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For Jack—

who walked beside me long enough to become part of the way I move through the world.
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Author’s Note

This book is not about technique, success, or instruction.

It is about returning to the same place long enough to notice what changes.

Fly fishing appears here because it asks for patience, attention, and time. The river remains constant, but the people—and animals—who stand beside it do not.

What follows is a record of ordinary days. Nothing in it was meant to teach. If meaning appears, it does so quietly.
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Chapter 1 — The Passenger
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He learned the truck before he learned the river.

At first, it was just another ride. The door opening, the lift into the seat, the familiar thud of the tailgate closing. He circled once, then twice, then settled in without ceremony. No excitement. No questions. Just the assumption that wherever we were going was where we were going.

The rods went in first. Then the waders, still damp from the last time. The bag with the things I always carried and rarely used. He watched all of it without moving. His job, as far as he understood it, was to be ready.

I didn’t say anything to him. There was nothing to explain.

The truck smelled like old water and rubber and something metallic that never quite went away. It always smelled like that. He accepted it. Pressed his nose once to the cracked window, then rested his chin on the seat and waited for the road to smooth out.

He didn’t know the difference between errands and rivers yet. Only motion.

The first few trips were short. In and out. Park, walk a little, stand awhile, leave. He followed closely, then learned the space between us. Not underfoot. Not far. Just close enough to stay in frame.

He didn’t care about the rods. Didn’t flinch when the line moved. Fish meant nothing to him. What mattered were the pauses, the moments when nothing happened and no one needed anything.

At the water, he stopped on his own. Looked at it the way dogs do, as if it might move differently if watched long enough. It didn’t. He seemed satisfied with that.

I stepped in. The sound changed immediately. Water against legs has a way of announcing itself. It was always the first thing I noticed when entering the river. That feeling has a way of awakening your mind and bringing to the moment. He stayed where he was and sat down. Not because I told him to, but because there was nowhere else to be.

The waiting started there.

He learned that part quickly. That fishing involved long stretches of nothing followed by brief adjustments that didn’t concern him. A step forward. A step back. The faint sound of line unrolling. Then stillness again.

He waited without watching me. Sometimes he faced the woods. Sometimes the water. Sometimes nothing at all. His ears moved more than the rest of him.

When I came back to the bank, he stood. When I stepped away again, he sat. No signals. No commands. Just a quiet agreement we never discussed.

The truck ride home was the same as the ride out. Window cracked. Chin down. The smell of waders stronger now, like river mud and leaves left too long in a pile. He breathed it in without judgment.

He slept most of the way back.

Over time, the pattern repeated enough that it became expected. He learned the sound of the keys. The difference between boots and shoes. The weight of the bag when I lifted it meant something was happening. He didn’t rush. He never rushed. He just stood when it was time.

Sometimes I forgot he was there until I stopped moving. Then I’d look back and see him exactly where he should be. Not proud. Not eager. Just present.

Once, early on, a bird lifted suddenly from the brush and startled him. He stood, looked after it, then sat back down as if embarrassed by the interruption. I told him “good boy” without thinking. He didn’t react. Praise was not the point.

The walks in were quiet. Gravel underfoot. Leaves shifting. The faint smell of water before you could see it. He walked slightly behind me, then learned to walk slightly ahead, then settled on even. He didn’t pull. He didn’t lag. He adjusted until it worked.

At the river, there was always a place he chose. Not the same place every time, but close. A patch of ground that made sense to him. Dry enough. Open enough. Near enough.

He lay down there and became part of the bank.

Once, after a longer walk than usual, he climbed into the truck slower than before. Nothing worth noticing. Just slower. I told him “atta boy” when he made it up, then followed up with “Jacky boy” without thinking. He thumped his tail once, then curled into himself and slept.

He didn’t know where we were going, only that we went.

That was enough for him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2 — Learning the Water
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The river took longer.

He understood the truck quickly. The walk in after that. The standing still. But the water itself was something else. It moved without going anywhere, made noise without saying anything, changed constantly while staying the same. He watched it the way he watched most things at first carefully, without deciding what to do about it.

I strung the rod the same way every time. Sections fitted together, guides aligned by feel more than sight. The reel clicked once when I pulled line free. That sound caught his attention. His head lifted, just slightly, then settled again. He learned the sounds before he learned the sights.
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