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Diary ofa Fly-flSher 


Sunday, June 2, 7 a.m. I am standing 
at the edge of a sinister-looking pond 
filled with weeds, water mocassins, and 
quite possibly, alligators. The pond is 
obviously man-made, being square, with 
a dike around it and, sticking above the 
surface, sluice-gate wheels used to 
release water intO the surrounding rice 
fields. Nearby is a larger reservoir with 
black hulks of dead oak trees rising out 
of it. And in the distance is the steamy, 
hostile, coastal prairie. This is not what 
I had in mind, I think. This is no bab
bling brook, no cool green mountain 

I 
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forest with friendly, fuzzy brown bears 
lumbering in the shadows. But yes, I am 
fly-fishing. And yes, there is fly-fishing 
mTexas. 

I know I am fly-fishing because the 
little pink puff at the end of my fly-line 
keeps screaming past my face, nipping 
at my ear, thwapping me in the back, 
and occasionally wrapping itself around 
my neck. But if it were not for that pink 
puff knocking me in the cheek, I would 
most likely be lying at the edge of this 
primitive pool, water moccasins or no, 
sleeping away while my classmates in 
fly-fishing school practiced their basic 
fly-cast. 

lhank goodness my instructors have 
had the foresight not to attach a hook 
to the end of my line. The wind is fairly 
strong and plays havoc with my back
cast, which is supposed to cause the 
weighted fly-line to straighten out par
allel to the ground when I bring the long 
rod up to one o'clock, and then loop 
gracefully out over the water v.nen 1 C3..'it 

it forward. The fly at the end ofthe line 
is supposed to drop delicately ontO the 
surface of the water, like a natural bug, 
or even a small mouse or baby duck, 
which, I am told, bass are fond of eat
ing. For some reason it has never 
occurred to me before that fish would 
eat anything as large as a duck. But in 
the past few days I have had my eyes 
opened to a lot of things that go on 
underwater. 

\l'hile untangling my line from the 
weeds, I steal a glance from behind my 
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sunglasses down the bank to see how' 
the others are doing. There are five men 
and myself in this three-day school i 
sponsored by Orvis-Houston, plus two I 

instructors who are moving up and 
down the shore giving encouragement 
and advice. Two of the men are broth
ers, Patrick and Rocky Houstoun, who 
just happen to have grown up next door 
to me, and (WO more are father and son, ! 

Virgil and Curt Pace, who lived and still 
do live down the block. The flfth is a 
man from outside the neighborhood, a 
lawyer v.TIO is hoping to impress his fly
fishing father in Tennessee with his new
found ability. 

The fact that I have ended up in this 
class with four close neighbors is a 
coincidence, but also a good indication 
of the sporting community in which I 
grew up. The Houstouns and the Paces 
are taking the class because they plan 
to go fly-fishing together for salmon and 
trout in Alaska later in the summer, not 
an unusual vacation for Texans. 
According to Orvis, more people leave 
on hunting and fishing safaris from 
Houston than from any other city in the 
country. The Houstouns, though they I 
have done Iinle fly-fishing, have been' 
hunting and spin-fishing since they were 
boys; their family home is a veritable 
museum of exotic animals shot all over 
the world by their father. The sound and 
sight of the Houstoun boys, in khakis 
and caps, bristling with rifles and rods, 

I 
coming and going in their Suburban, is : 
an indelible childhood memory. Virgil 
Pace, too, though having only recently . 
taken up fishing since his eyes have 
grown too poor for hunting, looks per
fectly familiar in the hunting boots and 
khakis that he is wearing today. All of 
them have hunted with members of my 
own family, enough so that when I 
arrived at Orvis for the first Friday-night 
lecture on bugs, flies, knots, and 
streams, they knew welJ enough to tum, 
with mouths gaping, and ask, "What are 
you doing here?" 

\l'hat was I dOing there? There must 
be a good reason why I, a reformed 
vegetarian whose idea of big game is a 
tree roach, have decided to assert my i 

position in the predatory chain and take 
up fly-fishing, the most sophisticated, 
most refined form of fishing. My fish· 
ing experience is minimal and filled 
with failure. I have Glught four fish in 
my whole life. The first one, a tiny, flip· 
ping sunfish, was on a hand-held line 
in a blue-green mountain lake in 
Vermont. This was the method fa\'ored 
by my grandfather. We sat quietly in a 
Iinle rowboat and patiently watched our 
red-and-white bobbers for signs of 
interest from the fish swimming un~een 
in the depths below. My hook always 
came up clean. My next three fish were 
Glught more recently, in Galveston B:.l\', 
on a spinning rod which had been 
loaded up with live shrimp, ca-;t b\' 
someone else, then handed to me. . 

I do like to eat fish, and the idea of 
pan-fried fish fresh from the water is 
definitely an incentive. Fly-fishing pur
ists, however, look down on tho~e 
v.nose perverted purpose is to eat their 
prey, trout in particular, and they can 
be stonily silent on the subject. Thev 
consider fly-fishing an art, an intelle~
tual pursuit rather than a utilitarian 
method, For them, it's man posing a<; 
ma)f1y n)mph versu.<; wily trout who ha'i 
seen it all before. They don't fish to Gltch 
fish; they fish to fish, and they fish a'i if 
it were an entire aesthetic, scientifico
religiOUS experience. 
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'" Never, ever, for example, would one 
see a fly-fisher fishing in a gaudy, 
Hawaiian print shirt, nOt just because it's 
tacky but because fish are repelled by 
it. The fly-fisher's uniform is proper, 
tailored, and subdued, topped classi
cally with a dark-brimmed fedora or 
Panama. Disdaining smelly, plebeian 
bait shops, the fly-fisher leans toward 
things historic and traditional, using 
wicker creels and thousand-dollar, 
handmade, split-bamboo rods, because 
people have been using them for a 
hundred years, even though modern 
canvas creels and cheaper graphite rods 
are considered better. They collect 
gadgets: clippers on a self-winding 
string, fancy fly boxes with pop-open 
compartments, tiny flashlights, note
pads, knot-tying tools, spra}'s, powders, 
"''aXes, thermometers, extra feathers, 
magnifying glasses, all of which they 
stuff into a fishing vest with thirty-five 
pockets. And when they are not fish
ing, they spend their time studying 
entomology and ecology, and t}ing tiny 
flies out of polar bear hair and ostrich 
feathers in several-hundred-year-old 
patterns such as the Royal Coachman 
(reportedly invented by the coachman 
to King Henry VIII), or in newly 

invented pattem<;, making up names for 
them like Bob's Babvdoll Muddler. 

In addition, fly-fishers tend to be very 
conservation-minded. Truly obsessed 
trout-fishers don't like to reduce the 
numbers of trout by doing anything so 
barbariC as killing them, and possibly 
quite a number of fly-fishers grieve over 
the loss of almost any sport fish taken 
out of the water. The harder the fish is 
to catch, the more the\' like it, and the 
more likely they are to throw the fish 
back for somebody else to catch, which 
will, of course, be even more difficult 
next time. 

So even though to me fishing is a way 
to catch something good to eat, I have 
learned not to speak of it among fly
fishers, having detected a certain dis
comfort when I bring up the subject, as 
well as a mildly agitated consternation 
that I am missing the point. "Fly-fishing 
is the pinnacle of fishing," a fly-fisher 
once patiently explained in response to 
a question about portable frying pans 
or some such thing. "It's the ultimate 
game you can play with a fish. It's not a 
meat type of spon." 

Still, there are other reasons to go 
fishing. and chief among them is that 
fishing is a good excuse to enjoy the 

scenery and feel oneself a part of the 
natural order of things. There is little 
doubt that the places where men fly
fish, especially those places where they 
camp out and fish for trout, are 
among the most beautiful in the world: 
cold, clear streams that sing over the 
rocks, cool sweet-smelling forests of 
fir and pine, gloriOUS mountain valleys 
and meadows, gentle, mature rivers 
winding around farms and through 
quaint villages. 

It was in just such a place in Montana, 
several summers ago, that I resolved to 
learn to fish, and more precisely, to fly
fish. There, having stumbled upon one 
of the state's many great trout streams, 
I sat on a stone among some soft ferns 
and watched from a distance as a fish· 
erman in waders and vest stepped 
carefully wough the rushing water, 
bent slightly low, stalking a trout. With 
almost effortless movements of his rod. 
he flicked the long, bright fly-line out 
ofthe water, causing it to float serenely 
into the air above the river, forming a 
loop behind, where it straightened and 
hung for a moment, then a loop in front. 
then behind, and then gently do'" n OntO 
the water as the fisherman picked his 
featherweight fly off the river and pre
sented it, as thev say, delicatel\' and 
precisely to a tro~t ~ another sPot It 

I'as lovely, and in that moment, I began 
to understand. 

Tuesday, May 28. 7:15 p.m. The 
monthly meeting of the Texas Fly· 
fishers is under way. The Texa<; FI)fish
ers is a state organization, affiliated v.ith 
the national Federation of Flv Fishers. 
and this is the Houston chapter. There 
are about forty people seated in the 
room, in the ba<;emem of a local church 
hall, and all but two of them are men. 
Ifairly prosperous· looking men of all 
iages. This fly-fishing club was started 
:about ten years ago with ten or twelve 
imembers and quickly grew, to three 
times that man\'. ~'hen Orvis, a 1SO-VeaI'

old Vermont-based fishing tackle com
pany. chose to expand into Houston 
several years ago, the club member
ship gradually grew to about 130. 
Though the nwnber of fly-fishers in the 
Istate, and in the country a<; well. is 
Igrowing. fly-fishing is and always hJ..'i 
jbeen a minority sport. Of the thr'e 
imillion fishers in the state of Texas. it is 
iestimated that onl\' about five thousand 
!fiSh with fly rods.. 
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Fly-fishing, in fact, is so new to Texas 
that there is serious disagreement about 
what sorts of fish can be taken with a 
fly rod Fly-fishing itself is an ancient art, 
developed for catching trout in fast
mOving streams, of which there are 
virtually none in Texas, so there is an 
historical basis for this dispute. The 
ancient Romans fished with artificial 
flies, and there are numerous refer
ences to and descriptions of fly-fishing, 
sometimes in verse, throughout the 
MiddJe Ages and Renaissance in Eng
land, where fishing was part of a 
gentleman's training, as it is (0 a certain 
extent here today. One of the first Ixx>ks 
on the subject, The Treatise ofFishing 
with an Angle, was written in 1496 by 
Dame Juliana Berners, Abbess of Sop
well, who recommended eighteen-fOOt 
tapered rods of aspen, willow, wood 
from the middle of green hazel, or the 
upper branches of a blackthorn or jun
iper tree, and lines made of the hair of 
a white horse. 

In 1653, Izaak Wal(On, an English
man regarded as the patron saint of f1y
fishing, published the first edition of 1be 
Compleal Angler, which by its fifth edi
tion had become a bestseller, sur
passed only by the Bible and Pilgrim s 
Progress. " ... When the lawyer is swal

lowed up in business and the states
man is preventing or contriving plots," 
he wr()(e, ~therewe sit on cowslip banks, 
hear the birds sing, and possess our
selves in as much quietness as these 
silent silver streams ..ilich we no..' see 
glide quietly by us." 

By the mid-nineteenth century, fish
ing for trout with flies on the surface of 
the water was a popular sport in 
England., and by that time fly-ftshing ms 
catching on in America, too. American 
fishers, however, used ten- or twelve
foot rods, shorter than the rods used in 
Europe, lines of horsehair, grass. or silk, 
and wet flies that sank below the water. 
It msn't until the 1890s that the English
style of fishing with dry flies became 
popular in the United States. 

In the last several decades the tech
nology of fly-fishing has changed rap
idly with the development of synthetic 
materials for making lines and rods, so 
that today fly-fishers fish for just about 
anything that swims, although they still 
prefer the fastest and most challenging 
fish, those that feed at or near the sur
face in clear water. Fly-lines, which are 
heavier than spinning lines, prO\iding 
the weight necessary to carry the 
momentum of the cast, are manufac
tured of dacron coated with bright-

colored plastic shot with tiny air 
bubbles, and are designed to float, sink 
partially, sink slowly, or sink straight
away; fishers have a choice depending 
on whether the fish they are after feeds 
at the top, on the bonom, or some
where in between. 

Rods, which with their length and 
extreme flexibility create the mechan
ical advantage necessary to pick up and 
cast thirty feet of line, are built now of 
inexpensive fiberglass (developed in the 
forties), boron, and graphite (a strong, 
lightweight materia) developed by the 
aerospace industry in the seventies. 
Extra long fifteen-foot, two-handed 
graphite rods used for salmon in Europe 
can lift eighty feet of line off the water 
and redirect it in a single ca<;t). 

In addition to trout and salmon, fly 
rods, equipped with anodized alum i- , 
num reels and stainless steel hooks. are 
used to catch bonefish, bluefish, red
fish, speckled trout, flounder, and even 
big-game fish such as tarpon. sailfish, 
and marlin in salt water. Sahwater flv· 
fiShing, in the dear protected shalloV:·s 
along the far southern coast of Texas, 
where fishers standing up in boats 
actually sight and then hum dmm the 
S\lIvift-running redfL<;h, is the newest and 
fastest-grOWing field for Texas fly-fish
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ers, The redfish, which has been com- \ 
pared in challenge to the Atlantic: 
salmon, is known (0 leap out of the 
water after a fly, even charge a fly from 
ten feet away, a thrill which one inter
national sportsman claims is as exhil
arating as hunting a rhino with a bow 
and arrow. 

While there have been a fev" hardy 
individuals fly-fishing Texas salt water 
for the past twenty-five years--when I 
theywere not fishing in Florida, Mexico, i 
Africa, or South America-it is only in 
the past few years that Texas fly-fishers 
in any numbers have been following suit 
and even adapting boating and poling 
techniques commonly used in Florida. 

For those fly-fishers who prefer 
freshwater Sport, bass is the most 
sought-after fish in Texas, The state's 
thousands of man-made lakes, holding 
ponds, power-company reservoirs, ! 
canle tanks, and flooded gravel pits 
(Caddo Lake on the Louisiana border is 
Texas' only natural lake) are reputedly 
teeming with numerous and mixed 
varieties of bass, some of which are' 
native, but most of which art' stocked 
either privately or by the statt' Dt'part- , 
mem of Parks and Wildlik 

Ernest Simmons, chief of inland fish
eries for the department. fishe; but does 

not fly-fish, and he daims that the only 
Texas freshwater fish that will take flies 
are rainbow trout in the Guadalupe and 
Brazos Rivers (among other places), 
northern and Florida largemouth bass, 
the small Guadalupe bass in the Hill 
wuntry, a few smaIlmol,lth bass in West 
Texas and the Panhandle, and the Ken
tucky sponed bass in East Texas. The 
yellow-belly sunfish, which inhabits 
Central Texas streams, the East Texas 
red-eared sunfish, and the tiny bluegill 
might possibly take a fly, he says. But 
he thinks that white bass, striped bass, 
hybrid stripers, crappie, and most cat
fish don't care for flies at alL 

The response of fly-fishing experts to 
this sort of talk is that it is balderdash: 
Any fish which takes bait will take a fly. 
And not only that, fly-fIShers catch more 
fish and have more fun doing it. Most 
Texas fish, they say, are sick and tired of 
the steady barrage of rubber worms, 
bread dough, Fritos, hot dogs, marsh
mallows, and corn in butter sauce 
which spin-fishers have been throwing 
at them for vears. 

It is plain to see that there is little 
meeting of the minds between f1y
fishers and ordinarv folk 

The meeting of the Texas Flyfishers
Houston is called to order bv the 
preSident, John Scarborough, a fit and 
affable life insurance agent, probably in 
hls fifties, who ha'i a smooth, dry wit and 
makes a lot of jokes at his own and 
others' expense, It is clear that he has 

been elected president of the club at 
least in part on the basis of personality. 
Scarborough has been fly-fishing for 
bass in his native East Texas since he 'WaS 

eighteen years old, Starting out with a 
hollow steel rod. It wasn't until he was 
older that he began studying the life 
cycle of bugs and such. His favorite 
fishing is for trout in the mountains of 
Montana and the limestone streams of 
Pennsylvania, and like many of his 
friends, he is reluctant to keep a trout. 

AI the meeting, new members stand 
up as they are introduced, and then old 
members, like Brooks Bouldin. give 
reports. Bouldin, a large, red-haired 
man, is owner of the Better Bug 
wmpany, which makes and sells flies, 
and is considered the guru of the club. 
He started fly-fishing when he was six
teen on a camping trip to Yellowstone 
Park. during which he tied some flies 
and caught his first trout. 

Bouldin rises from hiS sear in the back 
of the room to speak about the fly
fishing conclave to be held in Corpus 
Christi the weekend of October 25 and 
26. Sponsored by the Southern Coun
cil of the Federation of Flyfishers, the 
conclave is open to all interested peo
ple. It features seminars on fly-fishing 
for bass and panfish, and on fly-fishing 
the saltv.'3ter flats. The honored speaker 
will be Lefty Kreh, who is to fly-fishing 
what Arnold Palmer is to golf. 

Following the reports there is a 
(continued on page 69) 
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FLY-FISHING 
(continued from page 61) 

drawing for bottled bugs and flies tied 
and donated by members of the dub. I 
v.in one of the draws (I suspect it wac; 
rigged) and am awarded a tiny bonIe 
containing a minuscule preserved 
mayfly nymph taken from the 
Guadalupe River. Although there are 
only a few basic kinds of aquatic inc;ects 
that trout and bass feed on (mavflies, 
caddisflies, sroneflies, midges, and dra
gonflies), these insects have several 
different stages of life and can vary in 
appearance from stream to stream. The 
Guadalupe mayfly nymph, for exam
ple. has an unusually long tail. 

Besides the mayfly nymph, I also win 
three artifiCial flies: a Gray Nymph, 
which is about as long ac; my thumbnail 
and made of ostrich hed, muskrat fur, 
and for the tail, guard hairs from the 
muskrat; a Dragonfly Nymph, a fat
bodied brown bug with bulgiflg black 
eyes made of partridge feather, rabbit 
fur, acrylic yarn, and a piece of phea<;
ant feather; and an Eel Worm Streamer. 
tied by John Scarborough, an 
impressionistic imitation of the spin
fisher's rubber worm made of four-inch
long. bright purple chicken feathers_ 

Next the floor is opened up for the 
telling of fish stories. Dave Hayward, a 
casting instructor at Orvis, gives a slide 
talk on his recent trip to Christmas Island 
in the Pacific to fish for bonefish. Dur
ing that trip Dave wa<; knocked over by 
a four-foot shark and had his camera 
ruined, but he did catch seventv bone
fish on a kind of fly called Crazy 
Charlie's. I make a note that in addition 
to water moccac;ins and alligators. there 
are sharks to look out for. Nobody so 
far has mentioned sharks or alligators 
in Vermont. 

Saturday, June 1, 6:45 p.m. I am 
Standing at the edge of a pond in a small. 
landscaped park on the concrete plains 
of the Galleria. The park is a delight
fully incongruous oac;is of gra'is and 
water in the midst of roaring freeways, 
watched over by the lonesome towers 
of gla'ls that hulk on the horizon like a 
gathering of god,,: s1-:y god.;, cloud god.;. 
shon pink gods of the parking lot. On 
the other side of the pond a small crowd, 
mostly young men in T-shirts with 
beers. children with parents, and 
courting couples, ha'i gathered to v.'atch. 
I am improperly dressed in shocking
pink shorts and matching shin. My 
classmates are wearing khaki. and all of 
us, in protective hats and dark gla'ises. 
are about to learn our first ca'lt, the 
roll cac;t. 
AU.l!U~1 J<)x'>'snu·: 



The roll cast is accomplished by 
bringing our rods up as if we were 
answering the telephone, arm close to 
the body, wrist straight and thumb 
pointing straight up, and then bringing 
the rod down with a linJe flick to ten 
o'clock in front of us, so that the line \ 
rolls in a gentle loop out onto the water 
and then nicely lies down flat and 
straight. It is the first of many casts to 
be learned, including the basic cast 
which I have already described, false 
casting for changing direction or 
shooting out more line, cross-body casts 
and sidearm casts for casting in tight 
spots, distance castS, and the double
haul cast for dealing with wind and dis
tances of more than sixty feet. Trout, 
unlike bass, do not move around in the 
water looking for food but wait for food 
to come to them, so the casting of a 
tempting fly must be precise and life
like. My casts are neither, and the line 
frequently ends up wound around my 
rod, but the instructors, Dave Hay",,-ard 
andJim Hinds, are encouraging never
theless. The common wisdom is that it 
takes about forty hours of practice to 
learn to fly-cast properly. The rod J am 
using is about eight feet long (the 
average length for beginners today is 
eight to nine feet), made of boron 
and graphite, and it feels much like 
holding a very long car antenna, only 
softer, more flexible, and with a tension 
and life all its own. It is light, slender, 
and elegant, and the line, when I strip 
it in with my left hand, falls simply to 
the ground. 

I practice the basic cast. Rod to the 
water, back slowly, stop at one o'clock, 
flick. waiHme-thousand, rod forward· 
one-thousand. flick at ten o'clock. The 
line is hining the grass behind me, 
slapping on the water, losing its 
momentum and falling in a tangled pile 
before me. But I can feel th.lt this is reall\" 
a simple movement, a motion one ha..~ 
to feel all the ""'a), up through the arm. 
into the rod and down the line, and that 
it will only be a maner oftime. 

Sunday, June 2, 7:45 a.m. Jim, one of 
the instructors, ha..'i just sponed a waler 
moccasin in the weeds of the holding 
pond, and the Wind, ""nich has grown 
stronger as the sun grows honer, has 
knocked my straw hat off my head into 
the very spot where the water mocca
sin is lurking. Both Jim aT: j I stare aJ: the 
hat without moving. and I realize that it 
is up to me to put my foot into the slime 
at the edge of the pool and retrieve the 
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hat. I do this manfully; nothing bad 
happens, and it even seems merciful that 
my hat is now covered with slime since 
it is cooler that way. Gaudily colored 
dragonflies dance in the air around me, 
and coming from all directions is the 
constant hum of bees, gnats, and 
mosquitoes. 

We move to the other side of the pond 
on account of the wind. Dave, like Jim, 
is from Pennsylvania, which fact makes 
me feel sorry for both of them in this 
hostile, alien environment so far away 
from the cool, tree-lined trout streams 
of home. He decides that I am ready for 
a real hook, a Pepper Popper, which 
floats and is meant to look like a frog 
or a small animal in distress. The idea 
is (0 jerk it across the surface in little 
hops with the left hand, all the while 
being alert (0 strikes from bass, 'Which 
are said to explode from the water to 
feed, in the manner, I imagine, of the 
great white shark inJaUJS. 

After a few tries, I manage to cast the 
Pepper Popper out onto the 'w'aler about 
ten feet away. Almost before 1 can direct 
my thoughts and imagine that I am a 
tantalizing little frog skipping across the 
,vater and hoping to be eaten, I have a 
strike. I have seen and heard on video
rapes the shouts and breathlessness in 
men's voices when they hook and fight 
a fish; 1 have observed other men 
-watching as they nod their heads and 
exclaim how thrilling it is. But I have 
never really felt it, ha\'ing caught only 
four fish over a period ofabout twenty· 
five years. This fish feels enormous. The 
tine is electric with tension and alarm. 
My heart is definitely beating faster, and 
I ha\'e started shouting and tugging in 
the line as the fish tries to swim off one 
way and then the other. Finally it breaks 
the water and in my excitement I swing 
it up toward the cloudless sky, a tiny fla'ih 
of airborne blue and gold with a large, 
round, unlidded eye. It is a baby blue
gill, only three inches long. I drag it onto 
the grass, and find myself stroking it as 
I reach to take the hook out of its lip. 
There is no blood and the fish, 
exhausted, is calm. J talk to it and carry 
it back to the edge of dle VI."ater and hold 
it there until it regains its strength and 
then throw it back out to the deep. 

After a 9 am. lunch, Patrick and Rod.."v, 
wearing shorts, wade up to their waist's 
into the snake-infested water and fish 
there fearlessly. Jim and 1 watch, 
speechless in awe. I hook myself in the 
back, in the back of the knee, and on 
the finger, and 1 also hook Jim, who is 
standing off to the side watching me cast. 
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I catch another bIuegill almost big 
enough to put into an aquarium. It is so 
small that when I haul it in through the 
slimy goo it is completely covered and 
disappears; but I am proud ofit for going 
for the Popper. which is almost as big 
as it is. When I get home, I take a nap 
and dream that I hook myself in the top 
of the mouth. 

Tuesday, June 11, 6:35 p.m. Dave 
Hayward and I are on our way out to 
Stafford in his battered blue Subaru 
station wagon. He has promised to take 
me bass-flShing at a small, secret lake 
only fifteen minutes away from Hous
ton. Deciding that fly-fishing should be 
done in style. I have brought a spicy 
German white wine and smoked trout. 
along with some Texas jalapeno potato 

them in so that the fly makes an attrac
tive burbling splash across the surface. 
Dave's casting is beautiful and relaxed; 
he leans slightly forward, bent as if 
he were concentrating his whole being 
on the spot he is about to hit, and 
moves the rod with just little flicks of 
his forearm. 

I catch a little sunfish, he catches a 
medium-sized~, I catm some weeds 
and a part of a pier, he catches another 
bass. we drink some beer. BluegiJIs nip 
me on the backs of my knees. The sun, 
at the head of the lake, is a ball of pink, 
framed by a great hole in the towering, 
pearly gray cumulus clouds. As it sinks, 
it lights up the inside of the clouds pink 
and gold. Grackles and blackbirds call 
from the trees. 

A tiny bass snaps at my Popper, star
ding me. It is green on the top with a 
gray belly. I bring it in. As I remove the 
barbless hook I can see through its large 

chips and Shiner Bock beer just to keep . open mouth all the way down its white 
things local. Dave, who is twenty-seven I throat I am suddenly overwhelmed, and 
.and has a degree in environmental kiss the fish on the lips before throw
resource management, goes fishing at. ing it back . 
.least once or twice a week. He comes' To the north there is lightning, and 
out to this lake often after work to shake the sky is turning menacingly dark, the 
me pressures of the dty. He has brought wind rising and chopping the water. 
a six-pack of Stroh's, which is appar-' Normally Dave would fish until after 
entlywhat they drink in Pennsylvania. 

The lake is about three hundred }-ards 
long and tWO hundred yards wide, in 
::he middle of a large meadow sand
117t1iched between the back ofa housing 
::IeveIopmeru and a soybean field To get 
:0 it we drive past a dump down the 
iiIVOrst-rutted road I have ever been on. 
Ibe lake is quite pretty, clear, cool, and 
;hallow. edged with grass, willow, and 
Jak, and the air around it smells sweet. 
::>ave has brought two float tubes whim 
are fitted with a seat and pockets for 
.toring equipment and beer. We put on 
lippers, struggle into the tubes with 
-ods and beer, and shove off for bass. 
!lie weeds and milfoil brush my legs, 
Jut I tell myself that I don't mind. If it is 
II)' time to be eaten by an alligator or a 
oviggl;- snake or some other horned, 
:lawed creature, so be it. 

We are not alone. AI, the western edge 
:>flhe lake there are two boats, and two 
nen in each boat are fIShing with spin
1ing rods, Actually it doesn't look like 
!hey are doing anything, and at first I 
hink they must be up to no good, hav
ng some sort of secret rendezvous. 
::bey are just sitting there, patiently and 
jlently. drifting only slightly. with their 
ines hanging straight into the lake. We 
:re sitting ri&hl in the water, kicking our 
rr.ly around thelattv.: ~i~~ our Pep
~ Poppt"1 <, ag:>in an~~Jq th.. 
~ of the w~ bed", and strippmg.~. 
"'l'll';! 1c:m<",T\1 " 

dark., working with a small penlight But 
the weather is threatening, and graph
ite is an excellent lightning rod, so we 
paddle back to shore after an hour and 
a half. The spin fishermen, in all this 
time, do not appear to have caught any
thing. do not appear even to have 
moved. There is about them, I think, a 
wonderful resigned innocence in their 
blind appeal to luck. 

I crawl out of the water, feeling not 
so innocent at all, but rather like a 
canny predator. My legs are covered 
with mud, but I am glad. It feels good 
to be soaking wet. The breeze is stir· 
ring up the grass and the willows, 
and the stormy night air smells even 
cleaner and sweeter than before. I feel 
as happy and relaxed as if I'd been in 
the mountains. 

MMan's life is but vain, for 'tis subject 
to pain, and sorrow, and shon as a bub
ble." goes the seventeenth-century 
"Angler's Song.ft "Tis a hodge podge of 
business, and money, and care, and care, 
and money. and trouble. But we'll take 
no care. when the weather proves fair, 
nor will we vex now though it rain; we'lJ 
banish all sorrow, and sing til tomor
row, and Angle. and Angle again. n • 

Susan ChadWick is a frequent contrib
Ulor to Houston Style. 
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