



































1 7m2¢ for TROU

By TED TRUEBLOOD

other pocket of my jacket. No, it was
too early—too early in the day and too
early in the season, even though the
stream was clear. The trout would be
deep in the cold water, searching for
various nymphs and caddis larvae. A
nymph, cleverly fashioned to suggest
one of the aquatic insects upon which
trout feed, would be the thing. Or
would it? Perhaps a brighter fly, since
the water was still shaded, would be
better. A Campbell’'s Fancy had done
well here a year ago. The white wing of
a Coachman caught my eye. That
would be it! the old dependable. A
Coachman was always a good bet. I
selected a No. 12, tied it to my leader,
pulled my boots up, and started fishing
down the brook with light heart and
high hope.

OME thirty minutes later, I substi-
tuted a Campbell’s Fancy for the
Coachman. Likewise, in due course,
the Campbell’s Fancy was replaced by
a Gray Hackle, the Gray Hackle by a
Gold Ribbed Hare’s Ear, the Hare’s Ear
by a Black Gnat, the Black Gnat by
several nymphs in turn. The sun climbed
above the alders. Its rays probed down
through them and sparkled on the brook.
Meanwhile, I had drifted my various
flies into the dark pockets beneath cut
banks. I had cast across the heads of
pools and brought the bits of feather,
silk and steel swimming back through
their depths. I had fished them up-
stream, down, and across the riffles. I
had probed with them the pockets sur-
rounding rocks in the swift current. No
single trout had so much as flashed at
my offerings. [ had seen no bulge, no
break, no swirl. If even one fish had
risen to any natural insect, I had failed
to see him. )

1 found a spot near the head of a long,
spreading pool where a hole in the green
canopy above made a splash of sunlight
on the spring-fresh grass. I sat down
and stretched out my water-chilled legs
in its welcome warmth. Then I lit my
favorite pipe.

My hands were no longer trembling;
I was not excited any more. In fact, I
was getting tired. Six hours had passed
since I stumbled out of bed, and they
had been spent actively. 1 considered
eating my sandwich, but decided to
wait another two hours until noon. It

was good just to sit there in the moming
sunshine and watch the mellow smoke
curl lazily up through it.

I was doing that, with eyes half shut,
wondering what to try next, when I saw
a commotion near the lower end of the
pool. A V-shaped wake shot from the
pocket beneath some washed-out willow
roots and raced downstream into the
shallow water at the very lip. There
was a splash and swirl, just above the
break into the next rifle. Then the
wake, moving slowly now, came back
upstream to the cover it had left.

This could mean only one thing. A
trout—and a good one, too, judging from
his wake—had caught a minnow at the
foot of the pool. My tiredness was for-
gotten. 1 quickly replaced my nymph
with a No. 8 marabou streamer. 1
maneuvered into a spot, tight against my
shore and straight across from the
washed-out roots, from which I could
work my streamer under them. Luckily,
I made a good cast. The fly touched the
water right against the bank and two
yards upstream from the pocket. I let
it sink as it drifted, holding the rod low
and pointed quartering downstream.
This would hasten the line’s forming a
belly in the water, and I wanted the
current to be pulling on it, making the
fly swim naturally, when it came into
the trout’s range of vision.

When I decided that the streamer was
at the edge of the pocket, I began to
gather line slowly in my left hand. This
would speed the fly slightly and give it
more action. It would gradually move
faster and faster as the line tightened
until it finally swung around below. It
would, I hoped, resemble the minnow
closely enough so the trout would follow
and take it, too. I held my breath as
it passed the pocket.

URE enough. He was coming! The
wake came out, just as before.
The current, tugging against the deeply
bellied line, moved the fly with ever-
increasing speed. Was it going too fast?
1 quit pulling and instead only worked
the fly a little by holding the line firmly
and moving my hand back and forth. 1
could slow it, of course, by feeding slack,
but I was afraid that might make the
trout suspicious.
Finally, just at the lip of the pool, in
almost exactly the spot where he had
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caught the minnow seconds before,
there was a splash and swirl. I felt a
solid strike. There was no need to set
the hook. He was hooked. I raised the
tip.
My trout shot from the water when he
felt the steel and tore away into the
riffle below. 1 was exultant. I splashed
after him. The long drive, the weari-
ness, the hours of disappointment were
forgotten. He was a great fish, the first
trout of the year. .

Eventually, I landed him. He was
brown, thirteen inches long. He wasn’t
so big, really, but he was one of the
wildest, gamest trout that 1 have ever
caught. He must have jumped five or
six times as he raced away downstream,
helped, of course, by the.swift water,
but making my reel sing beautifully,
just the same. Furthermore, he had
given me a clue. I'd seen him catch a
minnow and I had, in turn, caught him
on a fly that imitated one. This day,
which had started so slowly, might yet
be a great success. If other trout were -
taking minnows.......

The other trout, I subsequently dis-
covered, were. It was a wonderful day.
I think every trout that saw the mara-
bou streamer hit it. And there’s a funny
thing about trout: On nearly all streams,
if you can once discover what one of
them is taking, you immediately know
what all the others will take, too. In
this case, if I had been using spinning
tackle a small, light spoon (because of
the shallow water) probably would have
worked as well. If not, a little plug or
small spinner might have turned the
trick. If I had been using bait, on the
other hand, small minnows would have
been ideal.

Ordinarily, trout don’t feed heavily
on minnows so early in the season. A
worm usually is a better bait until the
water begins to warm a little and the
tiny fish become more active. On small
streams, I like to fish a worm on fly
tackle, using the same rod, line, reel
and leaders that I would with flies, and
hooking a garden worm lightly in two

(Continued on page 51)
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