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(Foreword)

THE MEETING PLACE

I love to see that Nature is so rife with life 
that myriads can be afforded to be sacrificed 
and suffered to prey on one another....

Henry David Thoreau

Three lives come together in a circle on the water. A mayfly 
nymph climbs from the silt, swims toward unaccustomed light, and 
is beginning the winged life when a trout's neb breaks the calm 
surface. Another fly then floats by, but this one has a hook in 
it. Trout rises gently. Angler swallows deep.

These are matters of life and death. The mayfly might have 
finished its sun dance, but for the trout. The trout might have 
stored fat for the winter, but for your fly with a sting. And you 
there, at the top of the food chain: What brings you here? What 
drew you to the edge of the stream?
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The Meeting Place Proper

You are here to walk, but not for the exercise, and to sweat 
off some flab, though no one could pay you to work this hard«You 
are here to crouch in cold water, cast to a trout and catch it or 
put it down, then stretch the cramp in your thigh and move on up 
and up where the stream runs small and the fish never saw a fly 
they didn't like.

You keep going because your prey believes in you. The trout 
is still dappled to hide when you pass, still swift to flee from 
your clumsy feet. The mayfly believes in the trout too, and 
unfolds wings clear as water. You kneel by the river, shoot your 
line, and hit the ring of the rise. You and fish and fly meet 
where you have always met, in that window between stream and sky.
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(INTRODUCTION)

UP THE MOUNTAIN AND INTO THE STREAM

Some people think of trout as food. Mention them to a 
Russian, for example, and you may be told to roll your fish in 
flour and cook them, heads and all, in sputtering butterf| But 
that is the last recipe in these pages.

Most anglers, in our American state of abundance, can afford 
to forget about a fish dinner -- at least until the sun sets and 
a cold mist puts an end to the evening rise. While there is still 
light, we want to know what fly the trout are eating so that we 
can tie on an imitation with a hook in it. We are caught up in 
one of life's miracles —  beautiful fish sipping beautiful 
insects.

And here is the conundrum. We love trout, mayflies, and cool 
streams not because they fit on our degraded planet but because 
they are remnants of something better. We love that something, 
and so we fight for it. Without anglers, there would be even more 
pollution and more dams, which make sense in a backward world. 
Trout are are a drag on profits.
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The rest of this gets awkward —  like telling my wife why I 
come home early, sometimes, while trout are still rising. The 
attraction is not her carrot cake, though it is the world's best. 
I am not even attracted to her dress, though it is speckled like 
a brook trout. No. What brings me home is something primitive, 
indescribable, and irresistible.

Fishing is the same. There must be a hunter-gatherer's 
hormone, buried deep under the debris of civilization -- some 
ancient drive that pulls anglers up the mountains and into the 
streams.

Yesterday, though, I pushed my luck. Light was fading on the 
tallest peaks and the canyon was dark when I packed my waders in 
a rucksack, groped around for my rod, and could not find it. I 
felt almost as if I had let my wife down. That rod was part of me 
too —  a gentle old friend of first-generation graphite with 
four-ounce reel, lost in a tangle of willows while I changed my 
boots for the hike out.

And then this morning I was back in the mountains at first 
light and the rod was there, in plain view. Any hiker could have 
spotted it and taken it home. But no one else would have had its 
story.

Datus Proper
Gallatin Valley, Montana 

Year 2000
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Americans would have agreed with this advice, not long ago, 
but for most of us today, trout are luxuries, more beautiful than 
diamonds, which are lifeless items of commerce.

but my eye-hand coordination is still there and my rod is 
not just a tool. It is an atlatl. It bends, curves, and drives 
home the point.

the same and a ten-inch trout looks big in this small stream 
and if I fail, somebody will show me how to get it right.

Somebody has always been around -- somebody wiser, maybe 
older to help the kid. Don't stop. And never mind my hair; it is 
prematurely gray.

The trout have faded too, and become words in my diary. But 
the people are vivid. There was Betty Cave and Lula Belle and 
John G. Cave of the Virginia Light Artillery, C.S.A. There was 
Bailey Spigler, who saved me from Washington, D.C., and Scotty 
Chapman, who showed me that brook trout were big for their size. 
There was Vince Marinaro, who wrote the first great innovative 
work on American dry flies; John Bietenduefel -- the big one who 
got away -- and Ned Maguire, who told me not to let Anna get 
away.

Maybe there are more. I'll keep looking.
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