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Reg Howe, who had discovered the trick 
of taking the silvers, displays four prizes

" \  / E S  sir, you'll be lucky if you ever 
Y  see a silver, le t alone ge t one.
I They bite for only three or four 

weeks a fte r the ice goes out., And any
w ay,” the old-tim er added, eying my 
fishing tackle, “if you’re one of them  
purists they ta lk  about, you m ight as 
well s tay  t ’ home, because they don t
take flies.” ‘ y «,, T

“Finicky about biting, are they? l
prodded.

“Used to be a tim e when you could 
catch ’em hand over fist, all small ones, 
five to seven inches long. Once in a 
while, you’d get one near a  foot long. 
Nowadays i t ’s different—don’t  ever 
catch ’em, no m a tte r w hat length.” 

j. This w as the first tim e I ’d ever heard 
about the m ysterious fish of Lake. 
Monadnock—-silver trout, or Salyelinus 
agassizii if you are up on your ichthy
ology. As we rested on the bank of the 
stream , the old-tim er drew from  his

creel one or two of the speckled beauties 
he had ju st taken.

“Guess you’ll have to look a t these 
brookies and imagine they was all 
silver. They’re the nearest th ing to 
’em you’re ever likely to see.”

I thought no more about silver trout: 
until five years ago, when Reg Howe 
called me on the ’phone.

“Come on over,” he said excitedly. 
“I ’ve got som ething to show you tha t'll 
m ake your eyes look like toy balloons!

.Reg is one angler who isn’t  given to 
exaggeration, so I hustled over to his 
place w ithout delay.' There, set off by 
a bed of large, green ferns; lay four of 
the m ost beautiful tro u t I  had ever 
seen, their resplendent silver bodies fa r  
surpassing all the lustre the old-timer 
had described to me.

“There you are ,” Reg exulted. “H ow  
do you like the silvers nobody ever 
ca tches?”
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As Mysteriously as It Had Disappeared, a Scrappy 
Species of Trout Returns to a Mountain Lake, and 
Starts an Angler on the Oddest Quest of His Life

As I  gazed w ith awe, I  knew th a t m y 
creel would never hold another trou t 
until I  w as lucky enough to land one 
of those handsome three-pound cham 
pions. F o r the next four years, I  
numbed m y hands and feet w aiting for 
a  silver-hued tro u t to come along. 
Countless tim es I  anchored a boat a t  
every favored spot on the lake, bu t the 
nearest I  came to getting  a  tro u t was 
to grab  a  deeply dipping rod ju st too 
late to do any good. On sunny days, 
rainy days, breezy days, and quiet days, 
from May 20 until the middle of July, 
I  made weekly or bi-weekly pilgrim ages 
to the haven of dream  fish, trying, under 
every conceivable condition, to in terest 
them  in the tim e-honored bait the old- 
tim ers swore by—a hook overloaded 
w ith garden hackle. But, though I  
knew they were there, I  was never able 
to solve the m ystery  of the phantom  
silvers.

M ystery? Yes, for little is known 
about the origin of these fish. Legend 
has it th a t they were transp lan ted  from 
a  lake in Switzerland, but no record 
has ever been found to substantiate 
the contention, and, so fa r  as au thori
tative sources reveal, the fish is indig
enous to the New H am pshire lakes 
and has never been found elsewhere.

The Salvelinus agassizii, or Dublin 
Pond trout, is a  m em ber of the brook- 
trou t family, although it has few of 
the red spots th a t distinguish its cousin, 
nor has it the m ottled back and dorsal 
fin. F rom  a  white belly, its sides 
turn  to a  shim m ering silver, and 
its back is alm ost black. In  other 
respects, square ta il and all, it 
closely resembles the other mem
bers of its family.

I t  is tru e  tha t, two decades ago, 
these tro u t were caught easily 
and abundantly, though all were 
small. In  the la st ten years, com
paratively few have been taken 
from Lake Monadnock, and m ost 
of those have averaged from  two 
to th ree pounds. D uring th is dec
ade, Reg Howe, generally con
ceded to be the m ost successful 
fisherman to tackle Lake Monad
nock, has caught twenty-five or 
th irty  of these fish, only two or 
three of them  being less than 
sixteen inches in length. This 
change in size and quantity  from  
conditions of tw enty  years ago 
has yet to be explained.

There are persons who believe 
tha t environm ent changed the 
color of Lake Monadnock silvers.
Living in the crystal-clear w ater 
of a  lake nestled in the towering 
heights of granite-ledged Monad
nock Mountain, w ith a  bottom  of 
light, fine-textured sand, some
times 100 feet beneath them, m ay 
have som ething to do w ith the 
transform ation. Possibly the m in
eral content of the w ate r or

character of food supply m ay have 
caused the tro u t in Lake Monadnock to 
grow larger and more silvery than  the 
Dublin Pond tro u t found in o ther New 
Ham pshire lakes.

Anyway, I ’ll take a silver whenever 
I  get a chance, not only for its fighting 
qualities but for its edibility. I t  tastes 
ra th e r like salmon, and has a  firm, 
deep-pink meat, not a t  all dry or tough 
as you m ight expect of a large-sized 
brook trout, and it bakes or broils 
equally well.

Among fishermen who have angled 
for these trout, not one w ith whom I 
have talked has had any luck w ith any
thing but a  w ad of garden worm s or 
n ight crawlers. But, having seen the 
speedy strikes of these fighters, I  m ain
ta in  th a t it is perfectly  sporting to fish 
them  w ith garden hackle—they’ve a l
w ays proved too fa s t for me. I  have 
never heard of a  silver’s being caught 
w ith a  dry fly, though I  have seen the 
tro u t rise for na tu ra l flies.

But I  recently learned th a t the silver 
trou t can be taken with-—wait, I ’m 
getting  ahead of m y story.

Came the F ish and Game Club supper 
last April, and, following the roast 
turkey, the boys were swapping yarns. 
The tro u t season was but a  few days 
in the offing, so it was, naturally , the 
leading topic of conversation.

W aiting for the inevitable pause th a t 
comes in any general conversation, I  
dropped this (Continued on page 68)

The author with his first silver trout a few 
moments after it was landed'. It measured 19 
inches, and weighed three pounds two ounces

By
JOHN E. COFFIN

Playing the scrapper from the boat. The silver put up a fight which included fust about everything a gam 
tish is ,capable of fancy diving, rolling on the line, and jumping out of the water with wild abandc
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challenge into the  silence: ‘‘Well, boys,”
I  boasted  solemnly, “I ’m b e ttin g  any
one rig h t now th a t  I ’ll ca tch  th ree  fish 
th is  year big enough to m ake your  ̂
m ou th  w ater. One will be a  brookie 
longer th a n  tw elve inches, an o th e r a 
ra inbow  ju s t as long, and—now don’t  
laugh—a silver!”

W hen th e  sn ickers subsided, a  tew  
lis teners  m igh t have been eager to ac
cep t a  w ager on it, b u t th ey  rem em bered 
w e’d had  a  few  d rinks a t dinner, and  
refused  to  tak e  m e seriously. W hich as 
th ings tu rn ed  ou t w as ju s t as well fo r
them . , _ ,

I  c au g h t m y brookie first, and  he 
overreached  th e  prom ised m ark  by tw o 
and  a  h a lf  inches, a  p re tty  good tro u t 
fo r N ew  H am pshire . Then, betw een 
tr ip s  to th e  h au n ts  of th e  silver, I  
sough t m y  rainbow  in o ther w aters , and 
one fine day  a  gleam ing figh ter fu l
filled the  second p a r t of m y boast. B u t 
th e  tim e w as grow ing short,, and  I  had  
y e t to  land  m y silver. „

«Let’s head  east tom orrow , Charlie,
I  sa id  to  m y usual com panion on hun t- 
ing  and  fishing trip s. “I  feel k in d  of 
lucky.”

C h a r lie /a s  alw ays, objected to  fishing 
a t  L ake M onadnock.

“T here’s no sense in going over th e re ; 
le t’s go a f te r  some rainbow s.”

“No soap. I ’m  g e tting  a  silver before 
th is  season is over.” T hen I  added a  
p lea: “T om orrow ’s th e  la s t Sunday 111 
be able to  ge t over to  M onadnock th is
season.” . ,.

B ig-hearted  as he alw ays is, C harlie 
gave in, and  the  nex t m orn ing  found us 
w ith  th e  boa t on the tra ile r, beaded in 
th e  r ig h t d irection. A heavy fog lay 
over the  w a te r w hen we reached  L ake 
M onadnock, h id ing  from  our view 
th ree  or fou r o ther boatloads of 
hopeful W altonites. Once on the 
w ater, we fo rgo t fog and every
th in g  else.

“W an t some of these craw l
e rs? ” asked  C harlie. “T hey’re 
no t too lively, th ey ’re  some old 
ones I ’ve had .”

“No, th an k s , you use them  to 
day—I ’m going to  try  some flies!”

Old o r not, C harlie’s craw lers 
proved a ttrac tiv e , fo r we h ad n ’t  
been th e re  fifteen m inu tes before 
he h ad  a  b ite  and  a  ten-inch 
brook tro u t. T h a t pepped him  up 
fo r a  spell, a lthough  he w as dis
appoin ted  th a t  i t  w as “only a  
brookie.”

The fog soon lifted  and  th e  
sun got w arm er, bu t, a p a r t from  
th a t  brookie, a  good-sized shiner, 
a  perch, and  a  couple of redfins 
seem ed to  be th e  only hung ry  
fish in th e  lake. In  th e  m eantim e, 
c o n tra ry  to  all advice, I  tr ied  flies 
by the  dozen. I  w en t th rough  m y 
en tire  collection, fishing w et and 
fishing dry, tro u t flies and  bass 
flies, follow ing w ith  bucktails , 
fan-w ings and  stream ers, w ith  
sp inner and  w ithout. I  tr ied  a 
m ouse, and  a  m in ia tu re , striped  
spoon. I  w en t th ro u g h  m y en tire  
fishing k it, and  i t ’s no sm all one, 
b u t I  m igh t as w ell have been 
fishing a  ra in  b a rre l fo r all th e  
resu lts  I  got.

“W ell,” C harlie  finally grow led,
“i t ’s h a lf  p a s t eleven. G uess you’ll 
have to  w ait un til nex t y ea r fo r 
th a t  silver fox of yours.”

W e had  told our w ives th a t  we

Warrior in Silver
(C ontinued from  page 19)

would be hom e by 12:30, and, besides, 
m y  a rm  was tired  from  th row ing  flies 
around, so I  took the  h in t. We pulled up 
anchor, spun the outboard, and tu rn ed  

' the  prow  tow ard  home.
“M ight as well sw ing around  shore 

in stead  of cu tting  s tra ig h t for the  
w h arf,” I  suggested. “C an’t  te ll bu t 
w h a t we m igh t p ick  up a  good brookie 
on th e  w ay in.” D eterm ined to  stick  to 
m y artific ia l b a it to  the  end, I  hooked 
on a  S ilv e r, D octor s tream er and a  
N um ber 2 tandem  spinner. L e ttin g  our 
p rogress feed out th e  line, I  settled  back 
With m y pipe w hile we headed in a  
roundabou t w ay to  th e  w h arf some 300 
o r 400 yards away.

“A nother good day w asted ,” lam ented  
Charlie, as he cu t down th e  m otor, p re
p a ring  to dock. “The nex t tim e anyone 
m entions th is lake to me, I ’m going to  
b rin g  h im  s tra ig h t up here  and  drow n
him .” , ,  . ■’

“T h ink  how  swell it w ould be if we 
had  got a silver,” I  said, beginn ing  to 
reel in. “Oh well, next year I ’ll—w ait 
a  m inute. Sw ing the boat around , I m  
Caught on a  ro ck !”

I  le t out a  few feet to  ease the 
tension, but, no m a t te r  how m uch I  le t 
out, the  line w as still tau t!

“Hey, cu t the m o to r!” I  shouted. I  
got m ore th an  a rock on h e re !” *

F o r five—ten—fifteen m inutes, I  ju s t 
held on, sw inging m y rod th is w ay and 
th a t, un til a t  la s t a  silver s tre ak  leaped 
upw ard  from  the  dep ths of the  pond 
a  leap th a t  fo rtu n a te ly  took him  aw ay 
from  the boat.

T h a t silver tro u t did every th ing  from  
fancy  diving to  ro lling  on the line and 
jum ping  ou t of w ater. One m inute, he 
w ould be ju s t p lain  s tubborn  and  no t

When Death Took a Holiday

Parley Shaw, of North Ogden, Ut., fired at a deer with the 
.30/30 carbine he holds here. It fell from his hand. Later 
examination revealed that a bullet from the rifle of another’ 
hunter had struck Shaw's gun at the instant he had fired it

move a  bit, and  the  nex t he would 
g a th e r s tren g th  enough to ta k e  yard s of 
line aw ay from  me. I  have never seen 
a  tro u t exhibit m ore superb  s tren g th  
and  fighting quality  th a n  th is  one ex
hibited.

“Get out the ne t; he’s g e ttin g  tired ,
I  panted.

“B ette r beach him —he’s too b ig  fo r 
th e  net.”

“No h e  isn’t ;  get i t  o u t!”
C harlie rum m aged  for the  n e t w hile 

old Salvelinus agassizii continued^ w ith  
his acrobatics, and w hy he d idn’t  get 
fouled in the  propeller I  don’t  know.
I  know  it w as m ore luck  th a n  m anage
m en t on m y part..

“W hat did you do w ith  th e  ne t?  
C harlie shouted. “I  can ’t  find th e  
dam ned th in g !”

“I t ’s there  som ew here,” I  exploded. 
“Are you b lind?” T hen  it daw ned on me 
th a t  I  had  le ft i t  ou t to  d ry  th e  a f te r
noon befo re!

* T TH IS critical stage of th e  fracas, 
a  boat cam e tow ard  us, and four 

pa irs of bulging eyes could be seen in
ten tly  following our progress. The boat 
drew  stead ily  n ea re r w ith  its  k ib itz ing  
occupants. •

“W hy don’t  you n e t h im ?” one of th e  
occupants asked.

“B etter le t h im  ru n ,” said  ano ther. 
“H e’ll bust your leader.” ,/>•

I  could have stood th e ir  w ell-m eant 
ch a tte r, but, w hen m y silver, still fight
ing, slan ted  off in th e ir  d irection, I  be
gan  to boil.

“Use our net,” the m an  in th e  bow 
offered. “H ere, catch  i t !”

“W hy don’t  you ne t h im ?” I  quickly 
dem anded. “You’re close enough!” My 

sarcasm  had  no effect. They w ere 
enjoying th e ir  ringside seats.

“B e tte r ease away, C harlie,” I  
suggested  as I  snubbed th e  tro u t 
up close to  the  rod tip. “H ead  for 
shore and  I ’ll beach th is  baby 
before they  ride over h im !”

But. th e  o ther boat-w as n e a re r 
shore th a n  we w ere, and, w hen 
we s ta rte d  to move, it moved, 
too. W e m aneuvered ju s t off its 
stern , p ast a  couple of subm erged 
rocks, and  a lm ost too close to  a  
fallen tree . J u s t as our boat 
scraped  the  sand, I  hopped from  
it. . ; ’

By th is  tim e, m y silvery  an- . 
tagon ist w as groggy, so it w asn ’t  
too difficult or risk y  to  get him  
in fro n t of me. I  aim ed fo r d ry  
land, and, w ith  m y rod held 
s tra ig h t ahead, I  sloshed m y w ay 
to the  ban k  and  tossed the  fish 
well on shore. H is few  fe e b le - 
flops on th e  b rushy  b an k  proved 
th a t  he still had  th e  h e a r t b u t 
lacked the streng th .

I  had  no sooner got th e  hook 
out of h is m outh  and  m y fly dis- : 
engaged th a n  th e  fou r boatm en 
w ere on me, or ra th e r, on m y 
fish. A fte r eagerly  scann ing  and  
paw ing m y catch , th e  like of 
w hich they  had  never before seen, 
they  dashed back  into* th e ir  boat 
to  “get one of them  th in g s,’—and 
I  couldn’t  blam e them  for th a t!

' As I  w rite  this, m y a rm  still 
th robs w ith  the  scrap  p u t up by 
m y first silver. I t  w on’t  be th e  
last. W hen a  silver tro u t tang les 
w ith  a  Silver D octor, th e  ensuing 
fight is som ething to  d ream  about.
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