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A Wise Man and a Fool
“Rivers and the inhabitants of the watery elements are made for wise men to contemplate and for fools to pass by without consideration.” – Izaac Walton
	     Fly-fishing takes me to a place where cool flowing waters, inhabited by beautiful iridescent creatures, surround me with a cathedral of green.  Here I become a wise man, able to contemplate and reflect away from the world of everyday fools.  The river is my God and I pray to it, hoping for a perfect day and the miracle of that one big fish.  On the river, softly trickling water washes away the sins of the day, and here, I find a marvelous peace.


Sitting on the bank with my feet dangling into the cool water, I marvel at my sanctuary, bright with midday light and the stained-glass autumn leaves dripping from above.  Here I escape, if only for a short time, from emergencies and the rest of our high tech world.  Here I cannot be bothered, and I have time to reflect.  Linked by action to the legends of fly-fishing – Halford and Skues, Gordon and Wulff, and even back to the apostles from the Bible, who writer Norman Maclean considered “fishers of men” (Frew 3), I am now part of a tradition, which, like a flowing river, joins me to the past, even as it carries me into the future.  I have their knowledge and I can learn from their writings.  Searching for perfection in all we do, fly-fishing promises constant improvement and unattainable perfection.  Therein lies the challenge of fly-fishing: one cannot “master” this craft, one can only attain a state of grace by constant improvement.  A fool cannot understand the true beauty of fly-fishing, but one who enjoys its beauty and all the great things that come from it is truly wise. 

When I see someone fly-fishing, I think what he or she is doing really is not that hard and that anyone can do it.  All they are doing is moving their arms back and forth in a steady motion.  How hard can that be?  Most people do not know that with one wrong small flick of the wrist, the fly-fisherman can lose his fly to a snapped line.  The stories I heard my uncles and cousins share made me realize that I wanted to become a fly fisherman so I, too, would have stories to tell.  This is what spurred me to learn a sport that one can never perfect, but can only improve, a sport that is more like an art.  Watching the fluid motion of an expert fly fisherman is mesmerizing.  One can spot an expert as one whose rod becomes an extension of their body and they drop the fly into a tiny “hoop” thirty to sixty yards away.  This is what has inspired me to learn this art and to be able to answer the question:  What skills are required to be a successful fly fisherman?
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