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        Praise for The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere

        “Robbins stands out for his ability to convey detail and abstractly riff and reflect on the broader fly fishing experience. This earnest, well-crafted collection of stories brings light to the fact that the people we fish with and the moments we share are often more memorable and important than the fish we catch.”

        —Ken Morrish, co-founder of Fly Water Travel, fly fishing photographer and writer

        “Jesse Lance Robbins writes with the patience and precision of a seasoned angler. His sentences are clean, without wasted motion, and his stories linger in that liminal space between solitude and connection—where rolling a cigarette or changing a fly opens into something much larger. In The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere, he finds grace in impermanence and meaning in what others might overlook. Don’t expect answers. Expect company.”

        —Steve Duda, author of River Songs: Moments of Wild Wonder in Fly Fishing, head of Fish Tales at Patagonia, and former editor of The Flyfish Journal

        “Jesse Lance Robbins has an eye for the unusual, the intriguing, and the downright surprising. Whether cataloguing obscene quantities of flies, delineating the precise qualities of a good cast, or simply sharing an old fashioned fishing tale, Robbins’ eye for the unsung details that make fly fishing such a distinctive and special obsession is unmatched. The best fly fishing is indeed everywhere, because, as Robbins so artfully shows, the great thing about fly fishing is that it stays with us long after the flies have dried and we’ve stowed our rods.”

        —Jason Rolfe, editor of The Flyfish Journal

        “It’s obvious that fly fishing lives in Jesse’s head just as much as it lives in his heart. Fly fishing stories from chasing big browns in New Zealand to tarpon in Florida and anadromous fish near the coasts, make it clear that yes, the best fly fishing is everywhere and Jesse joyously takes you along for the journey. Reading through each essay, you’ll see his head and heart awake, alive, and anticipating his next encounter on a solo adventure or shared with loved ones. Sit down, grab a coffee, and enjoy this escape before planning your next adventure…everywhere.”

        —Kara Armano, editor of TROUT Weekly

        “From Scotland to New Zealand, Bainbridge Island to Key West—Jesse Robbins’ debut transports its reader as surely as a mountain stream carries an elk-hair caddis. Thanks to sharp detail and surprising turns of phrase, we’re right on his shoulder as he casts for musky, Atlantic salmon, permit, Japanese seabass, cutthroat trout, Dean River steelhead, and so many others of this planet’s most intriguing fish. In the end, you might just be persuaded: the world’s best fly fishing exists everywhere that good friends, high adventure, and unflappable optimism converge.”

        —John Larison, bestselling author of Whiskey When We’re Dry and The Ancients

        “Jesse Robbins’ essay collection, The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere, focuses on the “why” of fly fishing instead of the where, when, and how—a crucial distinction in our Internet/social media era. It’s a tenet I believe in so strongly that I founded a magazine based on it. Not that you won’t learn things by reading Robbins’ writing; from the unique pageant of a hex hatch in Maine to the thousandth cast for a musky or steelhead to the “dumb luck” of catching a permit, Robbins pleasantly describes the mix of joy and anguish found in the mental game of this beloved sport. He uses strong, surprising writing to inform, entertain, and enlighten his readers.”

        —Tom Bie, founder and editor of The Drake Magazine
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            Introduction: Little Legs

        
        It’s summer break and I’m nine years old—a shy, only child living on a dirt road in a small town. For the time being, my world consists primarily of my parents, a few best friends, and the family dog, and stretches as far as I can ride on my bike.

        But there’s a trout stream in the woods behind the house and I’ve bushwhacked there enough times to know the way to a few deep holes.

        I got my first fly rod and reel for Christmas, a gift from my parents, so I spend a lot of my summer days on the river, fishing alone. As long as the dog and I are home for dinner, Mom and Dad are happy. There are a dozen flies in my one fly box, and I can’t name any of them except the three that I recently tied, following instructions from the booklet in the beginner’s fly tying kit that our neighbor gave me: a Mickey Finn, a black Woolly Bugger, and a Hare’s Ear.

        The dog and I have been crashing around for a while, getting distracted now and then by berry patches, salamanders, and what I think is poison ivy when we come to an inviting, shaded bend in the river. Studying my flies, which have been placed carefully in rows, I decide to tie on what I now know as a soft hackle, for no reason other than I haven’t tried it before. My Dad’s fishing buddy, affectionately known as “Uncle” John, gifted it to me. I don’t yet know about water flows and temperatures and how they affect a trout’s willingness to take a fly, so even though the water is low and warm, I just fish. I make the boring roll casts that Dad showed me, but soon enough, I’m trying to false cast and shoot line like he does. One out of five attempts goes pretty well and resembles a loop. There are ‘wind knots’ up and down my leader, but I don’t notice or don’t care.

        I haven’t seen any fish, as is usual when, from the depths of a dark pool, a trout that’s eight inches long but might as well be thirty chases my fly at the end of a retrieve. As soon as it appears, it is gone. I repeat a curse that I heard someone at school say, then look over my shoulder to see if anyone heard me. I’m as excited as I’ve been since the last day of school, and I can’t wait to tell my parents that I saw one. Maybe I’ll tell them that I caught it.

        I spend the next fifteen minutes casting to the same spot, expecting, hoping, wishing with all my might that the fish will come back and take my fly.

        It doesn’t, but it might tomorrow.

        I’m back the next morning, just as soon as my little legs get me there.
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            Part I Here

        
        
            [image: ]

        
        Fly fishing near home, 
wherever that was 
at the time

        
    



    
        
        
            1 At Night in the Surf
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        Walking the beach in front of me is a silhouette barely darker than the horizon, and I follow while maintaining a close-but-consistent distance away. Though we both wear headlamps, neither is in use. In the absence of a clear visual, my hearing distinguishes his boots softly squishing over sand, then crunching and grinding on small stones, and then sliding and squeaking on top of large, seaweed-covered ledges. Then, a new sound: boots entering water. I stop, look up, and realize that we’ve reached our destination…at least, for now.

        As a boy, I was raised a daytime angler. I was taught by my father that when it comes to fishing, one goes to bed early so they can then get up early and catch the morning bite. Staying up for a bite was also in play, but concluded promptly at dark for the previously mentioned reason. As I grew older and my fishing gained independence, ‘early’ and ‘late’ stretched into ‘earlier’ and ‘later,’ but I still conducted the business part of my angling during daylight. Then I befriended an angler whose approach fell far from my own; an approach based more on feel than feedback, more intuition than imitation, more consciousness than coincidence. An angling approach with higher stakes than simple recreation: night fishing.

        “Remember the map I drew?” Pete asks. “This is the shallow boulder garden in the northeast corner.”

        Earlier in the day, he sketched a ten or so acre section of shoreline with no fewer than twenty landmarks and areas to fish. I tried to recall the specifics of this particular waypoint, looking into the dark for clues, but was given none in return. The task was much more straightforward on paper.

        “Let me see your fly,” he says, and I show him. “That’s fine. The tide just turned, so the current is going to pick up soon. Swing your fly through all these currents and seams. As the water drops, wade further out so you can fish more of the boulder garden.”

        “Got it,” I say, my confidence imperceptible.

        “I’ll be over there.” Pete points into the night. “Yell if you need me.”

        He walks away, the sounds of his steps eventually overtaken by the soft crashes of waves and the ocean flowing over the rocks I’m about to fish. I take a hesitant step into the water, and another, my feet sliding over the bottom to make sure it doesn’t fall out from underneath me. A few more steps and my right foot bumps into a boulder. I trace its outline with my boot and keep moving. Now knee-deep, I unhook my fly from a rod guide and flip it into the water. It disappears.

        We decided that I would fly fish, even though Pete was sure that it was a less-productive method for this area. Our reasoning was that I’d be better off fishing a spot I didn’t know with a technique I did know, as opposed to not knowing either. In any case, there’s no debating that my own angling is compromised. Nevertheless, I begin.

        At first, it feels like everything is inverted, like the world has turned upside down, and I’m fishing in a reflected ocean—as if I’m a mirror-image of myself, casting and fishing with my off-hand. Thankfully, the rod in my hand is not a new tool. I start short and am soon sending sixty feet comfortably into the unseen and unknown. What the fly does when it gets there is much less clear to me.

        To a large degree, all fishing during the day is sight fishing in that you can see your fly, your lure, or your bait. You can see what it looks like in the water, you can see where it lands, and sometimes you can even see when a fish follows it. At night, however, sight is replaced by feel, and the learning curve that charts challenges and rewards is much steeper and reaches greater magnitudes. Without the benefit of sight, I’m required to visualize my fly in the water—not just what it looks like but how it’s moving and where. It’s difficult at first because it’s new, but soon I’m no longer thinking about doing it; I’m just doing it. With no visual cues to tell me when a fish is near, I’m forced to fish each cast as if it is being followed. In my mind, I see and believe in each and every presentation.

        As for Pete, he’s doing what he knows best—surfcasting at this specific spot.

        After a while, I hear him call my name. I turn and yell into the direction he’d pointed, and he responds from somewhere else.

        “Doin’ good?”

        My response is swallowed by the night, but I acknowledge that I am in fact doing just fine.

        Whereas fishing during the day sometimes makes time feel fleeting, at night, time doesn’t just slow—it gets itself lost. Instead of running a losing race against the setting sun, we are drafting off the moon’s soft glow, riding the night’s camouflage and its intoxicating, comforting, and liberating effect on the fish. I know they’re happy out there, and I’m sure that if my fly swings in front of one, it’ll annihilate it.

        A sudden inconsistency in the white noise of the wash raises an eyebrow and the hairs on the back of my neck.

        “Let’s move,” I hear from behind me. I reel in and, while doing so, consider that I have no idea how long he’s been standing there.

        By now, my steps are surer and my eyes have fully adjusted to the color spectrum that spreads before us. Deep blues, purples, grays, and pitch black are the palette of this evening’s painter, and our silhouettes slide in and amongst them as we make our way to another spot. I imagine us traversing Pete’s hand-drawn map, and I’m now able to match his depictions to the terrain.

        We arrive at our next location and drop our gear on a rocky beach. I know things have changed since we started fishing—the tide, moonlight, etc.— but why we’re here, now, I understand only in concept. Pete has calculated these variables’ intersection with the dead of night, and he begins fishing while I try to take in the new surroundings.

        Intentionally, I haven’t checked the time. I thought it would be amusing to lose track of it, but now that I’m out here and have also lost track of place, I’m not sure how it would help me, really. I do know that I’m tired. No surprise, as I haven’t been awake at this hour since I don’t know when. Fishing at night is habitual in the sense that it doesn’t come easy at first and it requires the breaking of a competing habit to even engage in—sleeping, namely. But, like going to the gym or learning an instrument, at some point along the way, the activity loses its novelty, and it becomes more than a routine: it becomes a practice. Going night fishing just once is harsh on the body and the mind; that’s where I’m at now. But the more frequently it’s repeated, the easier it gets and the harder it is to stop, until it’s just what you do; that’s where Pete is.

        I decide to take a break and see what I can learn by watching. Reclining against a smooth rock, legs crossed and hands behind my head, I study my friend fishing. Each cast is precise: a foot this way or that, his retrieves alternating between reeling, back-reeling, and letting his lure rise and swing in the current. It is clear that Pete is doing something much different than what I was doing with my fly, controlling his presentation in a way that I wasn’t (and likely can’t). I recognize that this is a function both of his equipment and his understanding of this place. It’s said that the brighter the light, the more darkness you can see. In my case, the inverse has become true: the dark has illuminated what I do not know.

        Suddenly, I perceive a change in his posture, and he sets the hook with his entire body. The rod arches into the night sky, line pointing into the abyss. Somewhere out there, a striped bass has been hooked. Pete takes off down the beach in pursuit, and I’m following him once again, keeping my distance as before, now so as not to interfere. I watch the fight with no idea where the fish is until he kneels to land it.

        “Wanna see what they look like?”

        The blues, purples, grays, and black of the night swirl yet again, as if slowly stirred together in a paint bucket. And in the middle of it all is me, my friend, and his fish.

    



    
        
        
            2 Hexed
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        Even though I already had one that would’ve worked, the tent I found in a discount outdoor gear store was perfect for the trip Wilkie and I were planning: just big enough for two, ultra-packable, and incredibly lightweight. It was used, of course, but new enough that the original, informational hangtag was still attached. The price was so low that it seemed too good to be true, which, as it turned out, it was. I gave it a once-over before buying and set it up at home before we took off. It looked good enough to me.

        Wilkie and I were trying to run into a hatch of Hexagenia limbata—’hexes,’ for short. Hexes are giant, golden mayflies that emerge at dusk for several days or a week in late June and early July on certain ponds in northern Maine (and elsewhere around the country). The annual hatch is short-lived but truly a spectacle, comparable to the famous hatches of salmonflies and green drakes found out west. When a thick hatch comes off, trout rise repeatedly and recklessly, gulping these morsels from the water’s surface before their wings dry and they fly off. The event also causes wiser and larger trout to be more daring than usual and feed off the surface more than they normally would otherwise.

        It’s impossible to predict the timing of such a hatch, but it’s definitely worth trying for. Somehow, Wilkie caught wind of a certain pond—too remote and too small for most anyone else to know about or bother with—and pieced together intel on when the hexes there would hatch. It was a short hike to get in, but there was a small clearing with a primitive campsite on the shore. Topping it off, the pond was full of large, native brook trout.

        It all sounds like that used tent, I suppose. But I’ve followed Wilkie and his angling intuitions on old logging roads, through brush, up and down riverbanks, and across brooks and ponds many times. We both grew up as only children in rural Maine and had an unspoken bond that quickly developed into a friendship founded in fishing and the journeys to and from the water. He’s like an older brother to me, and I trust him on matters relating to fish, fishing, the outdoors, and life in general.

        He’s also a true jack-of-all-trades. He’s a guy that can custom-build a house addition during the day, harvest a deer behind the house in the evening, process it that night, and cook an elaborate breakfast the next morning with the venison plus vegetables from his garden and eggs from his chicken coop. Then, before he leaves to coach his son’s baseball game, he’ll replace his truck brakes. All this is to say, I’ve looked up to him since we met and have learned a great deal from him over the years.

        We arrived at the trailhead—essentially a game trail following the tiny outlet of the pond—at dusk, but the summer solstice had only just passed, so we still had plenty of light. Our packs were ready to go in the truck bed, filled with food, camping gear, waders, boots, deflated float tubes, and flippers.

        Setting out, the heavy packs, uphill hike, and rapid pace quickly caught up to us, and we were soaked with sweat by the time we got our first view of the pond. Continuing our hurry-up-and-relax tempo, we tossed our packs on the ground and got to work setting up the tent, gathering firewood, pumping the float tubes, and prepping dinner. Soon, the only thing left to do was sit around the campfire, chat, and anticipate morning. Is the fishing ever as good as it was the night before? We settled into our sleeping bags, warm from whiskey and the fire. It was the best shape we’d be in until we got home.

        Our dreams of a glass-smooth pond dimpled with rising trout dissolved as soon as we woke. We’d been socked in overnight, the pond having disappeared into the mist. A light breeze twisted the clouds around, distorting our depth perception and giving us only brief glimpses of the far shore. We hadn’t been expecting cooler weather at all, so we reluctantly put on our remaining layers, strapped the fins on our wading boots, and kicked off.

        The float tube I had was a loaner, one I hadn’t had the luxury of trying beforehand. Settling in, I realized that the seat was well below the water line, so half my ass and thighs were submerged. This wasn’t too bad in itself, unless…then my waders started leaking. Added together, this meant that most of my bottom half would be wet for the rest of the day. I took a mental inventory of my spare clothing, and noted I had exactly two remaining dry articles of lowers—one pair of underwear and cotton sweatpants. This seemed like a perfect problem to figure out later.

        The cool weather kept any daytime hatch out of the question, and the breeze made fishing from the float tubes a chore, but we each had steady action on various streamers for most of the day. Gorgeous, feisty brook trout up to a foot long were feeding, and they were healthy, looking like there was plenty to eat in that little pond. The action was enough to keep my mind off the facts that I was now water-logged, chilled, and coming down with a cold.

        Throughout the day, we held out hope that the weather would turn by the time evening came, bringing with it the flat-calm pond and thick hatch we’d spoken of while sitting around the campfire the night before. But the wind and rain only got worse, and eventually it was too late. We found reprieve underneath the tarp that we’d strung up and commenced to staring at a now-frothing pond. Our hopes simply weren’t to be. Acceptance is sobering.

        But whiskey isn’t. By the time we burned all of the firewood, several hours had passed. We’d dried out, had dinner, finished the bottle, and still the rain hadn’t let up. Passing out seemed the only thing left to do.

        Climbing into the tent, it immediately became clear why it had been returned and sold at such a steep discount. Due to a design flaw, the now-saturated rain fly was resting directly on the tent itself, and water had been dripping through both onto our sleeping bags all day. Everything was soaked; crawling into my sleeping bag was just like sitting in that float tube with my leaky waders all over again. I fidgeted, trying to get comfortable, but every time I moved, I squished some water around, and another part of me got wet. Judging from his cursing, it didn’t appear Wilkie’s sleeping bag had fared any better. Whatever parts of us and our clothing that had dried and warmed while sitting around the fire were now wet and cold again.

        As I lay there, I recalled a sales clinic I’d attended while working at a camping and fishing store in high school. The sales rep was explaining the benefits of synthetic insulation in sleeping bags. “While not as packable or lightweight as down,” they said, “a synthetic bag will retain its warmth even if it gets wet.” This all sounded fine

        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
    

OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Cover



		Praise for The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Dedication



		Contents Page



		Introduction: Little Legs



		Part I: Here



		1 At Night in the Surf



		2 Hexed



		3 One, Two, Three



		4 Fishing with Harry



		5 Secret Trout Pond



		6 Floating with Barry



		7 A Very Specific Cast



		8 Perfectly Pacific Northwest









		Part II: There



		9 A Proper Taker



		10 Biiru Kudasai



		11 The Ten-Thousandth Cast



		12 Swimmers



		13 Fly-In



		14 International Park Skunking



		15 The Inner Game of Permit Fishing



		16 One Beer



		17 Effortless & Pretty









		Part III: Everywhere



		18 Too Many



		19 Everything That Happens



		20 On Stealth



		21 Contacts



		22 On Time



		23 Even Bigger



		24 The Day Begins the Night Before



		25 Anadromous Adoration









		Conclusion: The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author











Landmarks





		Cover



		Praise for The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Introduction



		Start of Content



		Conclusion: The Best Fly Fishing is Everywhere



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author













		I



		II

    

		III



		IV



		V



		VI



		VII



		VIII



		IX



		X



		XI



		XII



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180











OEBPS/Fonts/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-Black.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/calibri.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-SemiBold.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Gontserrat-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/Images/part1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/orn.jpg





OEBPS/Images/pub.jpg
D) hatherleigh





OEBPS/Images/cpy.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ded.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/MyriadPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MyriadPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
“Robbins’eye for the unsung details that make fly fishing such a distinctive and
special obsession is unmatched—Jason Rolfe, editor of The Flyfish Journal

THE BEST

FLY FISHING
IS EVERYWHERE

STORIES IN CELEBRATION OF WHY WE FISH

JESSE LANCE ROBBINS





