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Dud Dean and His Creator


Dud said, “We have to plan on gittin’ older. It goes erlong with gitten’ on. But thar ain’t nothin’ in hell or high water to keep us from bein’ good neighbors, er from livin’ up to the best we know jist as long as we can tell daylight from dark. So we go a piece farther, an’ a while longer.”


From “Two Poachers and a Rail Fence”


THE DUD DEAN STORIES SHOULD NOT be out of print. They are too engaging, too much fun, and as the above quote indicates, too filled with meaning when it comes to life’s essentials. Dud’s friends, old and new, will welcome this anthology which makes available once again some of the best hunting and fishing stories ever written.


Dud Dean and his adventures first took life in what our family called the study camp. It sat perched on a steep bank above the water—as far from our family quarters on Wyman Lake as our limited property would allow. There in the camp’s cozy smallness my father, Arthur Macdougall, or Mak as he was known by friends near and far, crafted these classic hunting and fishing tales. In all there were to be fifty-six Dud Dean stories, most of which were featured in Field & Stream magazine before being collected into a series of books. Across the country, Dud soon became for many the quintessential Maine guide and took his place among the most beloved characters of outdoor stories.


Furniture in the study camp was sparse—limited to a sizable table and a chair. A large Aladdin lamp with its incandescent mantle furnished light for those late night hours when these masterful tales took form. Writing the introduction to the last collection of the Dud Dean stories, my father imagined he was back in the study camp and seated at the table. His task set. To answer, once and for all, that question most asked: “Who served as the model for Dud Dean?” The lamp light leaves the corners of the small room in shadows and from this half light spirits of past neighbors assemble around the table. “He is all of us at our best plus his own self,” they whisper.


My father knew these neighbors well. With them he had walked the trails, fished the clear waters, and sat around their fires. As pastor, he had officiated at their weddings and too often presided at their funerals. He knew their little triumphs and not a few secret despairs. My father attested that there was a depth of feeling in men who have slept out under the stars, and he used to comment that they did not have “sidewalk minds.” In the pages of these stories, we meet the neighbors of the upper Kennebec as they once lived. They seem real enough for us to reach out and shake their hands. More importantly it becomes our privilege to know Dud Dean.


People constitute Dud’s chief interest. Well, people and trout fishing, for as Dud tells us in his stories, it’s hard to separate the two. Henry Beston, in writing an introduction to Where Flows the Kennebec, observed that “the best stories … are always about people one remembers and likes to remember.” Dud’s understanding of human nature comes to us woven through a penetrating combination of wit and remembering. We listen to him and are amazed by his homespun shrewdness and his perception. We come away knowing more about ourselves and why we long to be led beside the clear waters of woodland Maine.


Action swirls in these stories. We feel the tension in the straining leader. We fear we may step on a twig and warn the splendid buck. We settle back in the yellow lamp light and sense the warmth of the camp stove. At another time we can feel the cold rain dribble down our back as we fish a mist-shrouded wilderness pond. All such things we sense again; yet all the while we are aware of a deeper current.


As my father put it, Dud tramps in “a less involved and a more elementally real world.” His trail leads from “small interiors into outdoor immensities.” Again, it was Henry Beston who observed that one puts down a Dud Dean book refreshed. It is as if Dud offers the soul a drink of spring water on the uphill trail of life. Beyond, or rather through those descriptions that carry the reader to the edge of ponds where the mayflies are hatching from water-color copies of the sunset and beyond the hilltops silvered in the winter moonlight, there is, to borrow from the poet William Wordsworth, “something still more deeply interfused.” There is in these stories, as one-time Atlantic Monthly editor Bliss Perry pointed out, “Mak’s ability to perceive and tell the truth.” My father once said that over the years he and Dud had grown together in their appreciation of an elemental strength in nature.


Speaking a fisherman’s allegory Dud tells us “A man must come to love his own river.” Perhaps what Dud means is that a person must come to know that river until its elemental realness flows through oneself. Ralph Waldo Emerson was saying much the same thing when he spoke of beauty stealing through one’s being until one yielded to the perfect whole. But it is the reader who must find the meaning for him or herself and that finding is, after all, part of the adventure of going with Dud.


Feeling a degree of fullness may be easier to maintain when we are young and the miracle seems immediate. Dud warns us and himself about getting older. “Some men an’ women don’t ripen while they grow old, they jis shrink. So they come to feel that the cup of life has cracked on the bottom, an’ instid of it running over, it leaks out overnight.” Regardless of your age, you have to work at living. Our guide has his own advice. He admonishes us to “Go fishin’ now! and then later on if you git a chance.”


In writing the introduction to the anthology Classics of American Sporting Fiction (which contains three Dud Dean stories), Michael McIntosh seizes upon the essence of sporting fiction during the golden age of such short stories. They sought “less to tell us how we might be more efficient outdoorsmen and more to show us how we might be better human beings.”


There is no doubt that Dud likes to catch fish, especially big trout, “them old sinners” as he once described them. He hates to lick a good fish, and he hates to lose them, but when Dud starts to describe trout, we know that for him angling is not simply about catching fish. Moxie trout he tells us are “almost blueish erlong the lateral line, an’ spotted as red as the devil’s diamonds” and those from the Kennebec’s East Branch are “all silvered an’ dotted ‘ith the color of mayflowers that grow in the spring at the edge of the snow.” Dud’s advice is clear. A person “should find trout, but more than trout.” Dud, like his friend Mak, “would dread to be so driven, so hurried, while angling that [he] fished on ahead of [the] ancient sounds … The crux of it is that when one angles for trout, he is fishing for a share of it all.”


Once, a young woman who much admired Dud said to him, “I think you’re wonderful, Mr. Dean.”


Because she meant it, Dud was embarrassed. “Shucks. I hain’t. Ask Nancy,” says Dud, pointing to his wife, “She’ll tell yer the truth.”


“He is sometimes,” said Nancy.


Far more often than not, Dud is an exceptional man. My father spoke of him as “that greatly simple man.” Dud is such a person, but for all his wisdom and accomplishments he is neither infallible nor a saint. His ethical code is simple: One expects to carry his or her part and more when it’s necessary; one consumes no more than his or her share and less if another’s needs are greater; one respects the property of another; one does what he or she has said he would do; and when the dark becomes really black, one waits with quiet courage for the morning. That is his unspoken credo—as essential as a three-pound ax, matches in a waterproof case, and a compass are to Dud and his woods-wise friends.


I have already mentioned that Dud likes people—well, most of them. He does so because he likes life, chuckling, and good fun in general. My father wrote “Dud and I have loved fun … because we learned that fun is … a convocation of well being. We made all we could of ‘fellowship’ because fun is not a lonely experience.”


Not everything is fun, however. Dud can get disgusted. Once our guide took several of Mak’s minister friends fishing. Through no fault of the guide, the trip was a series of disasters and at the end one of the bedraggled anglers says, “Well, Mister Dean, someday I may want to go fishing with you again, but not now.” Dud informs us, “I tried to be charitable, an’ all that, but the best I cu’d muster was to say, ‘Some day, maybe, I’ll invite you.’” Dud’s wife, Nancy, said later that Dud was ashamed of himself, but he wasn’t.


And Dud can get mad. When he does there comes that “steely expression” in his blue-gray eyes under those “awesome brows.” A few times Dud altogether forgets his resolve to be a gentleman as he did when he took Crazy Stiller fishing. Of course, one can understand. The situation was one of those that try a man’s soul.


Like all great storytellers, Dud makes a practice of being honest about himself. He has, for instance, known fear as when in “The Way of an Old Maid,” Dud has to rescue two people from the sweeping waters of the Kennebec. “Somehow, the river scared me almost helpless,” he tells us. He is acquainted with chagrin as the story “Dud Guides a Lady” discloses. Dumping your canoe and then getting saved by a young woman you didn’t want to guide is not something you want in the newspapers.


I started to write that Dud was above all humble, but I am not sure that this is the case. Anyway, the reader must decide such facts for him or herself. Is it humility that he exhibits or a just respect for himself? He tells us that he has guided people who were high-hat, “but I never held that ag’inst folks … I’ve kept my respect fer myself, an’ always figgered they sh’ud do the same in their own way.” Perhaps to keep one’s self-respect is to accomplish more than to wallow in the humbleness of saints.


No wonder so many sportsmen and sportswomen have come to the upper Kennebec hoping they might find Dud sitting on his back steps, filling his pipe and free to take them fishing or hunting. They feel Dud has gotten his life together. His direction is set in the quiet balance of his mind, and he possesses the heart to get him where he knows we humans ought to go. He is a companion for the trail—a man who understands what we can never quite express about God’s great outdoors and the human journey.


Within the final story of the last Dud Dean book, there is the tale of a young soldier home on a furlough who packs his grub and goes fishing into Robinson and Lone Jack Ponds. There he forgets time. Dud recounts:




The soldier an’ his friend was on the raft that they had patched up. The time was early mornin’ when the red gods haunt the wilderness, when countless little flowers of the day begin to open up, an’ when the sun mixes night an’ day together an’ pours soft colors eround old conkey pines that stand high above the newer stuff. It was early mornin’ and the ferever was all eround Lone Jack. I mean, it’s good fer the saint er the sinner to go fishin’ in the early light; good fer the genius er the dullard to be fishin’ afore the sun comes up over the beloved near-at-hand. The soldier told me that, the best he cu’d. He felt it in his bones.





We feel Dud’s wisdom in our bones, and in gratitude we celebrate Dud Dean and express our gratitude to his creator.


Dud’s wisdom and his code of conduct are distilled from Arthur Macdougall’s rich experience—from human beings with good in their souls, from wise minds that did not “take life as a donkey munches hay” (to use one of my father’s favorite expressions), from faith and from the intimations of nature. My father discovered joy and inspiration in much of life. He found it in hard work done well, in the courage of independent men and women, in the sun’s “long light” striking across the old New England hills, in the singing of the “pipers” on a spring evening, and in fishing for trout. Yet there were moments when he experienced a lingering melancholy like a cold mist after a late fall rain.


At a young age, and as the Old Testament would phrase it, my father was “acquainted with grief.” Born in Enfield, Maine, on August 16, 1896, he was the son of a master carpenter who had emigrated from Scotland and, in the “new world” had been called to the evangelical ministry. His mother was Nellie Rosilla Guptill of Cherryfield, Maine, a descendant of that town’s first settler, a millwright by the name of Ichabod Willey. Following my father’s birth, the new family moved four times in five years. In 1901, they were in South Chelmsford, Massachusetts. It was there, in the spring of the year, that my father’s mother died.


The moves continued. There were some happy memories. In the town of Granville, Massachusetts, my father caught his first trout in a winding, meadow brook. It was there, too, he discovered a wondrous realm of books in the public library.


But my father’s boyhood was short. By age thirteen, he was working for his board for a widow—the only “man” on a hillside farm in Blandford, Massachusetts. There were some excitements such as the Blandford Fair, where the widow sold maple sugar they had made to pay the taxes. But generally life was just hard. There were days when the widow and my father shared the livestock’s corn meal. My father learned that one has to find his own way through the valley of existence. He found kinship with the out-of-doors, hunted and fished when he could, and trapped for any money he possessed.


Many jobs would follow: clerking in a grocery store, working on the railroad section gang, and finally operating a paper machine at the Woronoko Mill in Russell, Massachusetts. With the money he saved he attended sessions at Mount Hermon—a school in northwestern Massachusetts that has provided opportunity for so many young men.


Returning from France and the First World War, he entered the theological seminary in Bangor, Maine. In 1923, he was called to fill the pulpit at Bingham, Maine, that village on the banks of the Kennebec so pleasantly held in the hollow of the folding hills. Wearing his only overcoat, a khaki O.D. issue, “Mak” began a thirty-six year ministry in the upper Kennebec. He never was to make much money and always claimed that the balance of his salary was paid in the form of good trout fishing.


That same year he married Leah Parks of Russell, Massachusetts, whom he had known and admired since a boy. Any celebration of Dud Dean or his creator must include my mother. She and Dud’s wife, Nancy, would have made good neighbors. Both possessed an admirable good sense and an unshakable propriety. (My mother, for instance, disapproved of Dud’s favorite expression, “by crotch.”) It was my mother who painstakingly proofread my father’s manuscripts and corrected the galley sheets. This she accomplished between mending socks, practicing the choir, doing the wash, canning garden crops, and minding the expectations of parishioners.


While my father’s formal schooling was good foundation, he read and studied his way to an impressive erudition. Yet, more than education, I think I know what called the attention of great minded men to this young minister of the upper Kennebec. Once on a very dark night when he and I were following an old and nearly obliterated trail, I asked my father how he knew when we were on or off the path. “You feel the difference under your feet,” he answered. My father had an intuitive ability to feel where the truth ran in the great issues of life.


As a writer, he worked to learn his craft. According to him, he had read a small library of how-to-write books. He became an expert on what he termed “plotology”—dissecting the classical plots, which he liked to say had been “incubated” in the past. He practiced the development of characters and creation of swift descriptions that can “brush-in” a setting without delaying the action. He wrote and wrote. I can hear again the tap, tapping of his typewriter punctuating the stillness of the parsonage when the rest of Bingham had been long asleep.


Those reading the Dud Dean stories for the first time may need a word of warning and explanation. The “dialect” may present difficulties, but I think only at first. The eye adjusts to the phonetic spelling, and the ear soon welcomes the easy flow of Dud’s lingo.


Fannie Hardy Ekstrom, who authored The Penobscot Man and made a lifetime study of Maine people and their culture, was the first to observe that among the many attempts to reproduce the old Maine idiom the Dud Dean stories were the most successful. Here is a faithful recording of linguistic patterns which have as their aim an effortless articulation without a surrendering of emphasis. Dud’s creator writes:




I have noticed that Dud drops his consonants whenever it is euphoniously convenient; but that occurs in relation to his own soft, slow articulation, and Dud does not consistently avoid the consonants. There are times when he stresses them, as if he felt that in so doing he emphasized the part the word played.





Consonants aside, this quote makes an important point. While the Maine idiom has a common core of linguistic patterns and vocal habits, it is not a stereotypical colloquialism. Consistency is not a virtue; getting one’s point across is. True Mainers like Dud Dean are individuals, speech and all. Dud is Dud, and his particular articulations are a part of his message.


Dud Dean’s stories are lit by language genius—his own delightful turn of phrase, his marvelous enlivenments, his similes and metaphors. One is tempted to begin a list of memorable phrases such as “the sun was stuck behind a chunk of eternity,” or in referring to an awkwardly tied fly “it floated like a lump of nonsense upside down,” or the description of a character as “a mountain of protoplasm and a molehill of virtue” or … One quickly realizes that such figures and descriptions in Dud’s narration or Mak’s storytelling are not occasional but omnipresent. It is better for the reader to discover these golden images where they exist neatly woven into the fabric of the stories. Moreover, to lay too much stress on language may lead those not acquainted with Dud astray. After all, his stories are first and foremost adventures. Through them the clear waters of the Kennebec, home of bejeweled trout and silver salmon, flow into a new millennium. We meet new neighbors upon old trails and are invited in to sit not in their Victorian parlors, but in the lamp-lit kitchen where we can feel the warmth of an old Atlantic Claridon stove.


Selecting what stories to be included in this book has proven difficult. In fact, damned difficult. I could say that I have chosen those I liked best, but that would be too easy and not quite true. Not included are wonderful yarns: funny, poignant, instructive, fine outdoor tales.


The stories selected for this anthology seem to me to best reflect Dud Dean’s character and that of his better neighbors along the Kennebec. There was a nobleness in their creed that should not be forgotten.


Walter M. Macdougall
Milo, Maine
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An Invitation to Dud’s World


(Taken from: “My Goodness Professor”)


IT WAS MAY IN MAINE. SAP WAS RUNNING. And the hills were flowing tints of yellow and red where the deciduous trees were blooming. I cut a chip from a yellow birch that the winter winds had thrown down. The sap welled into the notch, and I drank my fill of that mildly flavored liquid. The sun was in a kindly mood, and all the wilderness was wide awake.


When Dud and I had eaten lunch, I pulled an old O.D. blanket from my pack and stretched out at full length. Is there any luxury like the lazy self indulgence of a prone position beneath skies in the month of May! How good to lie there and to look up through budding trees to the white clouds, like far-off glaciers sliding down the roof of the world, while near at hand the bloodroots and violets are poking their faces through last fall’s blanket of leaves!


While I was thinking about that, Dud filled his pipe and then settled his broad shoulders against an unshaven silver birch. That rite over, he squinted up into the blue through the bud-tinted branches. I watched him, lazy puffs of tobacco smoke dissolved in the golden air. Minutes passed. Then Dud turned to me.


“Y’know, Mak, whenever I git a chance to jist set an’ watch white clouds goin lazy-like across the sky, my mind always starts crusin’ erbout inside. Maybe it’s dangerous. Fust thing I know, I come up smack ag’inst this er that which I ain’t remembered for maybe years. Fer example, jist a min-it ago, I found myself thinking erbout the time I guided Professor Kelley. Did I ever tell yer erbout him?”


Welcome friends and neighbors of Dud Dean, ease back
and let these yarns fill your senses.
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A Deal in Hounds


Dud, Mak, and another companion, identified as an architect, are bird hunting in the hills and old farm country east of Bingham, Maine. They have stopped for lunch and made tea, which Dud observes, “sh’udn’t ever be boiled.” The passing of a boy and his dog prompts a confession from the architect. He would give anything to be young again. Dud has reservations, which lead him to tell his companions about his early years.


One calamity after another falls upon him as he turns twenty-one. He loses money in an attempt to get rich at lumbering. His father and then his mother die. He turns to farming and has three cows and the summer’s hay in the barn when lightning hits and destroys the structure. At that hour of ashes and destitution, Hosshoe, a stray hound that has attached itself to Dud, presents him with twelve pups.


“Crotch,” Dud remembers, “the old saying come to me. How it never rains but somebody gits good an’ wet.” Only one bright spot lights the dismal moment. There are indications that the young schoolmarm is returning Dud’s definite interest.


“FROM THEN ON, MY FINANCIAL SITUATION got worse. How them pups did grow. An’ do yer think I c’ud give ’em away. No sir! Even Mat Markham refused to help me by takin’ some off my hands. I had to borrow money to buy a cow, becuz them pups had to have milk. Then I had to borrow more money to build a new barn fer the cow. When we got it built, it was full of half-grown hounds.


“I talked it over with the schoolmarm. She suggested that I sh’ud advertise to find the rightful owner of that hound. So I spent five dollars an’ sixty cents fer ads in the old Somerset Reporter. The ad was so much a word. It w’ud have cost me more to mention her pups. So I didn’t. We-ell, the only result that c’ud be traced to that advertisin’ was a bill from the town clerk fer dog tax.


“So thar I was, a-raisin’ hounds. Somehow, it didn’t help my reputation. Long-headed folks begun to talk erbout how queer it was that I sh’ud turn out to be sech an impractical feller, when all my folks had been nice, sensible people. But what c’ud I do? If ever a young feller was caught in a devil of a fix, his name was Dud Dean.


“I made up my mind that I’d make a clean breast of it to the schoolteacher becuz I knew that folks was sayin’ that if I had any gumption, I w’ud have drowned them pups in the Kennebec River afore they was weaned. That’s jist how simple a compound situation can look to persons on the outside.


“We-ell, when I faced this situation ‘ith the schoolmarm, I found out that neighborhood talk had sort of undermined her confidence in me. Yes, sir! B’crotch, when I went home that night, the moon looked as commonplace as a white doorknob, an’ I felt as sad as the children of Israel when they hung their harps on the alder bushes beside the waters of Babylon. Prob’ly I was stuffed up ‘ith lonely pride. Anyhow, the schoolmarm went off on a vacation.


“Summer went past. An’ I was like a man with a permanent bellyache. One day, in November, it come to me that a man might as well ride hossback if he was goin’ to be hung fer a hoss thief. So I got out my double barrel gun an’ bought me some number two shells. That night, I brought home a nice, prime red fox. An’ I had found out sunthin’ that w’ud have done my heart good if it hadn’t been so bowed down ’ith other griefs. I had as true a hound as ever lifted her head in the mornin’ air. She had a voice like a seraphim, which is a contralto angel.


“Wait a min-it. I don’t want to sound too flippant. Actually, I ain’t sure whether a seraphim sings contralto, er what. But that blue-ticked, red-speckled bitch was a masterpiece. Yes sir! I was as proud of her as a feller head-over-heels in debt, an’ no schoolmarm, c’ud be.


“Yer see, by that time, I was sick of hearin’ folks snicker when some idgit wanted to know how my hounds was prosperin’. An’ I had it halfway through my head that the schoolteacher warn’t on my side. So I didn’t bother to go down town, much. I jist stuck to fox huntin’. That bitch an’ me got so thin that folks c’udn’t tell us apart, except that she looked the smartest.


“Come the fust of December, an’ I had twenty-five fox pelts. That didn’t mean a fortune, but it meant erbout $250. Folks warn’t so sure that I was the biggest durn fool this side of Massachusetts. That is, they warn’t so sure as they had been. Any time yer catch a person laughin’ at hard cash, yer can be sure that he warn’t born in Maine.


“Up to then, thar hadn’t been much snow. Not much. Then we got some more. Not havin’ anythin’ else to do, I stuck to fox huntin’. An’ I learned a lot that winter, out on the hills. It was really the most profitable part of my eddication. Gradually, it come over me that God’s whole creation didn’t rise an’ fall along ’ith my temperature. I saw the sun rise, a good many times, from the top of windswept hills. It come up, slow an’ stiddy. I saw it setting away off back of the mountains. It went down, calm an’ impersonal. Yep, after a while, my troubles didn’t seem to crowd heaven an’ earth.


“One day, I had a big dog fox in my pack an’ was satisfied, in an absent-minded sort of way. Me an’ the hound was walkin’ up the Solon road comin’ back from the John Savage place. I hardly paid attention when she jumped inter the snow an’ worked off west of the road. But purty soon, she began to sing. Thar is almost as much difference in the sound of a hound’s voice as thar is in human voices. Folks who don’t realize that has missed sunthin’! A man perked up his ears when that bitch began to roll her notes.


“Over where she had gone, thar was a little patch of woods. It was all west of the main road, toward the Kennebec River. I sort of hustled to look over the layout, while my hound was runnin’ up in the northwest corner. An’ I finally got set right where a man w’ud want to be if he was dreamin’ the whole affair. I warn’t thar five min-its too soon, either. That hound was rollin’ hound-talk down on me when I caught sight of movement in the low brush that flanked the pines.


“I pulled the old double-barrel to my shoulder an’ followed erlong on the movement till the critter sh’ud come inter the clear. My trigger finger was half squeezed, when I made out it warn’t so much like a fox as a little black dog, a spaniel. We-ell, I was flabbergasted becuz I had been sure I was goin’ to knock over another fox. Without thinkin’, I dropped the gun on my shoulder. Then, both eyes discovered the mistake. It was a big, black fox. The realization made my heart swell up so big it nearly choked me to death. I swung and pulled, but the fox went free.


“Crotch, I felt almost as bad as I w’ud to lose a nice trout. It was jist the shake of a buck’s tail, an’ fox an’ hound was gone like a wind in the lilacs. Gone across the County road up the ridge, an’ clean out of hearin’. From then on, till dark, was a chase to remember, but I never laid eyes on that fox.


“I felt aggravated at myself, which is the most uncomfortable aggravation in all the world. That night, when I was goin’ home through town, Mat Markham offered me ten dollars fer my hound. Mat always was a master at what is known as anticlimax.


“No need to say that after that red foxes looked commonplace to me, but that bitch continued to take her foxes as they come. The twenty-first of December was as mean a day as I ever saw, cold an’ personal. But me an’ the hound started out. It had got to be a habit. We had worked purty steady and faithful to pick up some sign of that black fox. This day, I decided that we sh’ud have another look over in the place where Hosshoe had jumped him.


“Durn my hide if he wasn’t back ag’in! I saw his tracks afore the hound found them. ‘W’ud that be him?’ I asks her. An’ b’crotch, she seemed to know what I meant. Oh well, what if she didn’t? I was excited. I reckoned that he had gone in thar fer a sleep. An’ I warn’t but a little behind her when she let out the yowls that said we was hot on him, which meant that I was trackin’ maybe as much as a thousand dollars becuz this was the days before ranch-raised foxes had come to market.
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“That far, everythin’ had worked out as nice as the fust time. As yer know, foxes tend to cross at sartin p’ints, but I figger that black critter w’udn’t cross where I had blazed away him no more’n ten days ago. Crotch, I tried to think of everthin’ all at once. I needed to think like a genius, but I was only a hunter. At last, thar warn’t time to think erbout anything.


“It’s queer, but once in a hundred years a man may do a thing ’ithout thinkin’ at all. Fust thing I knew, I was runnin’ jist as fast as I c’ud on webs. An’ I was headed west, to the river. It was jist as though I had decided that fox w’ud try to get out of the box by sneakin’ south erlong the river—only a man don’t decide anythin’ when his mind is as blank as an attic without a floor.


“Actually, the layout was like this. Beside the river, thar’s a hossback ridge that runs north an’ south. Beyond the ridge, lookin’ down on the water, thar’s a strip of low, level land. Somehow, I was out of wind when I got up on top of that ridge. When I stopped, I heard the hound runnin’, sort of puzzled-like up in the northwest.


“When I looked down at the river, I seen a dozen or more of them miserable fish ducks in the black, open water. I no more’n noticed them, then up they got, yellin’ their fool heads off. It made me wonder how they knew I was thar. Then it come to me that they didn’t. Thoughts come special slow when man is out of wind an’ his heart is poundin’ hard enough to break his ribs. But it come to me that sunthin’ else had scared them mergansers. Crotch, I looked sharp, up an’ down that strip below an’ between me an’ the Kennebec River.


“An’ thar he was! runnin’ erlong ‘bout where the railroad is. Boys, it was a hard shot—at least it was fer a nervous man. The result surprised me, an’ I reckon it s’prised the fox. Anyway, over he went in the white snow, jist a tangle of legs.


“Even now my heart dances thinkin’ erbout it. Ayah. By then Hosshoe was thar. She was proud. An’ so was I. That fox was to fetch me $1,100. Yer can see that luck had begun to turn fer Dud Dean. But that ain’t the end.


“To save my soul from perdition, I c’udn’t resist the temptation to stop in town to display my black fox. Nobudy laughed. Folks even looked like they was ready to admit that I warn’t so big a fool as had been talked. And the next day, who sh’ud show up but a newspaper feller from Lewiston. He wanted to take my pitchur, an’ to write erbout the black fox hunt.


“I told him that he was welcome to take all the pitchurs he wanted to make, but that he’d have to include Hosshoe an’ her pups. Every man that’s born is entitled to at least one stroke of genius b’fore he dies. I reckon that was mine.


“Yer see, thar we was when they printed that paper: the black fox, Hosshoe, the pups, an’ me. Crotch, in twenty-four hours thar had been more fox hunters at my place than I ever dreamed thar was in the whole world! Wait a min-it, maybe that’s a slight exaggeration, but anyhow they came from miles eround. So I sold $300 worth of pups. We-ell, figger it out fer yourselves. I’ll be danged if the high finance warn’t too much fer me. So I went down to git the schoolmarm’s help.”


The architect grinned and looked at Dud. “Did she straighten out your accounts?”


Dud stood up and looked down the old road where the young fox hunter had gone. His face relaxed. A slow smile grew, until the familiar chuckle came to his lips.


“Ye’ve met Nancy,” he said.
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The Way of an Old Maid


In the story entitled “Under a Willow Tree,” Dud unsuccessfully—and under duress—attempts to teach Nancy’s friend, an English professor at Durum College by the name of Olivet Bumpus, how to fly-fish. Now “the Bumpus” is back, and this time in the company of Atterly Dumstead. Dumstead has done very well in the making and selling of soap. He arrives with his own car, still not a common conveyance in the little village of Bingham, and his own chauffeur—a young fellow named Al.


Matrimony is hovering in the wings and it is soon obvious that fly fishing is tangled up in the whole affair. Dud likes to see Nancy happy, and to do so means he will have to take the couple fishing. They are all sitting at the dining room table—even Al at Dud’s insistence—when the dreaded event is given voice by Dumstead. That next morning, as the expedition sets out, Nancy Dean gives her husband his tellings. (See Appendix II for notes on the setting.)


WHEN THE TIME COME, NEXT MORNIN’, fer us to start out on Dumstead’s fishin’ trip, Nancy contrived not to go, jist as I had expected she w’ud.


“Now, Dudley,” she says to me, “remember to be nice an kind. This is Olivet’s big day. Help to make it memorable for her.”


I’m afraid I warn’t exactly gracious, feelin’ the way I did. “All right, Nancy,” says I, “I’ll undertake to do my part, but if she had a big day comin’ to her, why in timenation did she have to postpone it so long?”


Nancy looked disappointed with that question, so I amended it some. “Shucks,” I says, “prob’ly I’m unduly pessimistic. I reckon it ain’t goin’ to be as bad as bein’ bit by a horg.”


Whether it was er not, I leave to you. Anyhow, here comes the gist of it, as I remember.


The sun was shinin’ nice and bright when Al backed the doodad car out of my barn. Me and Al was in front, with the Bumpus and Dumstead in back. Nancy waved us off. Caesar came tearin’ out of the barn an’ yowled at us. An’ away we goes. Al and me looked straight ahead, an’ was glad to. I don’t recall that we was goin’ any special place, except that the general idea was to drive up the river until we sh’ud come to a stretch of water of which Dumstead approved.


Well sir, if ever thar was a couple of mortals that c’ud be described as settin’ on a cloud, it was the Bumpus an’ Dumstead. The danged old idgits. Anybudy c’ud see, it seemed to me, that Dumstead was mentally disrupted an’ Olivet was all a-tittered.


Now an’ then Al winked at me, but I meant to keep my eyes on the scenery, which don’t giggle like a PhD on the backseat of an automobile.


The way Al drove made me nervous. He didn’t seem to be able to run that rig at less than twenty miles an hour. After we had gone by Temple Pond an’ down on Bassett Flat, I remembered sunthin’ Doc Brownin’ had told me a long time a-fore that. “Dud,” he said, “the best medicine in all the world is relaxation. Jist relax an’ ye’ll live on, until dyin’ is as easy as relaxing.”


Poor Doc was the most unrelaxed man I ever knew. However, it seemed to me that mornin’ that maybe I’d better try relaxin’. And I was almost relaxed when episode number one episoded.


Now, to appreciate it all, yer need to imagine the old Dugway Road from Bingham to Caratunk. It’s gone an’ fergotten now, it bein’ under the new lake behind Bingham Dam. A good deal of it was dug out erlong the side of the mountain, on the east bank of the river. Thar was plenty of places so narrow that two teams c’udn’t pass, and on the lefthand side, goin’ up river, it was as steep down as a roof.


And it was in sech a place that we met Henry Gates, ridin’ behind a little, white-nosed mare. If she had ever seen an automobile before, it had made an unfavorable impression on her. An’ thar we was! smack eround a twist in the Dugway, an’ no extra room fer anythin’ but prayers.


On account of jist havin’ relaxed, all I c’ud do was to look fer a place to jump at. As fer Hen, the one look I had at his face revealed that he felt like a man ’ith death ridin’ down on him an’ nothin’ in hand that was adequate to stop it.


But the little mare had more sense than any of us. Somehow—I never quite figgered how—she climbed that bank an’ they went by us on a down-hill cant that swung the hind wagon wheels inter the car. I said that they went by, but I only meant the mare an’ the wagon. Henry had rolled out an’ he lay in the ditch when we went by.


“Stop! The man is killed!” screams the Bumpus.


Al was stoppin’. He had the brakes all set of course. Then we all got out to view the remains. But before we got to them, they stood up an’ gazed down the road where the mare was disappearin’ like she was goin’ to Massachusetts.


Henry Gates was the mildest spoken man that ever took anythin’ to pieces with his bare hands. And when he turned his attention on us, I seen that sunthin’ int’restin’ was erbout to happen. But fer a min-it, Henry jist chewed on his mustache.


I noticed that Dumstead seemed to be all out of breath, as if his mind had raced after Henry’s mare an’ hadn’t got back.
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