

    
        
          My Fly-Fishing Days

        

        
        
          Mike Reuther

        

        
          Published by Mike Reuther, 2024.

        

    


Copyright© 2026 by Mike Reuther

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced without written permission from the author. Brief quotations may be embodied in critical articles or reviews.

mreuther@windstream.net


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

I can’t help myself

A wet October day

Opening day

Montana

New Year’s Eve

Guiding

Bass

The cigar man

Colorado

Salmon

The local shop

First fish

The dream

Tennessee

November

Penns Creek

The mentor

The Youghiogheny River

Where I live

The why of fishing

Also By Mike Reuther

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​I can’t help myself
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If I’m in a vehicle and come upon a stream, or other body of water for that matter, I can’t approach it without a look.  

Even if it’s water I’ve passed by literally hundreds of times, I must at least give it a glance.

If it’s an unfamiliar creek or river, perhaps miles from my home, my gaze will be a bit longer as I wonder: Are there fish in it? What kind of fish? What’s the name of this stream?

I imagine myself standing in the creek, casting flies at waiting fish and feeling the line tighten and that familiar and marvelous grab, a rainbow trout spiraling from the water and taking flight downstream or to the depths of a pool, as I engage it in battle.

I have always been enthralled by water, the running waters of tumbling brooks and creeks, the great expanses of clear blue lakes.

What’s beneath the surface of these bodies of water? What secrets do they hold?

Growing up in a small town afforded me the opportunity to explore the creeks, the gullies, and ravines to be found in and around the community. I was an explorer before I was an angler. 

In the spring, I’d join other boys to chase the white suckers migrating into Glade Run to spawn. We’d roll up our pants legs and run barefoot through the stream after the fleeing fish. Glade Run is a narrow shallow piece of water flowing throughout the town past neighborhoods, and under streets of the community before leaving Muncy through farmland and eventually flowing into the Susquehanna River. 

Often, by summertime, Glade Run’s rocky stream bottom is dry, and it usually takes a good dose of rain to see it flowing again.  

I remember summer days hanging with other kids at the long railroad bridge spanning the great Susquehanna outside of town. We’d open the iron lids on the bridge’s deck and descend the metal ladders to any one of the concrete piers where we’d sit and watch the rush of water from below, feeling ourselves kinds of modern-day Huck Finns. Princes of our river world.

I would look down at the roiling river, scrutinizing the water for fish. Usually, I was disappointed. 

One summer afternoon, I did in fact spot a large catfish in the water below. I tossed rock after rock at the great fish chasing it upriver until it eventually swam out of my throwing range.  

The river, to an eleven-year-old boy, appeared powerful and mighty. And indeed, it was.

In March 1938, in a re-enactment of the river’s lumbering days, a raft carrying several dozen people made a long journey down the Susquehanna. The event drew many people from communities all along the river including at Muncy where the raft crashed into one of the railroad bridge piers. 

Seven people who were washed into the chilly waters lost their lives. My mother, then a teenage girl, was among the many onlookers witnessing the tragedy.  

On temperate late winter or early spring days, I would leave my home and hike along the railroad tracks on the outskirts of town before veering off to the river boat launch where I’d find anglers along the streambank near the highway bridge.

They’d be perched on crates or perhaps on a log or pile of rocks, a rod before them propped upon on a forked stick pointed toward the water, maybe puffing on a cigar or pipe, or nipping from a flask. A fire fueled by twigs and tree branches burned nearby. 

I would draw closer, spot a few suckers, a carp or catfish, soaking in a bucket of water or attached to a stringer. A good haul for an afternoon of fishing.

This was sucker fishing, as I remember it, a bygone activity, a way to pass the time for men from my boyhood days. It all looked so wonderful to a prepubescent lad.  

If I ventured farther up the railroad tracks—hopping tie-to-tie, tight-roping the rails—I’d come to the bridge spanning Muncy Creek. Down below, in the shallow summer waters, I could look below and spot suckers gathered near the trunk of a great fallen tree. 

I remember winter afternoons along the Susquehanna when there were no fishermen, watching great masses of ice drift downstream, the sun low, casting its soft light like melting butter across the snow-covered fields, the sound of a train clattering across distant tracks, the howl of its whistle, the call of boyhood longing and wonder. 

Muncy was surrounded by these waters, which rose and fell at the whims of Mother Nature. In June 1972, I learned what it meant to live in a town surrounded by water. Hurricane Agnes stormed up the East Coast, dumping record amounts of rainfall.

From the front porch of a friend’s home, we watched the rain pound down on West Penn Street in relentless torrents. 

“They’re saying we’re going to get a flood,” someone said.

They were right.

The next day the great Susquehanna and its feeder streams poured from their banks, flooding Muncy and other riverfront communities. I learned the very power of Mother Nature, the sheer force of water and the damage it can unleash. 

This fascination with water, with creeks and rivers. Where does it come from? 

The streams have always called to me.

Is there any more wonderful sound than that of a rushing stream? The crashing din of a waterfall?

Is there any more perfect image than that of a stream, carving its way through tree-shrouded hills, over stony creek bottoms, past great boulders, relentless in its journey to wherever.  

The life of a stream, the flow of a stream. What wonders a creek, a river holds.

From mighty rivers to babbling mountain brooks. 

No two streams are the same. 

That must be why I fish. 
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A wet October day
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Soft rain began falling on this October day as I traversed the narrow streamside road littered with cabins. The trees ablaze with the colors of autumn dropped their leaves into the creek, ensuring a challenging day for any fly fisher chasing the trout known to populate its waters.

Leaving my pickup truck, I went down the short embankment to the stream. I had fished the creek various times over the years but never this section.

Standing under the wide spread of a dripping maple, I happened to look upstream where I spotted a lone angler in the shallows.

I tied on a Green Weenie, one of my go-to flies when I’m not expecting a hatch, as the fly-fisherman made his way toward me.

“Doin’ good?” he asked.

I told him I had just arrived and inquired how he had done.

“I got nine.”

“Wow. What were you using? Nymphs?

He nodded. “Muskrat Nymph and a Hare’s Ear.”

“Yeah. A Hare’s Ear. They’ve done well by me.”

He mentioned something about a Caddis hatch coming off.

“Probably won’t be rising in this rain,” I said.

“Well ... good luck.” He headed past me and up the bank to his truck.

But would I be so lucky?

I glumly stared at the creek, the mist hanging over the tops of trees hugging the steep hill across the stream, the leaves floating downstream. The rain pounded, the sound of the drops pelting the water grew louder amid the soft roar of the stream. Up till now, it had been an overcast, rainless day, and I cursed myself for not having come here earlier. 

Still. Nine trout. A good day of fishing in anyone’s book. 

Who was it who said the worst weather days are the best fishing days? It didn’t matter.

Before me was a long hole sure to hold trout. Hopefully, the fish hadn’t become wary from the departing angler’s presence, putting off the fishing for the next hour or so.

One thing was certain. I could not have picked a better spot for fishing. Upstream, a long island separated the creek. The two branches came together in a rush, carving out this pool, a sure holding tank for trout.

It’s always a delight to stumble upon new waters to fish, and this spot couldn’t have been more perfect. On the north side of the stream just below where the two flows merged was a cavernous stone cabin with steps from an outside patio descending to the water. Who, I wondered, was lucky enough or with the means to own such a place in this spectacular setting?

When preparing to fish any stream, I’m overcome with mixed feelings, delicious anticipation offset by the pessimism of a fishless day.

How will it go? 

As it turned out, not so well. The bad weather day ended up being a bad fishing day. 

Other than a healthy tug on the line from the depths of that pool—the one that got away—I had no action. Never mind that I assiduously fished the length of the hole for two hours. 

Fishless days are part of angling. They gnaw at you and beg for answers. What did I do wrong? Were the fish simply not biting or did I select the wrong flies? Did I get my flies deep enough to the waiting fish? Something else? My approach? My timing? Should I have fished the morning or later in the day?

I remind myself that even the best of fly fishers are skunked. Not that I would ever flatter myself by adding my own name to the Pantheon of great anglers of America. A trout or two in an afternoon or evening of fishing. I’m fine with that. 

It comes back to the question of why I fish, when the success rate is often so low. Why does anyone spend any time chasing this creature, a member of the Salmonidae family, an elusive, even mysterious fish held to lofty heights by mad dreamers, by the writers and poets who’ve pursued them in the many waters of America—Ernest Hemingway, Richard Brautigan, Zane Grey, and Izaak Walton.

Perhaps the question of why anyone fishes shall remain unanswered. Or should we simply consider the quote of 19th Century naturalist and philosopher Henry David Thoreau: Many men go fishing all of their lives without knowing that it is not fish they are after.

Something to ponder my fellow fly fishers. 
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Opening day
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I avoid the opening days of trout season.

I abhor the crowds, the hordes of anglers jockeying for the best spots on streams, usually where the stocking trucks have dumped the trout. It’s hardly an escape from the business of daily living, perhaps the best reason of all for fishing.

There was a time when I eagerly anticipated the first day of trout season in my home state of Pennsylvania. That mid-April day, I figured, meant the best opportunity for catching trout, of meeting the daily creel limit which for years was eight fish.

On opening day, you knew anglers had not yet fished out the best holes, that there would surely be more stocked trout in the stream than the following day and in the weeks to come. But as I grew older and put aside my spin cast rod and embraced fly fishing, I found it better to leave opening days behind me.

Still, the memories of opening days remain with me, chilly often gray mornings, or the sometimes warm, sunlit days, when I’d cast fat nightcrawlers or spinning lures at eager trout lying in deep pools, beneath bridges, and in long flowing riffles of streams.

The first trout I ever caught came on one of those sun-splashed mid-April mornings. I was thirteen and with a small group of baseball teammates. Bob, our twenty-something team manager, picked each one of us up at our homes early that morning and drove us to the stream, a narrow
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