus C. Proper
Simon & Schuster, New York 1992

With this book Datus Proper takes his place in the great 
tradition of travel writers like RoberBLewis Stevenson, Negley 
Farson and Paul Theroux. As a diplomat he lived and worked in 
Portugal and Portuguese-speaking countries for ten years. Two 
earlier books, What the Trout Said and Pheasants of the Mind, 
demonstrated his skill as a writer. Here he takes his readers with a 
clear eye but deep enjoyment and understanding on a tour of 
discovery b |  car and foot through Portugal, the old place. He 
travels with his old Portuguese friend and guide, Adriana. I 
recommend that you buy the book and travel with them.

In the introduction to the book Jan Morris describes Datus as 
“the absolute opposite of your packaged tourist” and helps explain 
this with the comment from Datus that “my fishing rod naturalizes 
me”. Plainly it does, and in this book it produces the kind of 
reading for trout fishermen that has so generously been made 
available to the readers of the Bulletin with the excerpts that start 
in this issue.

T H E  L A S T  O LD PL A C E  has been elegantly produced, each 
chapter opening with a woodcut or similar illustration and a 
quotation Irom I he Lusiads and other writings.

Palmer Baker
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New Anglers’ Club Book
T ick  Lyons, head of the Book committee, reports that the 

manuscript for Sparse Grey Hackle: H is Life, His Stories, and
JL 1̂ A n g lin g  M em o ries , edited and with notes and a 

biographical introduction by Austin M. Francis, is now complete. 
The book is a compilation of previously uncollected (and some 
even unpublished) articles, essays and letters by the great Sparse.

There have been a dozen previous Anglers’ Club books made 
especially for the members, the last in 1972. All have become 
prized additions to angling libraries— and rarities in the sporting 
book market.

Sparse Grey Hackle, which will be handsomely produced, will be 
available in early fall, 1993, but subscription notices will soon be 
sent out to the members. The approximate cost of the regular 
edition will be $85— and there may also be a deluxe edition for 
the most serious collectors.

f x  p i f a r t e



From The Editor's Fly Box
To Pushkin’s lovely words, White Nights, Ernest Schweibert, in Part One of his 

three-part article about the Russian salmon fishery, has appended the words 
Bright Fish. The combination is wonderfully evocative to the poor winter-bound 
salmon fisherman waiting for the summer days on his northern river. Pushkin was 
truly mad about hunting and fishing. Schweibert is so smart to start his series with 
this reference. In Part One he puts the Russian fishery in historical, 
environmental and political perspective. Doing so, he prepares us for the working 
knowledge that will be brought to us later about the river systems in which, as the 
Salmon Report indicates, our members are beginning to fish. The series is a 
blockbuster.

The other blockbuster is our opening article, again the first of a series of three, 
by Datus Proper. A trout fishing excerpt from his recent book, reviewed later in 
this issue, the article is another example of why fishing is far and away the most 
literary of sports. Schweibert starts his article with Pushkin’s words. Proper starts 
with a quotation from The Lusiads, by the sixteenth century Portuguese poet 
Camoes. How dare we, he asks, presume “to surprise the hidden secrets of nature and of 
its watery element”? Proper takes Camoes up on the dare, and so do we all when we 
go fishing.

The sight or thought of water - the recollection of a lake, a stream, a mighty 
ocean - can plainly quicken the literary urges of our members. We îre seeing 
exceptionally good and interesting writing in the Bulletin, from professional 
authors and occasional writers alike. Robert Beds’ Rainbows of Vermeio holds its 
own with any article that you will find in any of the fishing magazines. And look at 
its opening - “Yes, as everyone knows, meditation and water are wedded forever” - from 
Melville.

But hey, guys, what we are doing here is writing about fishing. Including 
bonefish on a fly, in Leonard Wrights’ brief but classy The Fish Heard *Round the 
World.
. This is a good issue of the Bulletin with which to celebrate, as Mac Francis 

reminds us, Isaac Walton’s 400th.
Palmer Baker
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The Sprinq Outing at the Delaware - “T'was a dark and stormy night”, 
as Jim Bacon reports, that opened this outing.

The Fall Outing at the Connetquot - The outing featured rainbows 
like those pictured with the report byjim Stewart. The two fish were 
taken by Norman Prouty and guest.

MEMBERSHIP CHANGES

20

THE LIBRARY CORNER
Izaak Walton’s 400th - A fond note by Mac Francis about the “bait 
fisherman and short-line angler” who wrote “the most reprinted book 
in the English language after the Bible.” 24

Book Reviews
Dan James returns to the Bulletin after too long an absence with a 
review of What the River Knows, a sleeper by Wayne Fields. 26

The Bulletin's editor indulges himself by reviewing Datus Proper’s 
wonderful new book. 27

New Anglers* Club Book - A note from Nick Lyons about the 
forthcoming volume.

The 1992 Salmon Report - Don Sperling does it again. Above and 
beyond the call of duty.

WHITE NIGHTS, BRIGHT FISH
Part one of a three part series about the Russian salmon fishery. A 
block buster by Ernest Schweibert, who will be the Club’s speaker on 
this subject at the 1993 Spring Dinner.

28

29

37
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Secrets of Nature
Datus C. Proper

“So, you daring ra ce .... You have come to surprise the hidden  
secrets o f  nature an d  o f its watery element, that to no mortal, 
however great, however noble or im m ortal his deserts, have yet 
been revealed. Listen now to me an d  learn w hat perils have been 
laid up against such excess o f presumption. ”

Camoes, The Lusiads, Canto Five

* he Mondego River plunges from Portugal’s highest 
range, cuts through the steepest gorge, and dawdles past 
the oldest university. The flow sections the nation’s land 

and people: granite and shepherds at the top, then terraces and 
peasants, bottomlands and farmers, streets and students, salt 
marshes and shipyards. This stream is to Portugal’s natural history 
what Sagres is to its human achievements. Adriano and I wanted to 
drink from the Mondego’s source and cower in its canyon. We 
were in no hurry, however. I was working up courage for the 
passage — a translation of passaqem, meaning a place on the 
gorge’s cliffs where one passed or one didn’t. Adriano the Fearless 
just wanted to work up to the best part gradually, enjoying the 
preliminaries. “I like to watch the brooks,” he said. It was what he 
had said about the women back in the Alentejo, but for streams we 
got out of the car and stared without shame. Had we rushed, we 
might have driven from Anadia to our lodgings near the upper 
M ondego in three hours, but Adriano chose to spend the 
afternoon admiring nature.

We were not disappointed. The rocks below the bridges were 
round and smooth. At their bases, fringes of grass shaded the dark 
places that we coveted. Upstream|Parms of water spread out into 
the hills. Two or three times Adriano told me that he had caught 
trout in some hidden pool. At the other crossings, we speculated 
that the rivulets must be big enough to fish, judging from their

This excerpt on angling is published with permission of the 
author from THE LAST OLD PLACE, A Search Through Portugal, 
Simon & Schuster, New York, 1992.
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topography; and then we imagined unplumbed pools protected by 
hidden passages. Few anglers would be man enough but we were 
sure that we could pass, if only life gave us time.

We parked for a drink of the Mondego up where it was small 
enough to spout from a fountain. On impulse I bought a cup from 
a peddler who was waiting by the spring for live ones. The cup was 
of tourist-poljery, ugly and green, with a shepherd and his 
Mountain Dog in relief. I baptized it in the fountain, drank from it, 
and kept it to help me remember the taste.

We stopped at a hotel that Adriano remembered as having been 
good, once. The ancient couple in the bar seemed surprised tha| 
we wanted to spend the night. On my room’s wall hung a framed, 
faded photograph of a British ship — one of the Queens on her 
maiden voyage. Over the porcelain washbowl was a shelf with a 
drinking-glass and a water-flask. I set out to take a sponge bath 
(useful skill, in Portugal) but stopped when I got a close look at 
the flask. It was yellowed by a crust inside: mineral deposits from 
old plumbing. Next door Adriano said O diabo — The devil — 
which is his strongest language. I looked in and saw him standing 
at the washbowl, socks wetter than his face. The water had poured 
onto his feet from its rusted-out drain pipe when he pulled the 
plug.

Next day at dawn we stopped in Videmonte, but not for long. It 
was the village closest to the Mondego’s gorge. Everything was 
stone: The walls of the fields, the narrow road that twisted through 
them, and the houses. The chapel and a few of the other buildings 
had coats of cement covered by paint. The house of Jose Sequeira 
Mendes had no such cosmetics, but it had Adriano’s friends. We 
greeted them — briefly, because there was a long walk ahead, and 
we would have to hurry to get out of the canyon before dark, even 
in the long twilight of late May. Jose loaned his son Manuel to the 
expedition. Manuel stowed his staff in the car and jumped in with 
us.

Adriano would fish near the ford across the Mondego, he said. 
But first he dropped Manuel and me at the bottom of the gorge. 
The young man would be my guide. He was lean and strong from a 
stint in the army, brown fist curled around the staff.

The river was half blue, half foamy-white, and small at the 
bottom of its canyon. Manuel showed me the goat-trail down 
through the rocks. I rushed to assemble my rod and tie on a team 
of three Portuguese wet fliei. They should have been good before
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the sun warmed the water, but the trout paid no attention. I 
cast upstream through the pools, letting the flies drift back 
past me, deep. Then I fished cross-stream and watched the 
line swing around in the current. In desperation, I teased 
the top fly along the surface, the two below it serving to keep 
my leader straight It is a good m ethod for eager trout, but 
these w eren’t.

(River my love, you are cold. You shove me when you’re 
close. You grum ble when you’re not.
D on’t push me away: Give me a fish.
I’ve been faithful to you, in my way, 
so now be kind.)

I w ou ld  have to m ove faster,
Manuel said, or we would not get out 
by sundown. I tried jum ping  along 
th e  rocks like him  an d  su d d en ly  
found myself on my back. The water 
c u sh io n e d  my fall b u t I was n o t 
grateful. Somehow my whole torso 
had landed in the river with my legs 
above, on dry land. It was a position 
th a t I had  never befo re  achieved  
despite my acknowledged expertise 
at falling into rivers. Ego aside, this 
was no t as bad as my conventional 
tum ble because the h ip-boots did 
n o t fill w ith  w ater an d  my tru n k  
would blow-dry soon enough. The bright side did not occur 
to me right away, though.

We came to an eddy that had created a little foothold for 
alders. A bird was dancing in them but I paid no attention, 
drifting my fly deep under the brush, troutless. The bird still 
danced. It was a desperate dance, bu t then  I was getting  
desperate myself. The flutter came again and I saw that the 
victim was a pintasilqo (English goldfinch) of sweet song. I 
waded the stream, boots shipping water. The finch had tried 
to eat a trout-fly that som eone had cast across the stream  
with a spinning rod. The float had caught in the alders, the 
line had broken, and the fly had dangled, a cruel trap. I 
unhooked the bird and held it for a m om ent to calm down, 
soft black and yellow body quiet in my caress, scarlet face

The river was half 
blue, half foamyB 

white, and small at 
the bottom of its 
canyon. Manuel 

showed me the goat- 
trail down through 

the rocks. I rushed to 
assemble my rod 

and tie on a team of 
three Portuguese 

wet flies.
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lo o k in g  a t  m e . W h e n  I o p e n e d  m y h a n d  th e  f in c h  lay  f o r  a 
m o m e n t ,  n o t  r e a l iz in g  th a t  it was f r e e ,  a n d  th e n  f la s h e d  o f f  
th ro u g h  g re en  leaves.

Flocks o f  g o ld fin ch es  a re  called  ch a rm s, w ith g o o d  reaso n . My 
d a m s e l in  d is tre s s  d id  n o t  say th a n k s  b u t  I h o p e d  th a t  i t  was 
re lieved  n o t to  be  p o p p e d  in  a  cage like m ost in  P o rtugal.

My ow n line  h ad  b e e n  d an g lin g  in  th e  c u r re n t  below  m e d u r in g  
th e  re scu e  o p e ra tio n . I w aded  back  to sh o re , c lea n ed  th e  flies o f  
som e flo tsam  they h a d  p ick ed  u p , a n d  cast th em  to  th e  u p s tre a m  
e n d  o f  th e  eddy. My in te n tio n  was ju s t  to  g e t th e  line  s tra ig h te n e d  
o u t  so th a t  I co u ld  w ind  it back  evenly o n to  th e  ree l. C h an ces o f  
c a tc h in g  a n y th in g  a f te r  th a t  co m m o tio n  w ere slim . B u t th e  lin e  
tw itched  as it d rif ted  u n d e r  a lim b a n d  I p u lle d  th e  ro d  tig h t. A 
s t ro n g  t ro u t  f la sh e d  g o ld , h o o k e d  o n  th e  to p  fly. I t r o t te d  h e r  
d o w n s tre a m  a t o n c e , k e e p in g  th e  a n g le  b e tw e e n  m e  a n d  fish  
co n s ta n t till she  tired  an d  slid in to  my net. S he was a b row n  tro u t, 
P o r tu g u e s e  n a tiv e  o f  a n te c e d e n ts  o ld e r  th a n  A d r ia n o ’s. As I 
re le ased  her, my back  b eg a n  to  fee l w arm  a n d  little  g lin ts re fle c ted
fro m  th e  c u r re n t. T h e  sun  was ou t.

* * * *
I w an t my N ere id s  shy a n d  seductive b u t  a rd e n t  w h en  I ca tch  

th em , like th o se  o f  C am oes. In  th e  L atin  co u n trie s  —  a n d  even in  
G erm any, o f  all p laces —  tro u t a re  assigned  a fem ale  g en d er. You 
can , o f  course , fin d  scho lars w ho will tell you th a t th e  g e n d e r  o f  a 
n o u n  has n o th in g  to  d o  w ith sex. I d o  n o t fish fo r scholars. I fish 
fo r a truta, la trucha, la truite, die forelle. E ng lishspeakers m ay say o f  a 
tro u t "look a t 'im  ju m p !” B ut everybody knows th a t w e’re  o d d . W ho 
else w ould  give tro u t a g e n d e r  su itab le  fo r m ak in g  w ar in s tead  o f 
love? I am  g ra te fu l to have lived in  th e  L atin  w orld  lo n g  e n o u g h  to  
g e t th ese  m atte rs  s tra igh t.

T h e  tro u t th e  fin ch  gave m e h ad  a secret: mayflies. H e r  th ro a t 
co n ta in e d  two o f  th em , ca u g h t b e fo re  they co u ld  fly o r m ate. T h ey  
a re  ca lled  d u n s, in  th a t  stage, a n d  I re co g n ized  th em  fro m  th e ir  
so b e r dress, th e  co lo r o f  olives tu rn in g  rip e . I stow ed my wet-fly 
leader, p u t on  a fin e r o n e , a n d  fa sten ed  to its tip a single flo a tin g  
fly re s e m b lin g  th e  re a l th in g . T h e n  I ru s h e d  back  to  th e  f ish in g  
w ith n o  tim e o u t fo r co n tem p la tio n . W h en  N ere ids a re  ready, they  
m ust n o t be k ep t w aiting.

A p o em  from  th e  m id-fifteen th  ce n tu ry  addresses th e  p ro b lem s 
o f  “a m an th a t lovith ffisshyng a n d  ffow ling b o th ” a n d  uses th em  as 
m e ta p h o r s  f o r  th e  p u r s u i t  o f  lo v e . I t  w as a*“p l e a s a u n c e ” o r
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“dysporte" with rules, not constant love. There are only so many 
poetic words, even in English, and I suppose that the anonymous 
author wanted to use the best of them for his strongest passions.

I knew why the trout were feeding: it was because there were 
mayflies to eat. I did not know why the mayflies and therefore the 
trout stopped all at once. Minutes after they did, however, the sun 
disappeared too, and Manuel told me that I must hurry to climb 
the bad passaqem before rain made the rocks slick. I looked for 
excuses. It was climb or swim, though. The river rushed through a 
cleft between cliffs, too deep to wade.

The passage would have been easy for a rock-climber. Even some 
anglers would have been com petent for it. I was not, but I 
accomplished the thing by scraping my fingertips and taking a 
minute interest in patterns on the rock before my nose. I did not 
look at the currents grumbling down below. Having passed the 
throat of the gorge, I descended sloping granite casually, legs 
barely trembling. Manuel told me to wait, urgency in his voice. I 
saw the viper just before his staff hit it. It was small, by comparison 
to a rattlesnake. I would not have killed it. I am not much afraid of 
snakes, but still the poisonous kind always stirs some lost emotion.

Above the passage, light-green grass grew from rocks in the 
Mondego, tall and lush as pampered plants in the office of a 
banker. I could not remember seeing so much unused forage 
anywhere in Portugal. Goats can go almost anywhere, but the 
passage had preserved paradise, or at least stopped the people 
taking care of the goats. The river felt lonely, my secret. Humans 
had trickled through it for hundreds of generations, of course. All 
had been tested by the passage. Hosts of this quality made such 
good company that I did not mind a thin, cold rain.

Fishing was slow. Mayflies seem to know that they should not 
leave the stream-bottom till the air-temperature is right, though 
how they can make such judgments is a mystery. Manuel and I 
moved along, he looking for vipers (which he could see better), I 
looking for trout (which I could see better). One has to learn to 
see things, you know. It is not just a matter of visual acuity.

I stood on a rock sloping into the Mondego, looking at a distant 
side-current that had an occasional odd quiver. There was a wink of 
white under water, then another a minute later. I could not see the 
rest of the trout, but the white had to be its mouth opening to take 
something drifting in the current. The something would be
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n y m p h s :  n o t  th e  N e r e id - k in d  b u t  t h e i r  n a m e s a k e ,  
im m a tu re  mayflies. T hey  h a d  p la n n e d  to  h a tch  d u rin g  th e  
b u rs t o f  sun, p e rh ap s , a n d  b e e ^  fo o led  by th e  ch a n g e  in  
w eather. H a tc h in g  is a d an g e ro u s  passage, fo r nym phs.

T h is was a tro u t w orth  th e  full tre a tm e n t. I c lip p ed  o ff 
my d ry  fly, len g th e n e d  th e  lead e r w ith a fin e  s tran d , a n d  
tied  o n  a ny m p h  th a t I h ad  d ressed  fo r th e  occasion . It 
h ad  an  a b d o m e n  w o u n d  o f  two p ale  fibers fro m  th e  tail o f  

a la te -se aso n  p h e a s a n t .  T h e  th o ra x  
was sp u n  o f  g u ard -h a irs  fro m  a h a r e ’s 
ear. T h e  th re a d  th a t h e ld  th e  d ressin g  
to g e th e r  was P e a rs a ll’s silk  a n d  th e  
h o o k  a P a rtr id g e , s tro n g  fo r  its size. 
T h e  m agic a n d  th e  science w ere b o th  
s tu d ied , you see.

I w aded  till I was cross-stream  from  
th e  t ro u t  a n d  so m e th ir ty  fe e t  away. 
T h e  fly was in  m y m o u th ,  so a k in g , 
a n d  it san k  in s ta n tly  w h e n  I cast it. 
T h e  t ro u t  d id  n o t  m ove. I t  d id  n o t  
m ove o n  th e  n e x t  tw o casts, e i th e r . 
O n  th e  fo u r th ,  th e r e  was th e  l i t t le  
p a le  w ink w h en  th e  fly h ad  d r if ted  to  
th e  r i g h t  p o s i t io n .  T h e  l in e  c a m e  
tig h t ju s t  lo n g  e n o u g h  fo r th e  fish to  
r e a c t  a n d  j e r k  it  f ro m  m y f in g e r s .  
Sm all tro u t c a n n o t d o  that. T h is o n e  
m ad e  a long, wallow ing ju m p  a n d  ra n  

u p s trea m  —  a n o th e r  th in g  sm all tro u t c a n n o t m a n a g e ^ S  
for th e  sh e lte r  o f  a cliff. T h e  line an g led  d ee p  an d  ticked  
twice o n  a rock , b u t th e  sh e lte r th a t th e  tro u t fo u n d  was 
n o t g o o d  en o u g h . It cam e back  in to  my n e t, f ifteen  in ch es  
long , big-jawed a n d  n o t pretty. M anue l said  th a t h e  h a d  
n o t seen  a tro u t q u ite  so big.

W h en  I o p in e d  th a t tro u t a re  fem ale , I was re fe rr in g  to  
th o se  o f  n o rm a l size. T h is  o n e  was h ook-jaw ed , a m ale  
charac te ristic . You ad m ire  a tro u t like th a t b u t you d o  n o t 
c o u r t it. You fig h t it.

T h e  ra in  e n d e d  th e n , th e  b reeze  blew  in  w arm  gusts, 
a n d  fish b eg an  ris in g  freely, w hich does n o t h a p p e n  o ften  
on  th e  u p p e r  M ondego . I cast frantically. O n e  sm all tro u t

A poem from the 
mid-fifteenth century 

addresses the 
problems of “a man 
that lovith ffisshyng 
and ffowling both” 
and uses them as 
metaphors for the 

pursuit of love. It was 
a “pleasaunce” or 

“dysporte" with rules, 
not constant love.
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m ad e  a m istake a t last an d  I d e rrick ed  it in. Its m o u th  c o n ta in e d  
d a rk  specks: b lack  g n a ts . I t ie d  o n  an  im ita t io n  a n d  h o o k e d  a 
b e tte r  fish, b u t  th e n  th e  rise was over, a lm ost w asted.

N ever m in d . W e w ere th ro u g h  th e  n arro w est p a r t  o f  th e  g o rg e  
by th en , ab le  to  walk a lo n g  th e  banks in  p laces, a n d  M an u e l w an ted  
to  keep  m oving. W e h e a rd  bells u p  above us o n  th e  canyon  walls. 
T h e n  we h ea rd  h ig h , lau g h in g  voices: ch ild re n  try in g  to drive goats 
w h ere  they d id  n o t w an t to be  driven . I w ould  have lau g h ed  too  b u t 
b ig  boys d o n ’t ju s t  b reak  o u t g igg ling  w ith n o  reason .

* * * *
W ild ern ess  is a th in g  in  th e  m in d , nobly  savage. I w an t it.
It is th e  last illusion  I am  allow ed, because h u m an s  d id n ’t w ork 

o u t, L o rd  know s, a n d  th e  an im als  I tr ie d  to  e n n o b le  w ere  even  
m o re  rid icu lo u s. (T h e re  was a  n a tu re -fak in g  film , o n e  m o re  o f  a 
lo n g  line, in  w hich fa th e r  b ea r re a re d  his o ffsp ring . In  n a tu re , th a t 
c u b  w ou ld  have m ad e  a co u p le  o f  g o o d  m eals.) I w an t th e  re a l  
th in g , b e a u tifu l, re d  in  to o th  a n d  claw. I en jo y  it ev en  in  b e d , 
covers over my h ead . M aybe th a t is how  I enjoy it m ost.

T h e  M o n d e g o ’s g o rg e  feels rig h t. It keeps m ost p e o p le  o u t a n d  
lets m e in. It gives m e ru n n in g  w ater an d  tro u t. T h e  tro u t a re  th e  
b e tte r  fo r hav ing  ad a p te d  to  m e over m illenn ia . T h e  lau g h in g  a n d  
tin k lin g  o f  bells a re  also ech o es across th e  ages.

In  A m erica , we like to  p re te n d  th a t th e re  is w ild e rn ess  ru le d  
only  by th e  b a lan ce  o f  n a tu re . In  fac t n a tu re  knows n o  b a lan ce  a n d  
if  sh e  d id , we h u m an s  w ould  have a lte red  it b e fo re  now. C alling  a 
p lace  w ilderness is nevertheless co n v en ien t b ecause  it lets us d u ck  
d e c is io n s  o n  m a n a g e m e n t .  I f  i t  w e re  n o t  w i ld e rn e s s  by law, 
som ebody  w ould  find  a way to  g e t u p  th e  g o rg e  w ith en g in es  — je t-  
b o a ts  o r  h e lic o p te r s  o r so m e th in g . H e  w o u ld  d riv e  an  o ff-ro ad  
vehicle  over th e  g o a t trails to  th e  rim . A n y o n e  try ing  to  stop  h im  
w ould  be accused  o f  v io lating  d em o cra tic  freedom s. We a re  a new, 
a ll-o r-n o th in g  civilization. It takes an  o ld  o n e  to  b u ild  w ilderness 
from  half-m easures.

I w ould  like to  tell you th a t th e  g o rg e  o f  th e  M o n d eg o  is safe. In  
fact it is know n locally as th e  sitio da barragem, p lace  o f  th e  dam , 
b ecau se  fo r  years th e  en g in ee rs  have b e e n  w an tin g  to  p lu g  it u p  
a n d  f lo o d  it. M aybe th e  E u ro p e a n  C o m m u n ity  w ill lo a n  th e m  
en o u g h  .m oney  fo r  th e  jo b .
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Rainbows of Vermejo
Robert H. Berls

H “K?s, as everyone knows, meditation and water are wedded forever. ’f î 
H e rm an  Melville

Dr iv in g  s o u th  f ro m  D e n v e r  to  N ew  M ex ico , th e  f r o n t  
ra n g e  o f th e  R ockies is a m irag e  o n  th e  h o rizo n . T h e  
m o u n ta in s  b eco m e real in s o u th e rn  C o lo rad o , sq u eez in g  

you th ro u g h  th e  R aton  Pass u n til you ease o u t in to  th e  so m n o le n t 
tow n o f R aton , New M exico. J u s t  beyond  tow n you tu rn  west, u p  
hill, fo r 40 m iles in to  th e  S angre  de  C risto  ran g e . T h e  m o u n ta in s  
a re  as b eau tifu l as th e ir  n am e sou n d s (L atins have a  p re d ile c tio n  
fo r  su ch  a p p e lla tio n s — re m in d in g  m e o f  an  I ta lia n  w h ite  w ine  
c a lle d  L ac ry m a  C h ris ti; th e  n a m e  is e n o u g h  to  p u t  y o u  o ff  it. 
Anyhow, I’ll b e t i t’s bitter. ) A fter ru n n in g  o u t o f  paved  ro ad , th e n  
c ru n c h in g  o ff gravel o n to  d irt, you w o n d er— on your first tr ip — if 
you m issed so m e th in g  in th o se  d irec tio n s. J u s t  w h en  you d ec id e  
y o u ’re  lost you arrive a t V erm ejo  Park  ra n c h  h ea d q u arte rs ; 400,000 
acres o f a lp in e  forest, ra n g e  a n d  m eadow .

W hat o n e  goes to V erm ejo fo r is th e  superla tive lake fish in g  fo r 
t ro u t ,  m o stly  ra in b o w s, b u t  a lso  b ro w n s, b ro o k s , a n d  ra in b o w - 
c u t th ro a t  h y b rid s  . A n d  th a t ’s on ly  o n  th e  d o ze n  lakes you can  
reach  by ro a d  a t 8,000 to 10,000 fee t . T h e re  a re  several so-called 
g lac ie r lakes above t im b e r lin e  r e q u ir in g  a lo n g  h ik e  over sc ree  
slides an d  snow  fields, b u t they are  am o n g  th e  last re d o u b ts  o f  th e  
Rio G ran d e  C u tth ro a t, an d  they ru n  big u p  th e re  I ’m told.

W h at took  m e back  to V erm ejo  a re  th e  dam selfly an d  ca p e rin g  
sedge h a tch es— big flies fo r big tro u t. At V erm ejo  you can fish wet, 
d am p , o r d r $  an d  th a t m eans you n o t y our flies. You can w ade an d  
cast to  th e  e d g e s  o f  th e  w e ed  b e d s , o r  ta k e  o n e  o f  th e  b o a ts  
p ro v id ed  a t each  lake an d  d rift over th e  aq u a tic  g a rd en s  casting  as 
you go. You can  a n c h o r  a co m fo rtab le  casting  d is tan ce  o u ts id e  th e  
big, su rface  beds o f  p o tam o g e to n  w hen  th e  cap e re rs  a re  h a tc h in g  
o r  eg g -la y in g  a n d  le t  th e  t r o u t  c o m e  to  y o u — w h ic h  th e y  w ill 
oblig ingly  do. O r you can fish d am p , an  ap p ro ach  I was in tro d u c e d
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la te  m e m b e r  C arl 
b o o k  co llec tio n  a t 
o f T im o th y  B en n , 
^ l a n e ,  a n d  J o h n

vs

t c a u sed  m u c h  stir 
d  has h a d  a p p lie d  
'l e v a n t  l a u d a to r y  
It is n o t a  “how  to ” 
ich m a te r ia l a b o u t 
n a n g lin g  b o o k  o f  
u g h  th e  g lu e  th a t 

o b s e r v a t io n s  a n d  
t by th e  a u th o r ,  a 
w ade a n d  fish  th e  
i M ich igan . A bove 
to  re a d .

meat, but with a fly 
casting justified the

> m iss th e  m ark  by 
as fish , w o u ld  we 

lem b ers  w ad in g  in  
a n d  w av in g  lo n g  

>ops? D o e sn ’t th a t 
a lm o s t” in  f ro n t  o f

a te  in  s ta t in g  h is

early into the water 
'arfloats downstream 
he case with the bee,

nothing rises to take him. I lie on a small but without
much hope, and continue on. A sparrow suddenly an alder and
drops a little white blob in the water. Instantly a small trout ■* 
lunges for it. How can I  imitate that ? ”

In  What the River Knows no new ways o f  casting  a re  described , no  
new  m ate ria ls  a re  in tro d u ce d  fo r flies, ro d s , o r  lines, n o  new  fly 
p a tte rn s  a re  revealed , and  n o  tro p h y  tro u t a re  taken . B ut th e  book  
has ch a rm . Its flavor derives from  th e  so litu d e  o f  a w ilderness tro u t 
s tre a m  a n d  th e  re su ltin g  c h a n c e  fo r  th e  a n g le r  to  o b se rv e  an d  
c o n te m p la te ,  to  p h ilo so p h ize , a n d  to  le t his m in d  ru m m a g e  in  
m em o ry ’s attic  an d  even go w oolgathering . A nd  a de lic ious flavor 
it is.

Daniel James

THE LAST OLD PLACE,
A Search Throuqh Portugal
Datus C. Proper
Simon & Schuster, New York 1992

W ith  th is  b o o k  D a tu s  P r o p e r  ta k e s  h is  p la c e  in  th e  g r e a t  
t r a d i t io n  o f  trav e l w riters  like R o b e r t  Lew is S te v e n so n , N eg ley  
Farson an d  Paul T heroux . As a d ip lo m a t he  lived a n d  w orked  in 
P o rtu g a l a n d  P o rtu g u ese -sp eak in g  c o u n tr ie s  fo r  te n  years. Two 
e a r lie r  books, W hat th e  T ro u t Said a n d  P h easa n ts  o f  th e  M ind, 
d e m o n s tra te d  his skill as a writer. H e re  h e  takes his re ad e rs  with a 
c le a r eye b u t d e e p  e n jo y m e n t a n d  u n d e r s ta n d in g  o n  a to u r  o f  
d isco v e ry  by c a r  a n d  foo t th ro u g h  P o r tu g a l, th e  o ld  p lace . H e  
tra v e ls  w ith  h is  o ld  P o r tu g u e s e  f r ie n d  a n d  g u id e ,  A d r ia n a . I 
re c o m m e n d  th a t you buy the  b ook  an d  travel w ith them .

In th e  in tro d u c tio n  to th e  b o o k  J a n  M orris d esc rib es  D atus as 
“th e  ab so lu te  o p p o site  o f your pack ag ed  to u ris t” a n d  h e lp s  exp lain  
this with th e  co m m en t from  D atus th a t “my fish ing  ro d  naturalizes 
m e ”. P la in ly  it d o es , a n d  in  th is  b o o k  it p ro d u c e s  th e  k in d  o f  
r e a d in g  fo r t ro u t  f ish e rm e n  th a t  has so g e n e ro u s ly  b e e n  m ad e  
available to th e  read ers  o f the B ulletin  with th e  ex cerp ts  th a t start 
in this issue.

THE LA ST  OLD PLACE has b e e n  e le g a n tly  p r o d u c e d ,  e a c h  
c h a p te r  o p e n in g  w ith  a w o o d c u t o r s im ila r  i l lu s t ra t io n  a n d  a 
q u o ta tio n  Irom  I he Lusiads an d  o th e r  w ritings.

Palmer Baker



Field & Stream Magazine 
187 Great Road #C-1 
Acton, MA 01720 
(508) 635-0857

William G. Tapply 
Contributing Editor

F e b r u a r y  24 

Dear D a t u s :

I ' d  i n t e n d e d  t o  w a i t  u n t i l  I - f i n i s h e d  THE LAST OLD PLACE  
b e f o r e  w r i t i n g  t o  thank you f o r  h a v i n g  them send  me a c o p y .  
But I 'm e n j o y i n g  i t  so  much,  and t r y i n g  to  mete out  smal l  
d o s e s  o f  i t  s o  I can p r o p e r l y  s a v o r  i t ,  t h a t  I f i g u r e d  I 
mi gh t  as  w e l l  drop  you a note  now.

Y e s .  Good b oo k .  G l a d  you kept  the h u n t i n g  in i t .  I hope i t  
g e t s  the r e c o g n i t i o n  and s a l e s  i t  d e s e r v e s .

I ' v e  been g o i n g  ' r o u n d  w i t h  the New Y o r k  p u b l i s h e r s  (a  l e s s  
r a t i o n a l  w o r l d  I c an not  i mag ine)  f o r  the p a s t  y e a r  b e f o r e  
f i n a l l y  f i n d i n g  one who I t h i n k  mi gh t  h a n d l e  my n o v e l s  
p r o p e r l y  ( t hough  I remain  s k e p t i c a l ) .  M e a n w h i l e ,  I ' v e  been 
w o r k i n g  on a k i n d  o f  memoir f o r  N i c k  L y o n s  ( t h e  o n l y  v o i c e  o f  
r e a s o n  in the e n t i r e  c i t y  o f  New Y o r k ) ,  w r i t i n g  a s o r t  o f  
t r a v e l o g u e  o f  my own (I j u s t  spend t ime a t  Dal  den Pond —  
w h a t ' s  t r a v e l i n g  i s  t i m e ,  w h i l e  I remain  e s s e n t i a l l y  
s t a t i o n a r y ) ,  c o l l a b o r a t i n g  on a s u s p e n s e / t h r i 11er/romance  
s o r t  o f  t h i n g ,  and g e n e r a l l y  t r y i n g  t o  make a l i v i n g  and  
remain  m a r g i n a l l y  s a n e .  N e i t h e r  i s  e a s y .

A r e  you g o i n g  to  the F&S s h i n d i g  in May? Hope to  see you 
t h e r e .  My summer Montana p l a n s  a re  not  s e t  y e t ,  but  I e x p e c t  
t o  be in your  neck o f  the p l a i n s  toward the end o f  J u ne .
When I know, I ' l l  l e t  you know, in the hope t h a t  you and I 
mi gh t  c a s t  a f l y  t o g e t h e r .

I 'm h on or ed  to  s h a r e  a p l a c e  on the masthead  wi t h  yo u .
Y o u ' r e  a h e l l u v a  w r i t e r .

B es t

WTß Times Mirror 
M Magazines





October 6
M r . Gary Luke 
Simon & Schuster 
1230 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, NY 10020

Dear Gary,
My contribution to reviewer's list herewith.

, 1992



Portugal — - Review Copies

My knowledge is confined to magazines and readers interested 
in the outdoors -- and even in that area, there are big gaps. I 
can't help with the broader market (travel magazines and such).

Publications & Editors

Mr. Duncan Barnes, Editor 
Field & Stream 
2 Park Avenue 
New York, NY 10016

Ms. Margaret Nichols 
Managing Editor 
Field & Stream 
2 Park Avenue 
New York, NY 10016

Mr. Slaton White 
Assistant Managing Editor 
Field & Stream 
2 Park Avenue 
New York, NY 10016
Mr. David Foster, Editor 
Gray's Sporting Journal 
Box 1207
Augusta, Georgia 30903-1207

Mr. John Hewitt 
Senior Editor 
Gray's Sporting Journal 
Box 1207
Augusta, Georgia 30903-1207

Mr. Chuck Wechsler, Editor 
Sporting Classics Magazine 
1111 Broad St.
Camden, SC 29020
Mr. Jim Casada
Sporting Classics Magazine
1111 Broad St.
Camden, SC 29020
Ms. Margot Page, Editor 
The American Fly Fisher 
Box 42
Manchester, VT 05254
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Mr. Silvio Calabi, Editor 
Fly Rod & Reel 
Roxmont, Route 1 
Rockport, ME 04856
Mr. John Barsness, Editor 
Game Journal 
640 Hwy. 12 East 
Townsend, MT 59644
Mr. Tom Pero, Editor 
Trout Magazine 
Box 6225 
Bend, OR 97708

Mr. Bill Buckley, Editor 
Shooting Sportsman 
Box 610
Bozeman, MT 59771

Mr. John Randolph, Editor 
Fly Fisherman Magazine 
6405 Flank Drive 
Harrisburg, PA 17112
Mr. Steve Smith, Editor 
Game St Gun Magazine 
Box 968
Traverse City, MI 49684
Mr Gary LaFontaine 
Greycliff Publishing Company 
Box 166
Deerlodge, MT 59772

Mr. Russ Chatham 
Clark City Press 
109 W. Callender 
Livingston, MT
Mr. Nick Lyons 
342 West 84th St.
New York, NY 10024
Outside Magazine 
attn. Greg McNamee 
1165 N. Clark St.
Chicago, 111. 60610
Mr. Edouard Desrochers, Editor (2 copies requested) 
Exonians in Print 
Phillips Exeter Academy 
Exeter, NH 03833
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Mr. Bob Wilbanks 
Stover Publishing 
1901 Bell Ave., Suite 4 
Des Moines, Iowa 35098
Ms. Gail Schontzler 
Bozeman Daily Chronicle 
Box 1188
Bozeman, MT 59715

Esquire's reviewer 

Smithsonian's reviewer

Writers & Reviewers

Mr. Steve Bodio 
Box 709
Magdalena, NM 87825
Mr. Tom McIntyre 
10221 Downey Avenue 
Downey, CA 90241
Jim Harrison
(personal address if you have one)
Mr. John Thorne
(writer -- somewhere in NYC)

Paul Therot

Robert Hughes

Mr. John McPhee
475 Drake's Corner Road
Princeton, NJ 08540
Mr. Verlyn Klinkenborg 
Box 790
Housatonic, Mass. 01236

Mr. Michael Rothschild, Director 
Bionomics Institute 
2173 Francisco Blvd., Suite C 
San Rafael, CA 94901
Mr. Bill Tapply 
187 Great Road #C-l 
Acton, Mass. 01720
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Mr. Robert H. Berls 
2751 Unicorn Lane 
Washington, D.C. 20015
Mr. R. Palmer Baker, Jr.
The Baker Co. Inc.
444 Madison Avenue 
New York, NY 10022

Mr. Herbert Wellington Jr. 
Piping Rock Road 
Locust Valley, NY 11560
Amb. Richard J. Bloomfield 
153 Upland Road 
Cambridge, Mass. 02140
Mr. John Baden 
FREE
4900 25th N.E.
Seattle, WA 98105
Prof. Fernando A.M. Mourao 
Centro de Estudos Africanos 
Universidade de Sao Paulo 
C.P. 8105 
Sao Paulo 
Brazil

M r . David Quammen 
414 S. 3rd Avenue 
Bozeman, MT 59715
Mr. Michael Levy 
The Buffalo News 
Box 100
Buffalo, NY 14240
Mr. Robert H. Bates 
153 High St.
Exeter, NH 03833
Mr. Herbert Wellington 
Piping/Rock Road 
Locust Valley, NY 11560
Mr. Jack Heddon 
13 Hawthorn Close 
Honiton, Devon EX14 8LS 
England



Booksellers
Mr. Charles Johnson 
Wilderness Adventures 
1611 W. Koch St. #21 
Bozeman, MT 59771
Barry Servientes 
The Angler's Art 
Box 148
Plainfield, PA 17081
Mr. Leigh Perkins 
RR#1, Box 1420
Manchester Center, VT 055255
Pro-Tackle Distributors 
attn. Chris Van Dyke 
224 Old Bethlehem Pike 
Souderton, PA 18960
Raymond Rumpf & Sons 
attn. Ray Rumpf 
Box 319
Sellersville, PA 18960

M s . Judith Bowman 
Judith Bowman Books 
Pound Ridge Road 
Bedford, NY 10506

Mr. Alan Bramley 
Partridge of Redditch Ltd.
Mt. Pleasant, Redditch 
Worcs. B97 4JE, England

The Book's Hero

Mr. Adriano de Seabra Cancela 
Av. Gago Coutinho 75 
1700 Lisbon 
Portugal
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) P HR. MR 1 {Sim}

P r o p e r ,  D a tu s  C. ’he L ast Old Place: A Search  th rou gh  
Portugal. Mar. 199.' . 256p. index, illu s. S i m n  &
S ch u ster , $22 (0-67 -78226-6). G alley.
9 14 .6904’44 Portugal-S^Dcsc ip tion  and travel / /  Portugal— S o : al life and custom s 
[OGLC] 92-22628

A h, Portugal! Lane o f Prince H enry th e  I av iga tor  and  
N uno A lvares; bacclhau  and  ; and
M ost everyone h as it le a st  heard  o f th e  no lle  prince, h u 
m an  sym bol o f th e  A ge o f D iscovery  and  in h a b ita n t o f  
m an y w orld history textbooks. B u t how  m an y know  about  
N uno A lvares, th( "El Cid" o f P ortugal, ep itom e o f  
ch iva lry  th a t th e  Spaniard  w a sn ’t? Fihos are d ou gh n u ts  
sa n s  holes, everyth  ng  our oversw eet, greasy , h o ley  ersa tz  
d ou ghn u ts aren ’t. Translated, bacalhau  m ea n s codfish . 
A lw ays salt-cured  iii P ortugal, it  w as once cheap; now  i t ’s 
a lm o st as exp en sive  as lobster. "And w orth  it," sa y s  th e  
author. Pelourinhoi\ (p illories) are no longer in  use; m any,
how ever, serve now. as tou rist a ttractions, b ein g  p lea s in g 
ly  ornate. "Hard to phew as lea th er  steaks," ;m unfo lded  O  
D ia  on a m an’s brei. k fast tab le  a lerts  th e  w orld th a t  h e  is  
a serious m an  who reca lls  w ith  reverence th e  ha lcyon  
days o f decen t governm ent in  P ortugal. The a forem en 
tion ed  are but tidbi :s sp illed  from  th e  banq .et o f  P roper’s 
d eligh tfu l travel narrative , an  erudite ram ble th rou gh  one  
o f E urope’s m ost underappreciated  countrie s. B u t n ot for 
long! A rm chair travelers w ill w a n t to jo in  to e au th or and  
h is  P ortu gu ese  friend, A driano, as th ey  am ble throu gh  
h istoric  s ite s , ea ter ies , trou t stream s, ano  m ore. T h en  
th ey ’ll know  w hy Pc rtugal is  fa s t  becom ing E urope’s h o t
te s t  travel d estin ation . — R ich ard  S n yd er

B
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Phillips Exeter Academy

The Library

Edouard L. Desrochers
Assistant Librarian and Academy Archivist

Mr. Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road
Belgrade, MT 59714-8307 February 12, 1993

Dear Mr. Proper:
I have just received a copy of The Last Old Place: a Search 

Through Portugal from Simon & Schuster. Thank you very much for 
arranging to have the book sent to me. I will be more than happy 
to list it in my next "Exonians In Print" column. Look for it in 
the Summer 1993 issue of The Bulletin.

We are always grateful to receive copies of alumni/ae 
publications. I have given the book to Jacquelyn H. Thomas, 
Academy Librarian, for the Alumni/ae Authors Collection in the 
Library.

Sincerely,

Editor, Exonians In Print

Exeter, New Hampshire 03833-1104 Tel (603) 772-4311 Fax (603) 772-4364
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S I M O N  & S C H U S T E R

Simon & Schuster Consumer Group 
1230 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, NY 10020 
212-698-7000

October 1, 1992

Dear Datus,

I wanted to take this opportunity to introduce myself to you and let you know 

that I, and my associate Deanne Shashoua, will be working together on the pubic- 

ity for your book. We are currently coordinating our galley mailings for media 

that need to see your book as early as possible (including publications that review 

books and have long lead times). If you have any names of additional people that 

should see an advance copy (ie.- personal media contacts) please let me know of 

them as soon as possible.

We will solicit the appropriate areas for interviews and publicity in your region 

closer to the publication date. I'll be structuring our overall efforts and Deanne 

will be working directly with you most of the time, but I just wanted to say if 

there is anything she or I can do for you in the meantime, please let me know.

Best Wishes,

C ft)w illenger
Senior Publicist 
212/698-7277
fax - 212/698-7336
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