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To the spirit of my beautiful daughter, Kristine Johnson, who passed away in 2001 at the age of 30 from brain cancer.  Her life lives on through her two children, Ris Johnson and Rider Johnson.

To my wife, DeAnne, who has always been the love and light of my life.  She is beautiful, but her real beauty lies beneath the surface. She is out-going, smart, creative, intuitive, gracious, empathetic, and positive and has taught me much about the spiritual side of my life.  Many times, she sat patiently reading a book for hours next to a river while I lost all sense of time casting to waiting trout. 

To my mother, Aimee` Graham Mott, who was always there for me.  She was the glue that kept our whole family together.  Special thanks to her for collecting and saving my father’s and his ancestors’ stories for me. 

To my father, John Grenville Mott, who I called by the nickname “Ghin.”  He was a newspaper sportswriter with a byline “Beyond the Pail” and occasionally wrote about flyfishing in New Mexico.  Eventually, he opened the first public relations firm in El Paso, Texas.  Thanks for his love of sports and writing which he passed on to me.

To my stepson, J.D. Frette, who I nicknamed "Bubs."  He joined me for several memorable flyfishing adventures.  I am so proud of him and  consider him my son.

To my sister, Sheridan Hansen, brother-in-law Jon Hansen, and favorite nephew Tom Hansen for their support and generosity.

To Hal Writer, who first introduced me to the sport of fly fishing at the Wigwam Club.  He was a great mentor and spiritual guide and treated me like his son. 

To my best friend, Jim Hastedt, and other buddies, Bob Sherr, Ken Decker, and D. J. “Sandy“ Colling who shared pleasant times fly fishing with me.
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  Introduction


In this book, I have reflected on my life as a fly fisherman. Through a traumatic childhood, an alcoholic father, a painful divorce, a stepfamily, and my daughter’s death, these events set me on a remarkable journey of discovery and recovery. During my lifetime of both pain and loss, I have learned so many valuable lessons about love, forgiveness, and empathy. I realized these personal happenings were a gift to me. 
Introduced to flyfishing by my father-in-law, I found a wonderful sport to help me deal with my anger and forgive my father‘s alcoholism.  Spending so many hours on a river or stream was like a cool salve for my woundedness.  I meditated as the waters flowed around me like a healing balm. 
My mother saved a diary and magazine articles by my father’s relatives who were outdoorsmen, hunters and fly fishermen.  This information brought me full circle to uncovering and recovering my past. My great grandfather, grandfather, and father were all writers.  Suddenly, a new world opened to me when I discovered I also loved to write.  
Graham M. Mott






  
  Chapter one
Fly Fishing Heaven
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_______________________________________

“During the next hour’s fishing,

I saw my fly line suddenly shudder,

felt a hard strike, raised the rod, set the hook,

and stared wide-eyed

as a large rainbow trout

jumped and raced downstream.”

_______________________________________

Can you possibly imagine where my first fly fishing experience took place?  My father-in-law, Hal introduced me to the sport.  When I met him, we hit it off immediately as he had three daughters and no sons.  Little did I know that Hal was very successful in Denver business.  He was in his early 70’s when I met him, but I never thought about his age as he was so active and healthy.  Hal was short, thin, and bald but his strong, assured, and friendly personality made his stature seem much bigger in everyone’s eyes.  From the beginning, I felt a special kinship with him.  Since I didn’t have a close relationship with my own father, it was a natural evolution to feel good about an older male who took an interest in me.  He loved golf, playing cards, flyfishing and duck hunting.   
One day while talking with Hal, he asked if I had an interest in learning to fly fish.  Enthusiastically, I told him I would love to learn the sport.  Hal told me he was a member of a private fly-fishing club on the South Platte River and would like to have me join him.  Being naïve and newer to the Denver area, I had no idea Hal was talking about one of the most exclusive fly-fishing clubs in Colorado.  Little did I know that only the wealthy, elite, and privileged were voted in as members of this select club, and only a small number of members and guests ever had the opportunity to fish this special property.
I jumped at the chance to spend more time with Hal and learn as much as I could from him.  When the day arrived for our first fishing excursion, I was excited and could hardly wait to go.  We left Denver about 8:30 in the morning, and I drove Hal’s Cadillac south to the small town of Sedalia and turned west following a two-lane dirt road into the mountains and eventually arrived overlooking the South Platte River.  At around 10am, I looked down from the road above the entrance to the Wigwam Club and spotted several cabins and buildings along the shore of the river just below Cheesman Canyon.  
It was an idyllic place where the river itself had been sculptured with well-placed large boulders providing pool after pool of perfect habitat and holding areas for trout.  There were also several diversionary canals next to the river where both rainbow and German brown trout were raised from small fry to at least one or two pounds to be eventually stocked in the river.
As I was viewing the Wigwam Club, Hal pointed out the uppermost pool situated just below the public Cheesman Canyon water and told me the story about an exceptionally large German brown trout that made its home in that location.  The fish had been named “Gus” and most of the members, from one time or another, had attempted to catch this trophy-sized fish.  A few had even been lucky enough to hook “Gus,” but no one could ever land the prize.  This trout was like a Paul Bunyan figure, bigger than life, and its reputation had reached epic proportions.  “Gus” weighed from five to ten pounds and was a brown trout that fly fisherman could only dream about landing once during a lifetime.  
Hal told me the Wigwam members had tried many different techniques including night fishing with large streamer flies to try to entice this behemoth.  Gus was a legendary fish, and its stature continued to grow bigger year after year.  One night, a non-member fisherman situated in the public water above the pool and fishing a spinning rod using a large piece of sucker meat as bait, let his line drift under the fence dividing the public property from the Wigwam Club.  To the Wigwam members’ obvious dismay, he hooked “Gus” and eventually netted the king-sized German brown trout and took his prize home.  As the story goes, there has never been a larger trout caught in the South Platte River near Deckers, Colorado.  
At the time, I was excited to be visiting the Wigwam Club but didn’t realize how significant it was to have my first fly fishing experience at this elite location until a few years later. I knew something special was taking place but at the time could not get my mind around it.  I drove through the entrance to the club and down the narrow road parking the car next to a cabin with a sign “Bachelors” above the front door.  It was aptly named for the members and guests who came to fish without their wives or families.    
Hal provided me with all the fishing gear I would need.  Included were thick Hodgeman rubber chest waders with suspenders and attached felt-soled boots, a three-piece bamboo fly rod, a single action Hardy reel, a fishing vest, a net, some gut leaders, and a fly box with various beautifully tied flies.  
Even though I was twenty-five years old, I couldn’t help feeling giddy and like a little kid who was going to the “candy store” for the first time.  Hal, who was in no hurry, made me take my time putting on my gear as he slowly and methodically pulled on his waders.  Since I was his guest and totally reliant on his training and tutelage, I had no choice but to take some deep breaths to help slow myself down.  As I was to learn from several excursions to the Wigwam Club, Hal only fly fished for an hour or so, never expended any extra energy, waded in shallow water close to shore, and showed his skills by catching a large rainbow trout.  He was truly remarkable and an expert wet-fly fisherman.  
Due to the intricacies and difficulties of learning the art of casting a fly rod correctly and presenting a fly properly,  Hal worked diligently with me for over an hour teaching me to tie knots, choosing various flies to attach to my gut leader, and showing me how to cast the rod and retrieve the fly.  He pointed out the water where trout would likely be located and had me practice wading in the river.  It was a crash course, and like an overeager kid, I was impatient to try what he had taught me.  
Hal could not contain my youthful enthusiasm.  Finally, it was time to get my feet wet.  We walked to the river’s edge for my first fly fishing endeavor.  I was using Hal’s two wet-fly fishing method including a larger streamer fly, the muddler minnow, and a smaller royal coachman.   I followed his instructions by casting both flies across the river at a forty-five-degree angle, letting the flies sink under the water, allowing the line to move downstream eventually straightening out, and retrieving my fly line in short stripping motions. He told me I could expect a strike at any time my flies were in the water.  Hal couldn’t help smiling while watching me attempt to cast my rod without snagging one of my flies in a bush nearby or snapping one off during my back cast.  
Time passed quickly and the lunch bell rang so it was time to take a break and stop fishing.  Of course, I wanted to catch my first trout and had no appetite for food, but my only choice was to join Hal for lunch.  Wolfing down my food as quickly as possible, it was agonizing as I watched Hal slowly chew and swallow each morsel from his plate.  Patience was not one of my stronger virtues.  I found myself daydreaming as I looked out the picture window at the river.  As soon as Hal finished his meal, I excused myself, ran back to “Batchelors,” pulled on my waders, grabbed my fly rod, and headed for the river.  
During the next hour’s fishing, I saw my fly line suddenly shudder, felt a hard strike, raised the rod, set the hook, and stared wide-eyed as a large rainbow trout jumped and raced downstream.  I knew at that exact moment I was “hooked by fly fishing.”  Shouting at Hal to get his attention, I felt adrenalin surge through me as I fought my first trout on a fly rod.  
Hal lived to be 90 years old and didn’t quit fishing until his early eighties.  He probably took me at least twenty times to fish the Wigwam Club, but of course, I could never go enough.  His generosity also included taking his grandsons, two of my friends, and my sister’s family as guests to fish the club.
Hal and I never stayed at the club for more than four hours at a time as he wanted to get back to the Denver Country Club by mid-afternoon to gamble playing gin rummy.  Of course, I would have preferred to miss lunch and fish.  Sometimes, I would even try to hide behind a bush when Hal drove along the river looking for me to join him.  
Using Hal’s two-wet-fly method, I was lucky enough to experience hooking two trout almost simultaneously two times.  When you hook two fish, your fly line is pulled in sudden, erratic directions making it feel as if you are fighting something surreal.  Seeing two trout jump makes your heart skip a beat as you can hardly believe this event can be happening to you.  Hooking two fish didn’t just happen to me at the Wigwam Club, but I also had that same experience while fishing the Blue River not far below Dillon Reservoir and the White River near Budge’s Resort.  This was a such magical happening, and I equated it to a golfer making a hole in one.  It has been many years since I had that experience.
While visiting he Wigwam Club, I also taught myself how to fish dry flies and eventually spent much of my time looking for rising trout.  The first time almost happened by accident when I spied a fish rising at the top of a pool.  I changed flies and tied on an Adams dry fly and caught a beautiful rainbow on my first cast.  The Adams became my favorite until a few years later when I started using the parachute Adams.  I wouldn’t say that moment made me a dry fly purist, but after that experience, I always preferred casting to rising trout.
In 1978, Hal offered to nominate my name for membership in the Wigwam Club.  It was quite an honor. To say I was pleased was an understatement as I had never dreamed of becoming a member.  Most of the members were wealthy retired gentlemen.  The cost of membership included a fee of $10,000 or more plus annual dues and daily usage costs for the cabins, meals, and guests.   For me, it was a pipe dream to be considered for membership at this premier fishing club. Hal was especially popular among the members and didn’t have a son so I figured it was a possibility that his cronies might approve my membership.  To put it mildly, I was so flattered to even be considered among such prominent people. 
Simultaneously, my marriage to his daughter ended.  Being realistic, the club’s cost of membership was beyond my financial means, and since my marriage had dissolved, I knew the possibility of becoming a member was over.  Hal and I never talked about membership again. 
I stopped by Hal’s home on his 90th birthday and thanked him for all his support and teaching me to fly fish.
To celebrate, I called a local newspaper ad and paid for a female to come to his home with her boombox and perform a personal strip tease for him.  He loved my gift and eventually passed away a few months later from a stroke while playing gin rummy with his buddies at the Denver Country Club.  
From time to time, I still try to visualize what it would have been like to be a member of one of the pre-eminent fly-fishing clubs.  While I was lucky enough to fish the Wigwam Club numerous times, the whole experience was so perfect that most other fishing locales paled by comparison.   Realistically, being a member of the Wigwam Club did not really fit me.  Like all my Mott ancestors, I am unpretentious, a renegade, an individualist, and have no interest in being a member of any club. 
Thanks to Hal for introducing me to fly fishing.  Sometimes when arriving at the South Platte River near Deckers, I park my car above the Wigwam Club and gaze down upon “fly fishing heaven.”                                                                                                               







  
  Chapter two
In the Lip


Cartoon by Hohenbrink
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"Looks like a group of first-time fly fishermen.'

_________________________________

“Soon the canyon clouded over,

and the wind increased

making it especially difficult

to cast two flies, but I wasn’t going

to let the breezy conditions

deter me from fishing.”

_________________________________

To say that I was obsessed with fly fishing after my indoctrination at the Wigwam Club was an understatement.   Whenever there was a free moment to get away and go fishing during the week, I usually went by myself.  One day I drove to the Cheesman Canyon parking lot and hiked for twenty minutes up the hill and then down the steep path into the canyon above the Wigwam Club.
After arriving at the river, I decided to use Hal’s two-wet-fly method.  At the time, I picked his favorite streamer, a muddler minnow, and attached a Rio Grande king as the dropper fly.  The canyon walls were bathed in both sun and shade on this warm day.  The South Platte River was wider at the bottom and gradually narrowed into deeper pools as it progressed upstream a mile or so to the dam at the Cheesman Reservoir.  This stretch always intrigued me as I could look down on the deeper pools and see large trout holding in the slower water.  These fish were selective and not as easy to catch as the stockers at the Wigwam Club.
Fishing for the first hour or so, I managed to hook only one trout and with a big jump and head-jerk, it threw my fly.  Soon the canyon totally clouded over, and the wind increased making it more difficult to cast two flies, but I wasn’t going to let the breezy conditions deter me from fishing.  
As I was attempting to pick up my line on a back cast, my dropper fly, a size #14 Rio Grande king, hit my face and lodged its barb on the right side in the fatty tissue just below my lower lip.  I tried to pull the fly out myself but could not see what I was doing.  The barb of the hook was stuck quite deeply, and there was no possibility of removing it myself. I used my clippers to remove the leader where it was attached to the eye of the hook.  Eventually, I met another fisherman who I asked for help, but he didn’t feel comfortable attempting to pull the fly out below my lip.  Instead, he suggested I find a doctor to remove it.
Being a diehard fly fisherman, I wasn’t ready to end my day, so kept fishing for another two hours. My lip only throbbed slightly.  I was able to catch a couple of trout during the afternoon.  Finally, I decided it was time to leave the river if I was going to make the drive to Denver and see my doctor at the Littleton Clinic before 5pm. 
When I walked into the medical office and a full waiting room of ten or more people,  I felt self-conscious with a black fly dangling below my lower lip.  Imagine my embarrassment as I tried to quietly explain my predicament to the receptionist while the people sitting nearby listened to our conversation.  I pointed at the fly and told her I needed the services of a doctor to remove it.  Since I had no appointment, I would be the last patient.  Time passed slowly, and I noticed a few stares at my new facial decoration, but thankfully, no one mentioned it.  With today’s fad of body piercings, this lip decoration would be no big deal, but obviously, this incident happened many years earlier.  
Later, the doctor gave me a shot of Novocain, removed the fly material, cut the eyelet from the hook, and pushed the barb and hook back through the inside of my lip.  My lower lip bled slightly and was swollen, but it was a relatively painless and simple procedure.  I made the right choice to have a doctor remove the hook.
Remembering Hal’s advice about being extra-careful casting two flies and always wearing sunglasses to protect my eyes during windy conditions, I told myself that I would be much more cautious when casting two flies next time.  
Guess what happened next?  Obviously, I hadn’t learned my previous lesson well enough because I hooked myself again less than a year later fishing two flies during windy conditions on the Blue River above Dillon Reservoir.  
This time, I managed to stick the dropper
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