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  PREFACE

  

  A river is always in a hurry. Glints of light and color flash from the planes and angles of its restless current, distorted visual echoes of the surrounding earth and sky. Sometimes its mirrorlike surface darkens momentarily to reveal a glimpse of mysteries hidden in the river’s depths, then just as quickly conceals them once again. The sound of a river is equally mysterious, a soft rush of intermingled hollow notes, chaotic and yet somehow rhythmically compelling, an endless symphony of dashing water.

  My memory is like a river, reflecting glints and mysteries from the past. The sight or sound of a river, any river, reminds me of all the other rivers I have seen or heard or fished, of the things that happened in or around them, of the people, places, and events that help define each river in my mind. In the curious way that the mind works, one memory sometimes leads to another, triggering recollections of other waters—lakes, estuaries, or the tropical flats of distant seas. Most of these remembrances are pleasant, as fishing memories ought to be; some are provocative, a few even dimly painful. None are indifferent.
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  They begin in the headwaters of my life. It was my great good fortune to have both a father and a mother who fished and who saw to it that I began fishing at a very early age. Thanks to them I can now look back on more than a half century of angling experience, more than most people are allotted, and yet still dare hope for many years more.

  In the passage of so many years an angler learns that the acts of fishing, and catching fish, are only part of what draws him to the water; he begins to understand that what matters as much, or even more, are the people he meets, the places he visits, the things he observes, uses, or collects, the lessons he learns, and the thoughts, ideas, and fantasies that grow from all these experiences. Some of these demand to be shared.

  Hence this book—the memoir of a lifetime of rivers and other waters, and of the people, places, things, realities, and fantasies that define them. These are my rivers of the heart.

  —STEVE RAYMOND


  PART I

  

  People


  CHAPTER ONE

  

  A Few Good Men
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  Fly fishing is a solitary sport but the enjoyment of it is not. This is one of the great paradoxes of the sport. Each angler must face the fish alone, depending only upon his individual skill or luck, and nothing ever can or should interfere with that sacred and intensely personal one-on-one relationship. But the enjoyment of fly fishing somehow is always magnified or enhanced when another person is along to witness what happens, or simply to talk about it before and afterward. Usually that person is a fishing partner.

  There are, of course, many more practical and pragmatic reasons for having a fishing partner. The task of planning a trip is easier when divided between two people, and sharing the costs and the driving makes equal sense. Two sets of hands are always better than one when it’s time to set up camp or do the chores, and there is always an added measure of safety in having someone else along. But the need for an understanding friend—someone who can share the joy of angling triumphs and help shoulder the burden of inevitable disappointments, someone who speaks the language of the sport and is able to express the same things that you see and think and feel—that, I believe, is always truly at the heart of the matter.

  Choosing a fishing partner is something like choosing a lover. Compatibility must be established at the very start, for the two of you will be spending many hours together in close-quarter venues such as pickup trucks, small airplanes, drift boats, leaky tents, and neon-lit diners. Thus it is essential that you have similar tastes in important matters like food, drink, music, and humor—especially humor. It is also important that you should be roughly equal in fishing ability and experience so that one of you is not more consistently successful than the other, which might breed resentment.

  I have been fortunate to have a number of loyal and understanding fishing partners in my life. Since I come from a fishing family, it’s hardly surprising that some have been family members—mainly my father, mother, wife, and son—but there have been many others who were not related. They include some of the closest friends I’ve ever had.

  One of the first, when I was still a young man, was Ward McClure. We were close in age but vastly different in background; I had grown up mostly in the Northwest, while he had been raised in the hill country of western North Carolina, a fact evident from his speech. He spoke with a thick, slowly articulated “you-all” accent, which he sometimes exaggerated purposely to disarm city folks, making them think they were dealing with some sort of country bumpkin. This they did at their peril, for Ward’s down-home rustic manner concealed a razor-sharp mind—he had advanced degrees in electrical engineering and business administration—and a well-honed sense of humor.

  As a youngster Ward had fished for brook trout in the small streams of the North Carolina hills, and when he came to Seattle he adapted this angling experience to the much larger rivers of the Pacific Northwest. He married a girl who had been a friend of my wife’s since childhood, and that was how we met; as couples we socialized often, and when Ward and I discovered a common passion for fly fishing we began going fishing together as often as we could.

  We also both tied our own flies, and these efforts were greatly abetted by another skill Ward imported from his North Carolina childhood—running traplines for small game. He set traps around the edges of Seattle’s suburbs and harvested a steady supply of small furry pelts that provided us with materials for dubbing and hair wings.

  Cooking was another of his talents; he had earned money for college working as a chef in a Mexican restaurant, and an uncle in New Mexico occasionally sent him nuclear-hot chilies. These Ward used to prepare the tastiest enchiladas I have ever eaten: great, succulent mounds of meat, tomatoes, lettuce, onions, and cheese, topped with a fried egg. They were also by far the hottest enchiladas I have ever eaten; the first bite would clear your sinuses for a week, and the last one would leave you feeling as if your brain had been laundered. When we were fishing, I gladly deferred the cooking chores to Ward; my culinary talents, such as they are, always have tended more toward consumption than production anyway.

  Mostly we fished small streams in the Cascade foothills or some of the many scattered lowland lakes and beaver ponds in the Puget Sound Basin, but we also often enjoyed fishing a small alpine lake in the South Cascades. We were camped there on that historic day in July 1969 when the radio told us the spacecraft Eagle had made the first landing on the surface of the moon. We caught and released dozens of brook trout that afternoon, then raced home just in time to turn on the television and watch Neil Armstrong take his giant step for mankind.

  On another less historic occasion we fished a lowland lake with a large population of lizardlike aquatic newts—more newts than trout, or at least so it seemed on the day we were there. Ward caught one of the newts and decided to take it home for a pet. He put it in a bucket of water, which he kept on the outside balcony of the upstairs apartment where he lived with his wife, Chris. Occasionally he threw some garden dirt into the bucket; the dirt apparently contained something that provided nourishment for the newt, which grew to astonishing size, although just how Ward knew a newt could subsist on dirt was something I never learned.

  One frigid winter night we visited the apartment and I inquired how the newt was getting along in the cold weather.

  “Oh mah gawd, Ah forgot ahll about it,” Ward said. “Ah’ll bet the po’ thang’s froze stiff.”

  We went out onto the balcony and looked in the bucket; sure enough, there was a thick layer of ice on top. Ward found an ice pick and chipped away until he broke through and found the newt, which was as stiff as a freshly starched shirt. All efforts to revive it failed, leaving us with the problem of what to do with a dead newt. Ward considered for a moment, then took it inside the apartment and put it in the garbage disposal; there the newt met its unfortunate demise in a series of ugly grinding sounds while Chris shrieked in the background.

  Another time, after we had spent a day fishing for beaver-pond trout in the tangled Oak Patch country near Bremerton, I was at the wheel of the truck as we raced toward the ferry landing in the hope of catching one of the evening’s last boats back to Seattle. We had just started down a long slope through a thick, dark patch of woods when a pair of stray cats bolted from the trees and dashed in front of the truck; I had no time to react and the truck hit one of them squarely, killing it on the spot.

  Dismayed, I glanced over at Ward. Staring straight ahead, with a deadpan expression on his face, he said: “How cum yew missed t’othah one?”

  That was an example of Ward’s sense of humor at its best—or perhaps its worst. We shared many good times together, laughed a lot, and caught many fish before his career took him away first to Texas, then later all the way to Singapore. I wonder what he catches in his trapline over there?

  I have written elsewhere of Alan Pratt, another of my fishing partners, but there will always be more to tell. Tall, lanky, sparse of hair, gentle of disposition, and keen of wit, Al made his living as a cartoonist for The Seattle Times, where I also worked. We made many memorable trips together, seeking trout in the rivers of Yellowstone and steelhead in the Deschutes and Stillaguamish, more trout in the lakes of the Columbia Basin, and most often sea-run cutthroat and Pacific salmon in the estuaries of Puget Sound and Hood Canal.

  Al was as much an artist working with wood as he was with a cartoonist’s pen, and he designed and built a wooden pram especially for use in the estuaries. To propel the craft he chose a clanky old outboard motor with just a little too much horsepower, and sometimes, when he forgot and cranked the motor up to full throttle, it would push the pram’s bow under water; then boat, motor, and Al would all plunge quickly to the bottom. Al’s other fishing companions and I rescued him from such misadventures so many times it became something of a joke.

  Then the state decreed that all boats with outboard motors had to be registered. Owners were required to report their boat’s model name and hull number; if the boat had no name or number, then the state would assign them. Since Al had built his own pram it lacked both model name and hull number, but he was not the sort who would allow some faceless state bureaucrat to decide such important matters. Instead, he made up a name and number of his own, engraved them on a metal plate, and bolted it to the pram’s transom. Then he copied them onto a registration form and sent it to the state licensing agency. One can only imagine the reaction of the agent who issued the registration for the boat called Sinkmaster No. 1.

  At one point in our friendship, when I was seriously considering a job offer from another newspaper, Al decided a gift would be in order for what he thought was my impending departure. He purchased a bottle of fine bourbon, removed the manufacturer’s label, and replaced it with a hand-lettered label of his own. It read:
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  STEVE RAYMOND’S OLD EDITOR STRAIGHT SOUR MASH WHISKEY

  Distilled from only the finest aged corn and dribbled slowly down through aged vats of charcoal, hun feathers and moose dung, aged in herring casks for nigh onto four days, and bottled in jugs.

  Guaranteed to cure chilblains, acne, shyness, psoriasis, stammering, wind knots, typographical errors, Indian uprisings and some venereal infections.

  The surgeon general claims that this stuff is hazardous to health, but what the hell does he know?
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  In the end I turned down the job, but Al gave me the bottle anyway and we ended up splitting the contents. Now empty but still bearing its one-of-a-kind label, the bottle sits on a shelf in my office, an enduring relic of our friendship—and of Al’s irrepressible sense of humor.

  Al and I fished together more than 25 years, even after he retired from The Times and moved to an island north of Seattle. He brightened many campfires with wonderful stories told in a slow, droll way with his magnificently rich vocabulary, and he always seemed to have exactly the right words for any occasion. In the fall of 1993 he and his wife, Wilma, left for an extended trip to the Southwest, a trip I followed vicariously through his letters, always full of descriptive detail and wry humor. Increasingly his letters also betrayed impatience to return home to the Northwest so we could resume our search for bright sea-run cutthroat in the fog-shrouded estuaries we both loved. And then came the telephone call with the shocking news that Al had died suddenly in Arizona.

  No man ever had a better friend than he was, and although I still often fish in the estuaries, it’s never quite the same without Al nearby, casting from his precarious pram, always ready with an ingenuous remark to suit the occasion.

  Any angler would have been proud to have Enos Bradner as a fishing partner. Brad was in his seventies when I met him but still an impressive physical specimen, lean and spare with ramrod posture and hair as white as the plumage of the snow geese he sometimes hunted. His eyes, deep set under a wrinkled brow, were the color of rivers under sunlight, and when he smiled the many furrows in his weathered face would deepen so it looked as if he were smiling in several places at once. He could be gracious, kind, and incredibly charming; he could also be forceful, intimidating, and incredibly stubborn. Among Northwest anglers he was a legend in his own time, and though we were nearly half a century apart in age, we became the very closest of friends.

  We met in 1965, a few months after I went to work for The Times as a cub reporter. Brad was the newspaper’s outdoor editor, a job it seemed he’d held forever, and his thrice-weekly column, “The Inside on the Outdoors,” was said to be the most widely read newspaper feature in the state. The artist’s portrait of Bradner that appeared with each column had made his face recognizable throughout the Northwest, and his fame as an expert fly fisher was unsurpassed. He had been charter president of the Washington Fly Fishing Club, a founding officer of the Federation of Fly Fishers, and author of a pioneering book, Northwest Angling, and to me he seemed almost godlike, a larger-than-life figure. When I finally mustered the courage to invite him fishing, I was surprised at his ready acceptance. We hit it off immediately on that first trip and began fishing together often.

  I soon discovered there were some real advantages in associating with Bradner. One was that I nearly always learned something when we fished together, either just by watching him or by listening to his endless stories. Another was that his well-known name and face gave him entry to places that were off limits to most anglers. Owners of private waters seemed only too eager to have the famous Enos Bradner sample their fishing, and of course his young friend—What was your name again?—was always welcome to come along.

  Wherever we traveled, Brad would point out his favorite places to eat or stay, and it wasn’t long before I knew them all by heart. His idea of a good motel was one that would allow dogs or maybe even horses; his notion of a fine restaurant was one that served fried chicken, which was about the toughest thing his dentures could handle. My fishing diary is filled with accounts of scores of trips with Brad, but one in particular always makes me smile—although it didn’t seem very funny at the time.

  We had planned a spring trout-fishing foray to the Columbia Basin and on the morning of departure I called for Brad at his apartment on Seattle’s Capitol Hill. He lived upstairs in an old L-shaped brick building with a center courtyard bordered by surface-level garages. Another apartment building stood on a third side of the courtyard, and a brick wall bounded the fourth. I parked my truck in the courtyard and waited for Brad to back his little station wagon out of one of the garages so we could retrieve his boat, which he kept on a wooden frame suspended by ropes from the garage ceiling. After we finished loading the boat on top of my truck and the station wagon was back in his garage, we started on our way

  It turned out to be one of those trips where nearly everything goes wrong. Our first stop was at Nunnally Lake, home of big rainbow trout and then accessible by a gravel road that crossed a set of railroad tracks. The crossing was ungraded, so it had to be negotiated carefully, but we cleared that obstacle without difficulty and drove on to the lake. When we got there the wind was blowing—not just a gentle breeze, but a screaming gale, the likes of which Columbia Basin anglers know all too well. We sat in the truck and waited for the wind to subside, staring in silence for an hour or more at the ragged rows of whitecaps marching down the lake while the truck shuddered in the gusts. When the wind showed no signs of dying down, we decided to drive to Dry Falls Lake instead.

  On the way out, I tried to ease the truck over the high rails of the ungraded railroad crossing, but it came down with a hard shock that cracked the exhaust manifold. The engine’s racket instantly filled the cab, so loud we had to shout to make ourselves heard.

  I wasn’t happy about the cracked manifold but there was nothing I could do about it immediately, so we drove on noisily to Dry Falls. The wind was blowing there, too, but the steep cliffs around the lake offered a little protection, so we unloaded our boats and tried to fish. The wind grew steadily stronger and after an hour Brad gave up and took refuge in the truck. I kept on fishing, trying to time my casts between the explosive, howling gusts, but it was no use, and finally I gave up, too. We loaded up the boats, held a brief council of war, and decided to head for Vantage, a little town on the Columbia River. There we would spend the night and hope for better conditions in the morning. Vantage isn’t much of a place, but from previous trips with Brad I knew it had a restaurant that served fried chicken and a single motel that probably would have been delighted to admit dogs, horses, or even the entire cargo of Noah’s Ark.

  It was early evening when we drove into Vantage, tired and cranky from fighting the wind and shouting over the unmuffled sound of the truck’s engine. We pulled up at the motel and stared incredulously at a sign that said NO VACANCY. The motel was indeed full, probably for the first time in its history. There wasn’t another within 30 miles.

  My frustration reached its limits. “To hell with this,” I told Brad. “We’re going home.” He didn’t object, probably because he wasn’t having much fun either.

  The long drive westward over Snoqualmie Pass took several hours and it was nearly 1 A.M. when I turned into the darkened courtyard of Brad’s apartment. The truck, with its broken manifold, made a tremendous racket—THRUMBLETHRUMBLETHRUMBLE—that echoed off the brick walls of the courtyard and the adjoining building and reverberated through the neighborhood.

  When I stopped, Brad got out of the truck and slammed the door. Several floors up a light went on, followed quickly by another.

  “I’ll have to back out the station wagon so we can put the boat away,” Brad shouted over the THRUMBLE of the truck’s engine. Another upstairs light went on.

  Brad fumbled for his keys, found the right one, and unlocked the garage door. It had been a long time since the hinges were oiled, if they ever had been, and the door went up with a loud, metallic screech. More lights came on, and I could see head-and-shoulder silhouettes framed in several windows. “Hurry up before we get killed,” I shouted to Brad, expecting a shower of flowerpots at any moment.

  Brad got into the station wagon and started it. On an earlier hunting trip he’d gotten stuck in a sandbank and damaged the muffler, which he hadn’t bothered to have fixed. The station wagon started with a high-pitched URDLEURDLEURDLEURDLE, a sort of tenor counterpoint to the bass THRUMBLETHRUMBLETHRUMBLE of my truck. Brad put the station wagon in gear and it stalled, so he started it again.

  By this time most of the lights in the apartment house were on and I could hear angry shouts from the upper floors while I tried furiously to untie the knots that held Brad’s boat on top of my truck. He backed the station wagon out of the garage and left the motor running, URDLEURDLEURDLEURDLE. We got the boat off my truck, carried it into the garage, and lifted it into its frame. Brad drove the station wagon back into the garage and closed the door with another metallic screech and a loud slam.

  Now every upstairs light was on and it was as bright as day in the courtyard. The angry shouts of tenants threatened to drown out the noise of my truck, but I waited until Brad was safely inside before I headed for the driveway. Something hard bounced off the cab of my truck, but I scarcely heard it over the THRUMBLETHRUMBLETHRUMBLE.

  The next day I had the manifold replaced and the truck ran quietly again. But it was a long time before I had the courage to drive it around Brad’s apartment house again.

  Brad and I fished for steelhead, shad, landlocked salmon, and trout in public and private waters all over the Northwest. He became almost a second father to me, and he was “Uncle Enos” to my children, who loved to sit in his lap while he read them stories. He lived into his 92nd year, one of the great friends of my life, a lifelong bachelor and the most fiercely independent man I ever knew.

  Ed Foss was another good friend and frequent fishing partner. I met him when I joined the Washington Fly Fishing Club, where he was the consummate volunteer; if the club had any job that needed doing, Ed was always the first to step forward and offer his services. Warm, generous, likable, and possessing a fine sense of humor, he was the ideal fishing companion.

  A native of Bend, Oregon, Ed had been a promising baseball prospect who had just signed a major-league contract when he was drafted to fight in World War II. The war sidetracked any dreams of baseball glory, and by the time I met him he was middle aged and working as office manager at a firm that manufactured industrial gases. He was fond of telling the story of an office picnic where someone had the idea of using a barrel of liquid nitrogen to chill the beer and soda pop. Naturally the beer and pop cans froze in the super-cold nitrogen, then ruptured, and after a while their combined contents began oozing out in a rainbow-colored semiliquid blob like something from a science-fiction movie.

  Frozen substances figured in more than one Ed Foss story. He enjoyed fishing Sparks Lake, high in the Oregon Cascades near Bend, where he liked to camp next to an old lava flow. The lava had deep crevices full of ice that probably had been there since the lava cooled a couple of thousand years earlier, and Ed liked to chip off some of the ice for cocktails. He always said 12-year-old bourbon tasted better with 2,000-year-old ice.

  To Ed I owe some of the best fishing I’ve ever had. He steered me to my first estuary cutthroat and persuaded me to try the then-fabulous dry-fly fishing for transplanted Atlantic salmon in Oregon’s Hosmer Lake. Along with our passion for fly fishing we also shared an appreciation for classical music, and on one trip to Hosmer Lake Ed took along a battery-powered portable stereo set. He set up the speakers on either side of the campfire, and one evening while we were relaxing and listening to music, a dog came trotting into camp and wandered over to one of the speakers. Apparently thinking it resembled a fire hydrant, the dog did what dogs always do to fire hydrants; there was a sudden blue flash, a large puff of smoke, and that was the last classical music we heard on that trip.

  Tanwax Lake near Tacoma was another of Ed’s favorites. Fall evenings on the lake usually brought forth a hatch of large, blood-red chironomids that Ed imitated with a fly he called the Pink Lady, quite different from the traditional pattern of that name. Sometimes I joined him and we would catch heavy rainbows on his Pink Ladies until it was too dark to fish any longer.

  Tanwax Lake also held black crappie, which rose as willingly as the trout, and it was impossible to keep from catching one now and then. Ed was contemptuous of these non-native, dinner-plate-shaped fish; he called them “Frisbees,” and whenever he caught one he would remove the hook and see how far he could sail the fish across the lake. He achieved some pretty fair distances, too.

  It was a measure of the affection and respect in which Ed was held by his fellow anglers that so many gathered for a floating wake on Tanwax Lake after his sudden death from a heart attack. It was an impressive sight: A flotilla of small boats filled with Ed’s angling friends converged at twilight in a little bay he loved to fish. The boats were formed into a circle and all hands raised glasses in a final toast to their old friend while Ed’s ashes were committed to the deep. A weighted Pink Lady was dropped in after them. Ed would have liked that.

  I’ve been blessed with other good fishing companions. Errol Champion and I sampled many waters together before his work took him to Juneau, Alaska, where I’m certain he has better fishing than he could now find around Seattle. Lew Bell was a great friend whose cabin was near mine on the North Fork of the Stillaguamish; we spent many pleasant hours together fishing the river or swapping tales around campfires. Ralph Wahl taught me more about steelhead fishing than I learned from anyone else, and entrusted me with the secrets of some of his most treasured places. I met Dave Draheim at Hosmer Lake many years ago and now we fish there together every year, and sometimes travel to other angling destinations in the Northwest or beyond. And there are scores of others with whom I’ve fished once or a few times—perhaps not yet enough to consider them full-fledged fishing partners, but who’s to say we won’t fish together more often in the future?

  Anglers must always face the fish alone, and that is how it should be. But the very best fishing moments will ever be those we spend in the company of a partner and a friend.


  CHAPTER TWO

  

  Rediscovering Bill Nation
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  Bill Nation was one of those fortunate people who lived in the right place at the right time. The place was British Columbia and the time was the 1930s, when the rich lakes of the Kamloops region, most having recently been stocked for the first time, were coming on line with trout of incredible size. They offered spectacular fly fishing of a kind never since equaled, and Nation was a legendary guide and fly tier whose patterns became the favorites of several generations of Kamloops trout anglers.

  Nation was described by his friend, writer Roderick Haig-Brown, as “a small, slender, soft-voiced man who talks a great deal but listens well enough to seem almost silent.” Another writer, Bruce Hutchison, declared that Nation “knew trout better than any other British Columbian.”

  “Careless of fame or money, he would row you around Paul Lake, his favorite, or any other lake you fancied for a few dollars a day,” Hutchison wrote in The Fraser, a history of the Fraser River country. “After an hour’s fishing with him the richest American tycoon was subdued and humble in this shy man’s presence. Beside his life of innocence and content, the perfect companionship of man and nature, your own life suddenly appeared for the failure it was.”

  Hutchison was right in describing Nation’s life as one most anglers would envy, also right when he said Nation was careless about money. When Nation died in November 1940 he was virtually penniless and the managers of Echo Lodge at Paul Lake, Nation’s headquarters, were forced to sell his tackle to pay burial expenses.

  With that, nearly all visible evidence of Nation’s life disappeared, leaving little for future angling historians to examine—just a few old photographs and a small framed display of flies on the wall of Echo Lodge. Now even the lodge itself is gone, and along with it the last tangible evidence of the life and times of Bill Nation.

  Or at least that’s what everyone thought.

  Then, in 1995, 55 years after Nation’s death, a remarkable discovery came to light—an old trunk bearing a treasure of artifacts from his life. Here at last was evidence of his work, a wealth of material angling historians could grasp and examine and perhaps use to glean something of the substance of the man who contributed so much to the lore and legend of Northwest angling.

  Arthur William Nation was born June 29, 1881, in Bristol, England. He was trained as a pharmacist and worked briefly at the trade, though little else is known of his early life, or where or how he learned to fish, but when he arrived in British Columbia sometime in the 1920s his fly-fishing and fly-tying skills were already fully developed. Photographs show him as a small, lean man with large, angular features, usually wearing horn-rimmed glasses and often dressed in a bulky, high-collared sweater.

  His first guiding experience in British Columbia was on the Little River, where big Kamloops trout gathered to feed on loose sockeye salmon spawn in the fall and returned in the spring to feast on emerging sockeye alevins. Nation later moved to Paul Lake, a rich, clear lake in a side valley off the North Thompson River, not far from Kamloops. Like many lakes in the region, Paul had abundant weed-covered shoals teeming with scuds and insects, which provided ample food for foraging trout. It was an ideal spot for fly fishing and also an unusually scenic lake, sprawling across the bottom of a verdant valley between steep, pine-clad slopes.

  Nation made his headquarters at Echo Lodge at the west end of the lake. The lodge had been accessible by road for only a few years and still lacked such amenities as electricity or telephone service when he moved there, but it was nevertheless considered a first-class place by the standards of the day.

  Paul Lake had received its first trout in 1908, and by the time Nation got there these fish had long since passed their initial spurt of growth and the lake had settled down to yield steady catches of trout averaging 2 to 3 pounds, with some larger. Nation guided on Paul and other lakes nearby, such as Pinantan, Knouff, Devick’s Beaver, Peterhope, and Hihium, where the trout sometimes were very much larger. He also began experimenting with the fly patterns that were soon to become famous, working by day when there were no clients to guide, or straining his eyes at night to tie by the uncertain light of coal-oil lamps.
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