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FISHING WITH A WORM

#The last flsh I caoght was with & worm.” — Izdixw
Warron.
A DEFECTIVE logie is the born fisherman’s por-
tion. He is a pattern of inconsistency. He does
the things which he ought not to do, and heleaves
undona the things which other people think he
ought to do. He observes the wind when he
should be sowing, and he regards the clonds, with
temptation tupging familiarly at his heartsirings,
when he might ba grasping the nseful sickle. It
is a wonder that there is 20 much health in him,
A sorrowing political economist remarked to me
in early boyhood, asa jolly red-bearded neighbor,
followed by an abnormally fit dog, sanntered
past us for his nooning: “ That man is the best
earpenter in town, but be will leave the most
important job whanever he wanta to go fishing.”
I stared at the sinful carpenter, who swung along
leisarely in the May sunshine, keeping just ahead
of his dog. To leave one's job in order to go
fishing! How illogical |
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FISHING WITH A WORM

Years bring the reconciling mind. The world
grows big enough to include within its scheme
both the instrnetive political economist and the
truant mechanic. But that trick of truly logical
behavior seems barder to the man than to the
child. For example, I climbed up to my den
under the eaves last night — a sour, black sea-
fog lying all about, and the December sleoet crack-
ling against the window-panes — in order to
varnish a certain fly-rod. Now rods onght to be
put in ordar in September, when the fishing closes,
or else in April, when it opens. To varnisharod
in December proves that one possesses either a
dilatory or a childishly anticipatory mind. But
bedors uneorking the varnish botils, it cconrred
to me to examine a dog-eared, water-stained
fiy-book, to guard againat the ravages of pos-
gible moths. Thia interlnde proved fatal to the
varoishing., A Balf hour went happily by in
rearranging the flies. Then, with a fisherman’s
lack of sequence, as I picked out here and: there
a plsin soell-hock from the gandy feathered
ones, I said to myself with a generons glow at
the heart: “ Fly-fishing has had emough sacred
poeta celebrating it already. lan’t there & good
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FISHING WITH A WOERM
desl to be said, after all, for fishing with a

worm { ™

Could there be & more illogieal proceeding?
And here follows the treatise, —a Defense of
Results, an Apology for Opportunism, — con-
eeived in agreeable. procrastination, devoted to
the praise of the inoonsequential angleworm, and
dedicated to a childich memory of a whistling
carpenter and his fat dog.

Lot us face the worst at the very beginning,
It shall be a shameless example of fishing under
oonditions that mmake the fly & mockery. Take
the Taylor Brook, “between the roads,” on the
bendwaters of the Lamoilla, The place is a jun-
gle. The swamp maples and cedars were folled &
generation ago, and the tops were trimmed into
the brook. The alders and moosewood arve higher
than your head ; on every tiny knoll the fir bal-
sams have guined a footing, and eresp down, im-
penetrable, to the edge of the water. Inthe open
spaces the Joe-Pye weed swarms., In two minutes
after leaving the npper road yon bave scared a
mink or a rabbit, and you have probably lost the
brook. Listen! It is only a gnrgle here, droning
along, smooth and dark, under the tangle of cedar-
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tope and the shadow of the baleams. Follow the
sound cantiously. There, beyond the Joe-Pye
woed, and between the stump and the cedar-top,
is a band’s breadth of black water. Fly-casting
is imposeible in this maze of dead and living
branches. Shorten your line to two feet, or even
less, bait your hook with & worm, and drop it
gingerly into that gurgling crevice of water. Be-
fore it hae sunk zix inches, if there is not one
of thoee black-backed, orange-bellied, Taylor
Brook trout fighting with it, something is wrong
with your worm or with you. For the trout are
always there, sheltered by the brushwood that
makes this half mile of fishing * not worth while.”
Below the lower road the Taylor Brook becomes
nneertain water. For half a mile it yields only
fingerlings, for no explainable reason ; then there
are two miles of clean fishing through the deep
woods, where the branchea are so high that you
can cast a fly again if you like, and there are
loog pools, where now and then a heavy fish will
rise; then comes a final half mile throngh the
alders, where you must wade, knee to waist deep,
before you come to the bridge and the river.
Glorious flahing is-sometimes to be had here, —
&1



