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Well, we’re back. My buddy and I got back from a trip to the Gila River around noon or so yesterday. It was beautiful down there, but it was also scorching hot during most of the day. Annoying, to say the least.

On the other hand, the nights were cool, but not cold. Made for great satellite watching and late-night talk, which we refer to as The Slathering of Philosophy. 

I did no writing. 

But the schedule was easy, which is to say, there was no schedule. 

When we first arrived, we raced around our camp area like chipmunks on crack, and the sun be damned. So on Friday, I wore myself out early (in the heat) with a trek down to and across the river. It was only knee deep at the deepest, with a good flow. 

Across the river, I located the fallen tree that had beckoned me. I cleared a few threatening twigs from the bark on top of it and sat. 

I tipped back my ball cap, lit a cigar, and looked at the river.

It was just the right flow, with just the right rapids in just the right places. I commented to my buddy—let’s call him Dan—that it reminded me of fly fishing a back-country river in Montana. 

“You know,” I said. “The kind where you park a few miles away because that’s as close as you can get. Then you backpack in. When you reach the first bend in the river (in all the better stories, everything takes place at a bend in the river) you continue, exploring a few likely spots along the way. Spots where you’re certain the trout will be hungry and will leap for pretty much anything skimming the surface. 

“Then, when you find The Spot, you lay down your rods and make camp. 

“Like every two-man team in history, you split the chores. You pitch a tent, stake out your sleeping places, gather firewood, and set the campfire. But no, you don’t light it, of course. Then you pick your bait from among the thousands of grasshoppers you woke up when you stomped into their living room. 
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