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PART TWO

Even after 42 years, it was relatively easy to find the bridge 

over beat 12 of the Leckford Club, if indeed there still was such 

a beat and such a club. I parked the rented car at the end of the 

bridge and got out and walked to it. Automatically I turned up

stream and the same view I had<̂ jeen so many times all those 

years ago. One hundred feet upstream was the weir and thatched 

roof hut. Eel pots, probably the same ones used in the forties, 

sat on top of the weir in a neat row. The pool between the wjî r and 

the bridge was still deep and probably harbored other five pounders,

like the one I helped land on the right bank. "By Jove, you've goter
him." rang through my head and I wonded how many other big fish 

grew up in that pool and surrended themselves to anglers' Orange 

Quills during that time. Looking also in the direction of Andover,

I half expected to hear P38's coming back from the French coast.

Two young ladies started to cross the bridge.

"This is the Leckford Club water, right?"

Yes. One of them said. "This is beat 12. My husband's 

one of the keepers. You're American, aren't you?"

"Yes, I fished here during the war." I said with distinction. 

There used to be a keeper's cottage. Up that way, I believe." I 

pointed up the road,.
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"It's still there. We live in it."

"I'd like to find out if I could fish the river again."

"My husband should be along here in a while. They'll be in 

a Land Rover."

The two young ladies crossed the bridge and walked out of 

sight. I jumped from one side of the bridge to the other taking 

in the views.

Soon the Land Rover rumbled towards the narrow bridge. There
i

were two youngish men in the front seat. I flagged the driver down. 

He stopped by the side of the rented car. The man on the passenger 

side rolled the window down.

"I guess you're the keeper. I talked to your wife," I said.

"I'm one of them . He's another." He pointed to the driver. 

"We're assistants." Three keepers! I wondered how old Bains 

keepered the club all by himself.

"I'm an^American.’ I fished here during the war as a guest 

of the club. This is my first time back. I'd like to find out if 

I c o d f i s h  the river again or at least walk along the banks?"
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"I can't give you permission. A lot of the members are out 

there filing. You'll have to see the secretary at the estate 

office. It's just up the river road there. You'll see a sign."

I found it easily and was sure it was the same building where I 

got permission from the club secretary in 1944. The secretary, a 

young lady similing constantly, was happy to hear my story and when 

I asked her if I could fish the river again, she merely looked at 

her schedule and said, "We could let you have beat 3 on next Thurs

day, the 8th of May. Will it just be you fishing, then?"

"Yes, just me."

"Fine. The charge will be 35 pounds."

I didn't collapse when I heard it would cost me a little more 

than $50 to fish the Test for one day. A fly shop in Stockbridge 

earlier quoted me 97 pounds for a day's fishing on the river downstream 

at the Broadlands, Lord Mountbatten1s old place. But that's where 

Prince Phillip and Di honeymooned. I almost wished the war was still 

on, instead, I said, "Yes, yes, of course."

With my payment, I received the rules for day rods for the 

1986 season, along with a map which showed how to get to the beat.

I hurried to the car anxious to check the regulations to see, what, 

if any changes had occurred since 1944. The first six rules pertained 

to size, bag limits and charges. Rules 7 and 8, however, jumped out
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at me. "7. Upstream dry fly fishing only. Maximum size of hook 

permitted, size 10." "8. Upstream nymph fish will be allowed to those

who wish to try this method from August 1st onwards, when the fish 

ignore the dry fly."

smiling secretary demanding my money back. How revolutionary this 

was! Where was Bains' and Halford's line "...and we fish only to a 

rising fish?" Could I just wander up and down my beat casting willy 

nilly without seeinq a trout rise? That was just "...chucking and

more than 100 years. And how dare the Leckford Club permit a wet 

fly to be used on the holy water of this noble river...even if it 

is upstream and even if it is only after the first of August. Trout, 

particularly Test brown trout just do not ignore the dry fly, ever.

I could see Halford spinning in his grave. It was more than I could 

stand. In a mere 42 years, the trout fishing on the Test, to my 

mind, had gone to hell. And I just paid $50 to fish one day on it. 

There was nothing sacred anymore in fly filing, and I was almost 

tempted to give my day away to anyone who wanted it...even god.

But I just had to see her one more time, walk along the banks 

with a fly rod in my hand and see if the trout were still as educated 

and had the same old phlegm as the World War II fish. So on the 

8th of May, I was on beat 3 which was towards the top of the club's 

riparian holding on the Test. And there to meet me was the head 

keeper, who heard from his assistant and probably from the secretary

I w state of shock. I felt like running back to the

levelled at wet fly fishers for
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that I had been a guest of the club during the war.

He knew of Bains, but was too young to have been keepering when 

Bains was alive. He was a pleasant, trim man dressed in an open 

windbreaker and sun tan work pants. He wore a tie. He appeared very 

busy, quite different from old Bains, who would walk.to the beat with 

you anytime and chat about buzz bombs, Churchill and the war. And 

I took it, he was college trained in biology or fish management, while 

Bains, who must have been j|orn as early as 1880, appeared to have 

little or no formal education. Bains had the subserviant quality 

about him, born of being born poor in Victorian England. This keeper 

was the equal to anyone, even his richest, most titled and venerated 

club members and even occasional guests from America. Still, I think 

he liked me and would confide in me because of my age and fly fishing 

background.

Our first topic of conversation was rule number 7. Was this true 

I asked the keeper? Could I really just fish blind upstream to places 

suspected of holding trout without first seeing a trout rise?

"Yes," he said sheepsihly and a little sadly. "I think the Test 

deserves better than that^but^we've been permitting that for quite a 

while now. Club members just dont have the leisure they used to. 

They're just too busy to wait around the river for a fish to rise.

This early in the season you may have to wait all day before you see 

a little hatch of dry fly, which wont last very long once it comes."



The Test Then and Now---19

Now, I sought an explanation for rule 8, the nymph during 

August.

"August is the poorest month for dry fly fishing on the Test.

In the past, few club members would even both to fish the river after 

the end of July. But upstream nymph fishing has become more and more 

popular in England and some of our members have taken to it. Those 

that haven't aren't here to be pained by the sight of wet fly on the 

Test." A little smile came on the keeper's lips and I could see 

a lot of this stuff was nonsense to him.

"And you still kill all adult fish?" I e^?d. This was a loaded 

question asking for a response. Killing trout was right there in 

rule 3, while most American anglers never killed them. Oh, they 

cuddled them, took pictures of them, and even occasionally kissed 

them before releasing them, sometimes when it was too late 

for the fish.

e, Wk
"We fish differnt than you American chaps," the keeper said.

A
"We still believe trout become shy and go off the feed if you keep 

hooking them and releasing them. If the trout falls for a dry fly 

once, he should be removed from the river. Oh, we're experimenting 

with catch and release here in England and have done for quite some 

time. On the places I know where they're trying it, the trout have 

regressed, become runty and difficult to catch."

I held my tongue for I knew that large trout caught on the
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Henry's Fork in Idaho and on the Madison river in Montana, both 

with lengthy portions of catch and release and fly only regulations,

from previous, victorius tussles with anglers. And these fish, when 

hooked again tore up and down the river trying for another one in the 

jaw. If the latest angler won the battle, he would gladly remove the 

fly or fies, including his own and set the trout back in the water.

The sight of one or two flies stuck in the mouth of a Test trout, just 

landed, might be more than the Test angler could stand. There may be 

something of the virgin principle here, that chalkstream anglers 

dont want to catch and handle a trout that has been caught and handled 

by a stranger, or strangers.

The keeper continued and smiled again, "We can't understand you 

American chaps. Most of the ones we see here talk about fishing as 

thoughj^it were a religion. When they talk about flies, they use 

the Latin names, many of which we never heard before. Frankly, we 

don't know what they're talking about. We've always used the vernac

ular names to identify trout flies."

Now, I knew that the excessive use of a dead foreign

to describe the insects the trout feed on by American anglers and

particularly by the new "yuppies" invading our sport, was leaving a

trail of poshishness and snobbism which was staining the character

of some of us old timers who sill said blue winged olive, not

Ephemerrella Ignita. I thought the keepr should visit the Henry'sK
Fork for a couple of days, where during the end of June, he would

frequently had one and some tímele ven two flies stuck in their jaws
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hear, "Man, did you see those Infrequens?" Or, "We killed em with the 

Paraleptophlebia." And "I never saw no Callibaetis."

The keeper and I now switched to the topic of stocking and 

I was quite surprised and dissapointed to hear that rainbow trout, 

not the classic, free rising brown trout, were fed into the river to 

replace the ones caught and taken away by the anglers. I knew the 

reason for this was simply economics. Rainbows grow faster so are 

cheaper to raise and ardjnot as subject to hatti^ery diseases as are 

the browns.;5; I don't think there was a single rainbow trout in the 

entire United Kingdom before the w a ^ J w j ^ r e  brc^^t here from 

America^ s o m etime after it|; The keeper didn't seem toohappy with them. 

"Brown trout and brown trout only belong in the Test. Maybe some day 

soon, we'll be back to them, although there are still some wild brown 

trout in the river.

Well, I was anxious to start getting my 50 bucks worth, 

and the keeper had many chores. "I'll stop in on you later to see 

how you're doing." he said. He wished me good luck and we shook hands.

£
I was left along and strung up a Winston, 4-piece travel rod.

A
The car park was very near the bottom of the beat and I thought 

I would first walk the whole thing with my rod to get the lay of 

water. It was more than 1/4 miles long, consisting of the left 

bank facing upstream. The last time I had that much water to myself 

was on the Madison, below Quake Lake in Montana. But it was December, 

and the snow was thigh deep. So you can be alone on American streams
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if you wait long enough.

I walked to the top of the beat looking for any signs 

of a feeding trout and never saw any. Much of the water on the 

way up was canal***like and deep with a slow, but distinct current.:

There was not the transparency which dazzled me so many years ago 

and I could not see trout holding in the current. Where the path 

took its course over sawmpy areas, there were wooden boardwalks placed 

over them to permit the angler to fish dry shod.

At the top of the beat, I found the upstream marker which 

showed a 1 pointing upstream and a 3 pointing down. I assumed 

beat 2 was on the other side of the river. There was a thatched 

roof fisherman's hut over there and a solitary fisherman. We waved 

at each other. Here, I realized how big the Test really was. i 

That angler could be fishing his side and I could be fishing mine 

with no possible conflict between us.

The bottom part of my beat looked to be the most promising.

It started at a little falls and continued for perhaps a hundred yards. 

Here the current really picked up producing a l^rjken surface which 

looked ideal for a general, nondescript dry fly such as an Adams.

There was nothing showing on the water, so I put it on feeling sinful 

that I would attack the Test trout with such a typical American fly. 

After many casts, a trout took it, a brown trout mind you of about

oblivion. At about 2 in the afternoon, a nice, but sparse hatch of



INCIDENT AT BUCHENWALD

In our outfit, Sam Emmanuelli was the talking point. He 

hated England. He hated France. And now he was hating Germany.

He wouldn't hate it much more because the war was winding down.

When he wasn't around one of us would say, "just wait till he 

gets to Japan." It wasn't how much any of the 350 guys in our 

outfit was going to like Japan. It was always how much 

Emmanuelli was going to hate it.

We didn't have much to do, our big operations tent was down, 

folded up and jammed in the several six-bys. So just for fun, 

Emmanuelli would take a carbine into the woods near our camp 

looking for runaway German soldiers. They were never armed 

because they knew they were going to get caught and they didn't 

want to appear dangerous. Hell, if they lasted this long, they 

probably figured to just give up when they saw their first American 

soldier. Still, they weren't sure what we'd do, and would run 

like hell in those long coats and Emannuelli would yell "Halt" 

which was the only word he knew in German. If they didn't stop, 

he'd shoot the carbine into the air and that would suffice.

They'd stop, throw their arms up and that's when Emmanuelli would 

see what poor shape they were in and how dirty and gaunt they 

were. They almost always had a dirty piece of European bread 

with them they were trying to hide. Emmanuelli would say "No.

No. I don't want your bread." He'd offer them a K ration Hershey 

bar or a cigarette and they'd bring out the creased and smudged family



Photos. Emmanuelli told me,he wished he could talk to them to 

find out what they did during the war.

A little later, closer to the end of the war, the German 

soldiers came out of the woods and we'd start seeing them in 

platoons on the roads marching home, some minor Wehrmacht officer 

still with shiny boots, leading them to the next town where it was 

the responsibility of the burgomaster to feed and house them for 

the night. We'd pass them in a jeep or a six-by. That's when 

you should have heard Emmanuelli. "Jesus Christ. They lost the 

war and they're going home. And where are we going? Fucking 

Japan."

You couldn't really blame him. The army was talking about 

us convoying down to Marseilles, then getting on boats for a 55 day 

voyage to Japan or some island near it. We were tired and 

homesick. We were in England more than a year and then we went 

to France ten days after D Day. We weren't a fighting outfit, 

and there was no one shooting at us, but we still had to jump in 

the water from the LSTs, then climb up that big sand dune behind Omaha 

beach. France was ok, but here in Germany there was no 

fraternizing and you know what that means.

Emmanuelli would say, "I don't give a shit. I'm not going to 

Japan. I'll go AWOL and work my way down to Napoli. I've got



uncles and cousins there." He really could have a lot of relations 

somewhere in Italy because his mother and father came from there 

just long enough ago to have Sam and four other brothers and a 

a couple of sisters in Cheektowaga, NY. Maybe you heard of one 

of the brothers who became a professional middle weight. All the 

Emmanuelli boys became boxers including Sam. He was always 

trying to get me to put the gloves on with him, because I could 

take him down wrestling and pin him in no time. But, once an 

athletic officer got us all out for sports on a nice day and, of 

course, he had plenty of boxing gloves. Emmanuelli picked up 

four of them and gave me two. "C'omn you prick, you've 

been pinning me all over Europe. Now, you can give me a chance 

to get even."

I felt I owed it to him and I said ok. We started out slow 

like we really didn't want to hurt each other. I couldn't touch 

him, he was so quick to block a punch. Then he came at me and he 

was so fast and hit so hard my head was spinning. I knew if I 

stayed there he was going to knock me out. "That's enough, Sam. 

We're even." He stopped and smiled and I believed he could have 

become a professional, too.

Talk and complain as much as he did, though, Emmanuelli 

would never go AWOL and go to Italy. He was a good soldier. He 

talked about Cheektowaga like it was heaven. The girls. The 

cars. The movies. The radio. Baseball. Football. The gyms.



The Italian cooking. He just liked to complain and we would 

encourage him like he was our man in charge of the complaint 

department. If any of us felt like complaining, we'd just tell 

him and sure enough, in a day or two, it would come out of his 

mouth as if he was thinking about it the whole time. Maybe, 

every outfit had an Emmanuelli.

So when the order came to go see Buchenwald, Emmanuelli 

complained as usual. It came from Patton, himself,, a written 

order something like, "any American soldier within 50 miles and 

without important duties was to visit Buchenwald, the liberated 

concentration camp near Weimar..." Patton had got the idea from a 

couple of his generals who ordered the same thing a few days 

before at a smaller camp at Ohrdruf, which was the first 

concentration camp to be liberated by the Third Army.

Emmanuelli wasn't going to go. Orders like these were 

dreamed up by officers and generals who had nothing else to doll 

He threatened to find 'important duties' like doing KP, or his 

laundry, or writing a letter home. Everyone knew about Patton.

His pearl-handled western revolver. His orders to enlisted men 

to stop using army gasoline in sequestered civilian Mercedes and 

BMWs and motorcycles. His old "Blood and Guts" theme which Emanuel1 

translated, "Yea, his guts and our blood."



But we knew it wouldn't be any fun without Emmanuelli and we 

begged him to come along saying there surely would be a lot of 

souveniers around like P-38's and swastikas because the 

camp was just opened and wouldn't be cleaned out yet.

He had his usual, undisputed place on the end of the six by, 

where the view of the countryside and the frauliens was always 

better. Other of us knew he could box. We had traveled so 

many miles in those six-by's across Europe, we always took the 

same places on the benches as if they were reserved. The vehicles 

seemed to drive themselves, we never knew who was doing the 

driving. We got on when we were told to and we got off when we 

were told to. "We're here men," the sargeant or second 

lieutenant would say after 4 hours, 6 hours or 10 hours.

Emmanuelli would always ask, "where the fuck is 'here?'"

Once after a long trip, a second lieutenant came around the 

same way and nobody heard him because we were all drunk out of 

our minds. At the last 'here' someone had found a warehouse full 

of schnapps in fancy crinkley paper with a lot of medals printed 

on it and each one of us left with as many bottles as we could 

carry. We weren't long into the voyage when Emmanuelli decided 

to open a bottle and pass it around the six-by, a bottle lasting 

just about one lap around. Everyone on the six-by was forced to 

drink and the stuff was just so smooth and good it was like 

drinking water. After six or eight bottles, we dropped off,



one by one, on top of one another in the middle of the six-by, 

legs and arms askew. At the new 'here', someone said the truck looked 

like it belonged to a graves registration outfit, and the second 

Lieutenant in charge of the convoy got his ass chewed.

We took part of the Autobahn to get to Buchenwald and at

every overpass there had been some kind of demolition where the

retreating Germans had tried to sabotage their own superhighway

to slow us down. Hell, „e were doing sixty miles an hour, at

least, so our engineers must have already done a good job in 

fixing it.

At Buchenwald, we were stopped at a gate by an MP who 

motioned us down to the first building, which must have been the 

check-in station for the whole camp. We parked a couple hundred 

feet in front of it and noticed we practically had the whole place to 

ourselves. Maybe the whole Third Army had important duties, or 

we were some of the early ones.

The front of the check-in station was like a Bauhaus gas 

station with the roof sticking out to protect people going in or 

out of vehicles in case of rain or snow. There were a lot of 

windows in the front of the building, too, so the SS Death Head 

troopers who manned all of the concentration camps, could see who 

was coming and going in their camp. Emmanuelli lead the way to 

the main door thinking, for sure, he was going to find brand new
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hands on the windows and looked inside. It was, indeed, the 

check-in place for the whole camp, but someone had been anxious to 

leave and the place looked like a bomb exploded on the inside. 

Paper and records were strewn everywhere. File drawers were 

still pulled out at various degrees. Tables and chairs were 

overturned. Personal items like SS tunics, shined boots, officer 

hats, polished belts with pistol holsters and other clothing 

hung on hooks along the walls. Cups, saucers, ash trays, drinking 

glasses and water pitchers were left right where they were on the 

counters when someone decided to get the hell out of there-J|

We had to pull Emmanuelli away from the window. "Jesus Christ, 

would I like to get in there."

But there was much more to the building than just the front 

office, so we walked around the back and sure enough there was a 

double door which was open and we walked in. It was a jail with 

two rows of 8 or 10 cells on each side with some doors opened and 

some closed. Some older civilians and a couple of US solders armed 

with 451s and dressed in fatigue jackets were talking animatedly 

up by the first cell, and they motioned for us to come up. One 

of the open cells had a young German soldier in it sitting on a 

cot. He couldn't have been 16 and looked at us as we walked by.

The civilians with the soldiers spoke English, but with a heavy 

accent. One of the soldiers said they were with a Ranger battalion 

and the civilians had been political prisoners here in Buchenwald.



The civilians looked healthy and well nourished, but had pallid 

complexsions.

"Come here," one of them said, and pointed to the door of 

cell number one. "Look through the peephole. That's the 

commandant of Buchenwald, writing his memoirs."

One by one, we looked through the peephole and saw a middle 

aged, balding man seated at a table, writing feverishly in a 

large note book. There were three or four of the same notebooks 

in a pile next to him and we didn't know if they were already 

filled or if the man was going to fill them. But he looked as if 

he was lost in his work, and didn't bother to look up, even 

though he knew our eyes were pressed on the peephole. If he had 

to acknowledge all the people who looked at him through the 

peephole during the last two or three days, he'd never be able to 

tell the whole story of K L Buchenwald.

"Would you like me to show you around the camp?" The same 

civilian asked. We all nodded and left the prison sector with 

our own tour guide which made us all feel like generals, 

ourselves.

The first building we went to was the camp residence of the 

commandant, yep, the same guy who was writing his life away in 

cell number one. It was a low timbered structure, in the middle



of similarly built villas where the officers of the crack Death's 

Head division of the SS lived. The inside was luxurious, yet 

campy; a Persian rug in the living room, overstuffed, leather 

covered furniture, varnished book cases amply filled and one 

of those high-finished, German radio phonographs with a lot of 

dials and knobs on the face. On top of a side board were photos 

of the family, Christmas scenes and birthday parties with thick 

cream cakes and people wearing party hats.

Next, we walked across a wide open space bigger than a 

football field, surrounded by wooden barracks which our guide 

called blocks. This was the Appelplatz, he said, the place where 

inmates stood for roll call, and where a lot of them died when 

for some reason they were kept standing for several hours in the 

middle of a snow storm.

There were still quite a few inmates in the various blocks, 

and walking on the dirt roads. The political and religious 

prisoners able to had already gone home. Russian PW's were the 

first to leave we were told. Those people left were so dazed and 

in such poor health, you could tell they weren't going to make 

it. They were free, but still locked up. People with no hope and 

will. They didn't know us from the Death Head SS men who held 

their lives in their hands just a few days ago. We were 

soldiers, too, with helmets and guns and boots. We couldn't 

explain the replacement. They wouldn't accept it, and they came



out in front of us and still deficated in sewer holes in the 

middle of the street.

w en he led us away from the blocks to some buildings that were 

o to themselves. Even from a distance, the whiteness of the

naked bodies was startling. "These are the w  I I 
■  I ■  'nese are the crematoriums, proven

e e most hygene and economical way to dispose of a large 
number of dead people.”

There were two separate piles, the larger one of perhaps 30

skin and bones inmates who had perished during the last

couple of days, their bodies staggered from head to toe and toe

ad like irregular tree trunks, in repose, some heads with

»Uths ajar, lay in the crooks of the skinny arms of their

neighbors, their legs also intertwined, but this was purely 

accidental.

The smaller pile ¡„eluded not more than a dozen, well- 

nourished cadavers nThic I  +.
ers. This is the Aryan pile,” the civilian said

smi mg. But, none of us knew what that meant.

e back at the jail and our guide was approached 

immediately by the other civilian and the two Rangers. More of 

e doors to the cells were now open and our guide went from one 

o the other checking the new inhabitants who were sitting on the



wtal cots, dressed in civilian clothes and seeming to be quite

friendly and smiling. Our guide appeared quite excited and

stopped in front of one of the open doors motioning us to come

over. The occupant rose. He was quite muscular and clean shaven

with a recent butch hair cut. They spoke in German, the prisoner

smiling a bit and our guide smiling back at him just like old

friends. They were standing together near the empty wall, where

about waist high was attached a thick, iron ring, through which

was looped three or four feet of thin, wiry rope with a noose on 

the end.

Our guide reached down and picked up the noose and offered 

it to the prisoner. He was still smiling, shaking his head, 

no. The man begged him to take the noose and even imitated how 

it would look if he put it on. The prisoner took the noose and 

got it half over his head and face, changed his mind and pulled 

it back over his head again. "You naughty boy," it looked like 

our guide was saying, "this is going to hurt me more than you, 

now com'n, you're just wasting time."

So, he did it again, a little more sure of himself this time 

and got the noose right down around his neck. He looked 

pleadingly at our guide who just gave him a thumbs down with a 

clenched fist, when the prisoner, holding on to the rope, slowly 

let himself slide down the wall, the noose starting to tighten 

around his neck and cutting off vital air. He struggled and



began pulling himself up hand over hand on the taut rope, 

relieving the pressure on his neck and gasping for air. The

guide reached down and unclenched the prisoner's fists around the 

rope and stepped hard on his chest. The prisoner writhed under the 

weight and jerked his head back and forth and was starting to

change color. Now he cursed us in German, gasped and jabbed his

finger at us, the noose cutting deeper and deeper into his neck.

The next day another group of men from our outfit visited

Buchenwald and Sam Emmanuelli went along for the ride.

When we saw him that evening he said the same German we saw hand- 

hanged in the cell was on top the Aryan pile, naked.


