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Fly fishermen everywhere will enjoy these varied, witty, and engaging adventures by one of
America’s finest outdoor writers. There is a long section on trout fishing called ?Brookies,
Browns, and Bows,” and another on the challenges and excitement of saltwater fly fishing, and
an exciting group of memoirs about fishing near home and in far-flung and often exotic places?
like the Minipi, Bighorn, and Norfolk rivers, where the trout can beggar the imagination, and
where frustration can be the occupational hazard. Trout Eyes is a love letter to the fish we pursue
and insects they eat and the waters in which they live.Skyhorse Publishing is proud to publish a
broad range of books for fishermen. Our books for anglers include titles that focus on fly fishing,
bait fishing, fly-casting, spin casting, deep sea fishing, and surf fishing. Our books offer both
practical advice on tackle, techniques, knots, and more, as well as lyrical prose on fishing for
bass, trout, salmon, crappie, baitfish, catfish, and more. While not every title we publish
becomes a New York Times bestseller or a national bestseller, we are committed to publishing
books on subjects that are sometimes overlooked by other publishers and to authors whose
work might not otherwise find a home.

From BooklistThis collection of 29 essays by the author of the Brady Coyne mystery series
arrives just in time for the flurry of spring and early summer trout and bass fishing. In his eleventh
fishing book, Tapply pursues trout throughout the U.S., Canada, and Patagonia. He stalks bass
and striped bass across New England and travels to Guyana and Belize for permit, tarpon, and
bonefish. Many of these essays revisit favorite topics from earlier work—teamwork, friendships,
the joys of small trout streams and simple bass fishing—but they never feel repetitive. As always,
Tapply shines in capturing a fishing locale's ambience and in describing arcane fishing
techniques clearly and simply, as he does here in reflecting on bass bug fishing and on short fly
rods. He also writes affectionately and wistfully about his father, devoted angler H. G. Tapply,
who died in 2002. Among fishing and nature writers, Tapply stands out for his assured prose, his
good nature, and always solid angling advice. Rowen, JohnCopyright © American Library
Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the
AuthorWilliam G. Tapply was the author of dozens of books, including more than two dozen New
England–based mystery novels and nearly a thousand magazine articles, mostly about fly
fishing and the outdoors. Tapply died in July 2009 after a battle with leukemia. He lived and
wrote in Hancock, New Hampshire. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.ReviewBill Tapply is a terrific writer and Trout Eyes is his best book yet. -- Jay Cassell,
Deputy Editor, Field & StreamBill Tapply is one of the great authentic voices of American
angling--unassuming and funny, practical and wry. -- Ted LeesonTapply is a writer with a fine eye
and acute sense of place. -- Boston Globe --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition



edition.Read more
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Myths and Misconceptions28. Trout EyesEpilogue: A Birthday TroutForewordFly-fishing is a full-
time occupation. Or preoccupation. Increasingly, I find that when I’m not on the water, I’m
thinking about being on the water, or about the water itself, what’s in it and what’s floating on it
and how pure it is, or about the fish that might be living in it and how I might catch them. I talk
with my friends—and with strangers, too—about rivers and fish and flies and rods and reels. I
daydream about brooks and rivers, ponds and lakes and oceans. I read fly-fishing magazines
and books and watch cable television shows about fly fishing. I go to club meetings and shows. I
haunt tackle shops.Having fly fishing on the brain is almost as good as doing it. Actually,
sometimes it’s better. It hardly ever rains on my daydreams, and I rarely get skunked.The
musings in this book are the product of the past several years of my whimsical and undisciplined



fly-fishing fantasies and fancies, as I remember the places I’ve been, the people I’ve met, the
fish I’ve caught, and the fish I’ve failed to catch. These stories address the situations that make
me happy, and angry, and sad, and philosophical, and frustrated.Mostly happy.Here there are
stories about waters that have meant something to me—small places like Porcupine Brook, big
places like the Atlantic Ocean, famous places like the Bighorn River, faraway places like
Patagonia. There are stories about fish—particular fish like a tarpon I once met and a permit who
met me halfway—and species of fish that especially interest me, like largemouth bass and
striped bass and, of course, trout.I write about casting and strategies, flies and bugs, equipment
and rigs, and even how to catch fish, but I urge you not to take me too seriously on any of these
subjects.Here there are stories about people and stories inspired by people. They are all real
people, although some, like my father and virtually all of his friends, and Dave Schuller and Don
Cooper, are no longer with me. They are my regular partners Andy Gill and Marshall Dickman;
my Maine men Jason Terry, Keith Wegener and Blaine Moores; and, my flyfishing, head-
shrinking, poker-playing, world-traveling buddies Steven Cooper, Elliot Schildkrout, Jonathan
Kolb and Randy Paulsen.Many other angling companions, too: Dick Brown, Skip Rood, Art
Currier, Tom Rosenbauer, Barry and Cathy Beck, Jay Cassell, Phil Caputo, Rod Cochran, Rip
Cunningham, Art Scheck, John Likakis, Phil Monahan, Joe Healy, Nick Lyons, Datus Proper,
Ted Williams, Will Ryan, Tom Fuller, Spence Conley, Phil and Shirley Craig, Fran Verdoliva, Jack
Gartside, Cliff Hauptman, Jeff Christenson, Rick Boyer, Andy Warshaw, Steve Wight, Mike
Blaisdell, Bill Sheik, Hans Carroll, Paul Koulouris, Tony Brown, John Brady, Joe Phillips, Sam
Downing, Charles Poindexter, John Barr, Jim Smith, Ian James, T. L. Lauerman, Tom Murray,
Jeremiah Gulley, Bob White, Gary McCown, Gary Pensinger.And my father’s partners who
always included me: Harold Blaisdell, Ed Zern, Corey Ford, Lee Wulff, Put Putnam, Frank
Woolner, Gorham Cross, Joe Bates.And guides Bill Rohrbacher, Bob Lamm, Fred Jennings,
John Gulley, Wayne Reed, Bob Bergquist, Martin Carranza, Gustavo Southart, Taku, Pancho,
Neale Streeks, Brant Oswald, Mike Lawson, Randy Savage, Chad Hamlin, Jared Powell, Ben
Floyd, Bob McAdams, Harry Lane, Phil Farnsworth, Ed Taylor, Walter Ungermann, George
Smith, Andrew Cummings, Nat Moody, Sammy Knowles, Mike Hintlian, Fran Verdoliva, John
Sharkey, Tony Biski, Denise Barton, John Berry.And, especially, my wife Vicki, and my kids Mike,
Melissa and Sarah, and my stepsons Blake and Ben.Of course, there are countless others
whose paths I’ve crossed in more than half a century on the water, and who’ve crossed mine,
who have inspired me to look at my fly-fishing passions from unexpected angles and have thus
inspired me to write about it.These are true stories, or essentially true. I am scrupulous about
avoiding exaggeration and falsehood, but I don’t hesitate to reconstruct conversations or to
condense experiences if doing so will enhance the Truth.I have included here one short story in
which fishing (but not fly fishing) is important, although not the point of it. Short stories are
always about characters. If you want only Truth, you won’t hurt my feelings if you skip the
story.Most of the pieces in this book have been previously published. Many of them appeared on
the back page of American Angler, where I write the “Reading the Currents” column every issue.



Several others were first published in Gray’s Sporting Journal or Field & Stream. Editors Phil
Monahan, James Babb, and Slaton White deserve all the credit—for their high standards, for
their guidance, for their tolerance, and for their friendship, as well as for their uncanny
editing.Chickadee FarmHancock, New HampshireJune 2006PART IBrookies, Browns, and
Bows“Trout are quite unaware of their exalted status.”—Harold F. Blaisdell, The Philosophical
Fisherman“A trout river is like a book: some parts are dull and some are lively.”—H.G. Tapply,
The Sportsman’s Notebook“Brook trout are generally considered to be far stupider than brown
trout. On the other hand, brook-trout fishermen are probably no more stupid than brown-trout
fishermen.”—Ed Zern, How to Catch Fishermen1Virtual AnglingIwas leaning my elbows on the
bridge rail watching the water glide under me and spread into a wide slow pool. It was that dusky
time of day halfway between afternoon and night when summer trout streams begin to rouse
themselves. I was late for supper, but I was married to a fly fisher and would be forgiven.The low-
angled sun slanted through the overhanging willows spreading a mottled patchwork of shadow
and light upon the water. Some undulating pale mayfly spinners were dapping their abdomens
on the surface, and now and then a few smaller, darker mayflies came drifting along—either the
leftovers from a mid-day hatch or the heralds of an evening event to come.Some cumbersome
craneflies and neon damsels and fluttery caddisflies were flapping around the streamside
shrubbery. Swallows and waxwings were swooping over the water. Soon the bats would come
out to play.Directly below me, in a patch of sunlight in the cushion behind the middle bridge
abutment, a brown trout was finning just under the surface. I guessed he’d go fourteen or fifteen
inches, a really nice fish for this particular New Hampshire stream. Periodically he’d sidle into the
current seam. His dorsal fin would break the surface, his head would twist to the side, and his
mouth would wink white, and then he’d ease back into his cushion. Eating emergers, I
guessed.Three other fish were lined up along the bank downstream from a sweeper on the deep
left side of the pool. They were barely dimpling the surface—the kind of riseforms that
sometimes betray really big fish, but could just as easily be made by two-inch chubs. I guessed—
or preferred to believe—that these were trout. Sipping spinners, I figured, though it might’ve
been ants or midges. I’d try a spinner first.Down where the water quickened near the tailout two
or three smallish fish kept splashing. A high-floating caddis skittered over them would do the
job.But my attention was focused on that nice brown behind the abutment. He’d be the trickiest
one to catch, and he was therefore the most interesting. He was coming up regularly—about
once a minute. A serious feeder. Assuming I figured out what he was eating and found a good
imitation in my flybox, I’d need to cast it way up under the bridge to get a drift along that current
seam, and to do that I’d have to wade nearly to the middle of the pool, where, I happened to
know, the water would be lapping the tops of my waders. But unless I was standing in the right
place, a braid of current at the bottom of the trout’s cushion would grab my leader and drag my
fly away from his feeding lane.Even from the middle of the stream, the only way to beat the drag
would be with a puddle cast. I’d have to tie on an extra-long tippet, drive it up under the arch of
the bridge on a tight loop, and stop it abruptly. If I did it right, the tippet would land in loose coils



and the fly would drift draglessly right along that trout’s feeding lane, and if I’d tied on the right
pattern, and if I’d timed it right, the fish would slide out of his cushion and drift back under my fly,
and I’d see his back arch and then the swirl as he took it and twisted away, and I’d raise my rod
tip and feel the fish’s strength and energy surge up the line and through the rod to my hand.“Hey,
mister. Lookit that. There’s a big fish down there. See it?”I nearly jumped off the bridge. “You
shouldn’t sneak up on a fellow like that,” I said.He was a kid, twelve or thirteen years old, I
guessed. He’d leaned his bike against the bridge and was now standing beside me, up on
tiptoes, elbows on the rail, squinting down at the water.“Of course I see the fish,” I added.“I
wasn’t sneaking,” he said. “You just weren’t paying attention. I think I coulda exploded a bomb
under you and you wouldn’ta noticed. You were like totally in a daze or something.”* * *My father
took me with him from the beginning. When we went fishing, I was his partner, not his kid. I took
my equal turn rowing the boat, paddling the canoe, or running the outboard motor, just as I tied
my own clinch knots, baited my own hooks, and unsnarled my own backlashes.Eventually I
figured out that Dad had important life-lessons in mind, but at the time I understood that taking
turns was simple and obvious fairness: Everybody, even fathers, would rather fish than paddle. It
never occurred to me that some parents would let the kid do all the fishing, any more than I
could imagine a father never bringing his kid fishing with him.When I got older, my father
abandoned his equal-time-with-the-paddle policy. “Just grab the rod, get up there in the bow, and
don’t argue about it,” he’d say when we launched our canoe.“We should flip for it,” I’d say.“I told
you, don’t argue. You’re supposed to honor your father.”“We’ll swap ends later, then.”“We’ll
see.”As often as not when I figured it should be his turn and suggested it was time for him to fish
and me to paddle, he’d say, “Nah. You go ahead. I’m having fun.”After a while, I came to realize
that he really was having fun. He liked maneuvering the canoe to give me an easy cast at a good-
looking spot along the bank of a bass pond or a current seam on a trout river. He got a kick out of
it when his guiding efforts paid off in a fish.“It’s just as much fun as fishing,” he claimed. “It
doesn’t matter which of us happens to be holding the rod. Either way, I feel like an equal
participant. It’s not me or you casting the fly and hooking the fish. It’s us.”“Fishing in your
imagination,” I said. “Virtual angling.”“Well, sure,” he said. “Once you’ve packed away some
experiences, it doesn’t take much to roll out the mental home movies and to spark the muscle
memories. When I see you holding a bending rod, I can feel it. When I watch you cast, the part of
my brain that guides my casting arm is doing it along with you.”When he became too infirm to go
fishing, my father insisted that I narrate detailed reports of all my angling adventures, great and
small. He liked to hear about a summer evening on my local bluegill pond just as much as a
week on an Alaskan salmon river. He’d close his eyes when I talked, and if I skimmed over some
detail, he’d interrupt me. He wanted to know how the river smelled, how the breeze riffled the
water, how the trout sipped the mayfly spinners, how the mist rose off the stream.And if I did it
right, I could tell that he was feeling and smelling and hearing and seeing it all for himself.I used
to think my father was odd. Who else would truly enjoy watching somebody else fish as much as
he enjoyed fishing himself? How could a man who knew he’d never go fishing again genuinely



love hearing other people’s stories the way Dad did?Well, we’re all virtual anglers. We daydream
of fish and rivers and hatches when we tie flies, when we take showers, when we drive
automobiles. We join clubs and watch videos and attend shows. We devour catalogs and
pamphlets. We hang around fly shops. We buy lots of stuff. We read magazines.I know for a fact
that you read books about fishing.* * *In the last months of his life, when I visited him, I usually
found my father lying in his sickbed with his eyes closed and a little smile on his face. I’d sit
beside him, poke his shoulder, and say, “Hey. You awake?”His eyes would blink open. “I was
fishing,” he’d say.* * *As the kid and I watched from the bridge, that nice brown trout eased into
the current seam, drifted backward, humped his back, twisted his head, and ate something.“See
that?” the kid said. “Too bad you don’t have a pole with you.”“I’ve got a rod in my car,” I said. “I
don’t go anywhere without my gear.”“So whyn’t you go catch that fish, then?”I tapped my temple
and smiled. “Because I already did.”He narrowed his eyes at me. “Huh?”“Virtual angling,” I
said.2Trickle TreatAfter living most of my life within earshot of highway racket where city lights
blotted the stars from the night sky, I finally did it. I bought a little farm on a dirt road in the New
Hampshire hills. My new hometown has a post office, a cash market, a library, and an inn that
has sheltered wayfarers since 1789. There’s a sheep farm and an apple orchard and a couple of
cornfields. That’s about it for commerce.Our town dump is officially called “The Dump.” It’s that
kind of a town.My neighbors own fly rods and shotguns and canoes. They raise goats and pigs
and chickens. They park backhoes and tractors and pickup trucks in their barns. They read
books and debate foreign policy and drive long distances for good theater and first-run movies
and veal piccata, too, and they send their kids to college.That kind of town.In my new town,
stone walls line every roadside. Old cellarholes are scattered through the woods. From my
windows I can watch whitetail deer, wild turkeys, ruffed grouse, red foxes, black bears, and
packs of coyotes hunt and browse in my fields. Barred owls and sharpshin hawks sometimes
come swooping down to chase the chickadees from my feeders.It’s that kind of town.In my town,
there are twice as many miles of dirt roads as paved. It’s mostly forest and meadow and
mountain and swamp. Rocky streams bubble through every crease in the hillsides. Pristine
ponds nestle in every depression.You could spend a lifetime tramping all those woods, driving all
those back roads, and casting flies upon all that water. Unfortunately for me, I don’t have a whole
lifetime. But I’m giving it my best shot.* * *And so I was bumping down one of those nameless
dirt roads on an August afternoon last summer, with my topo map on the seat beside me and my
old seven-foot fiberglass fly rod in back, going slowly, exploring, getting the lay of the land.At the
bottom of the hill, a brook flowed under a wooden bridge. Naturally, I pulled over to take a
look.On the upstream side, the brook came curling out of the woods and wandered through
some boggy marsh. It was barely a trickle. You could jump across it without a running start. It
flowed slow and deep and shadowy against alder-lined banks. It reminded me of another trickle
that haunted me when I was a kid, and haunts me still. That one was called Job’s Brook.Fifty
years ago, before the suburbs sprawled, native brook trout lived in Job’s Brook. It meandered
through a big trackless bog two towns to the west of my hometown. Of all the places Dad and I



fished when I was a boy, Job’s Brook was my favorite. We hit it two or three times a year, and not
once did we encounter another fisherman, nor did we even see a footprint or a gum wrapper or a
cigarette butt.Mostly the brookies ran from five to seven inches long, but once I caught a ten-
incher from Job’s Brook. It felt cold and muscular in my hand, and its spots glowed like drops of
fresh blood. My father admired it, proclaimed it a trophy and a treasure, and told me to put it
back.Native brook trout, he made me understand, were rare and beautiful, and so were the
waters where they lived. He didn’t use the word “endangered,” but his meaning was clear and
prophetic.Today, Job’s Brook, the trout water of my childhood dreams, flows through a concrete
trough behind a strip mall—reason enough to move to a farm on a dirt road.In the summer
months that I’d been exploring my new town, I’d cast flies upon all the water that I encountered. I
caught bass from every pond—largemouths in the weedy ones and smallmouths in the rocky
ones. Most of the rushing mountain streams were running low and warm, and I caught nothing
from them. In a few, though, I’d found mixtures of browns, rainbows, and brookies that splashed
happily at the foam beetles and bushy dry flies I floated over them. The browns and rainbows
suggested that the brookies, too, were non-natives, but I was glad to find them, and I marked
those little streams on my topo maps.So I got out of my car, squatted beside this little nameless
New Hampshire brook, and stuck my hand in the water. Almost instantly the chill ran up to my
armpit and whispered, “Spring seeps.”On the downstream side, the brook opened into a pool, if
you could call it that, before it continued its aimless journey around the rim of a horse pasture
marked by a curving row of alders and willows.The pool was about the size of the office in my
new house—ten feet across, maybe. A big pool, by small-brook standards. Quite possibly the
widest, deepest hole along its entire length, unless there were beaver ponds.Where the current
pushed against the left-hand bank of this pool, it had dug an undercut that exposed the roots of
the alders that shaded it. If any trout lived in this little trickle, the oldest and biggest of them
would surely live right there.I captured half a dozen grasshoppers from the weeds beside the
road, knelt on the bank at the head of the pool, and dropped them in one by one. The first five
kicked and wiggled their way along the current seam, disappeared in the deep shade of the
overhanging alders, then reappeared, untouched, and continued downstream.The sixth hopper
disappeared in a little splash under the alders.That was good enough for me. I looked up and
down the dirt road, went back to my car, and grabbed my old fiberglass stick. It was already
rigged with an elkhair caddis on a short leader. I knelt at the head of the pool and flicked a little
roll cast onto the current seam. The fly bobbed along, entered the shade under the alders . . .
and disappeared in a spurt of water.I lifted my rod. And laughed. A tiny fish came skittering
across the top of the pool.I held it in my hand, all four inches of it. It was a miniature brookie,
already beginning to show its spawning colors. A beautiful little trout.It wasn’t a ten-incher. It was
better than that—a truly wild brook trout, too small to have been stocked. It had been born in this
water, and possibly it was a genuine native whose line of ancestors stretched back to the retreat
of the glaciers. I doubted that anybody had ever bothered dumping hatchery brookies into this
little trickle.I slid the tiny fish into the water, hustled back to my car, stowed my rod, and got the



hell out of there before anybody came along to see what I was up to.* * *When I discover a new
trout trickle, I treat it like one of my secret grouse covers. I mark it on my topographic map, and
when I visit it, I park my car half a mile away and skulk through the woods to the water. I resist the
urge to brag about it, and since my father’s not available, I invite no one to fish there with
me.Unless you take turns, there’s room for only one fisherman on a trickle, and most of my
friends wouldn’t do it anyway. Catching a five-inch trout from a brush-lined brook you can hop
across isn’t for everybody. It’s muddy, sweaty, buggy work. It’s a slog through briars and bushes
and blowdown. It’s not contemplative or even particularly relaxing. It’s on-your-knees, down-and-
dirty, sneak-up-on-’em fishing.You can’t really cast flies on a trickle. You drift them, you roll-cast
them, you dab them, you steer them along, and you end up leaving a lot of them in the
bushes.Exploring a slow-moving trout trickle with a fly rod taps into some age-old strand of my
DNA. I feel sneaky and stealthy, predatory and primitive and infinitely patient. I don’t get those
feelings anywhere else, and I crave them.* * *So I returned to my newly-discovered brook the
next morning and explored it to its source, right?Actually, no. A day became a week, and then a
month, and then it was winter, and I never did go back. I want to explain that life interfered, that I
had appointments and deadlines and emergencies, that my car broke down or my back went
out. You’d understand that, but it would be a lie.The truth is, I’ve been putting it off. For now, I’m
savoring the mystery of my unexplored brook. I’m letting it fester and grow in my daydreams. I
imagine it will be like Job’s Brook, and I’ll raise some five-to-seven inch native brookies as I
creep through the alders. I’ll miss more than I hook, but I’ll hook a few, and they will be beautiful.
In my fantasy, I’ll come upon a beaver pond about a mile into the woods. Half a dozen fat eight-
inchers will be Hoovering mayflies off the surface, and I’ll catch two or three of them before the
others spook. Maybe one of them will stretch to ten inches, and I’ll hear my father’s voice, calling
it a trophy and a treasure and insisting that I put it back.Eventually, of course, I’ll explore the
brook and learn its realities, and it will no longer be a mystery. But for now, the daydreams are
better.3Fishing for StoriesMy father was an outdoor writer, and most of his friends were, too. As
soon as I demonstrated that I could tie on my own flies and unhook my own fish, Dad declared
me his Number One Partner. Whenever his friends wanted to go fishing with him, they
understood that I came with the territory.So almost from the beginning I got to hang out with
writers of my father’s generation, men such as Lee Wulff, Ed Zern, Harold Blaisdell, Joe Bates,
Burt Spiller, Frank Woolner, Corey Ford. Household names for American sportsmen back then.
To their vast credit, they accepted me, tolerated my youthful enthusiasm and awkwardness,
even befriended me.What a deal they had, I thought. They went fishing and hunting all the time—
and they got paid for it.When I started doing it myself, of course, I discovered that outdoor writing
wasn’t as easy as those old pros made it look.Writers experience fishing with about twice the
intensity and focus of non-writers. Not only do writers read the water, study the weather, observe
the insects, experiment with flies and, in general, try to catch fish, but they also, with a different
part of their minds, look for story ideas. Writers assume that every fishing trip offers a lesson, or
an insight, or a new trick or tidbit of information, if only they are smart and imaginative enough to



recognize it. Writers go fishing for fun, sure. But they also go fishing for stories.For the writer, a
day on the water that doesn’t inspire a story idea, no matter how many fish are caught, cannot
be a successful day of fishing. The writer understands that there will be such days. Sometimes
nothing worth writing about happens. But sometimes the writer finds himself wondering if he’s
losing his nose for the story. This is scary. A writer without ideas is like a doctor without patients.
Unemployed.* * *Several years ago Mel Allen, an editor at Yankee magazine, offered to pay me
to go fishing on Vermont’s legendary Battenkill River. “We’ll put you up at a nice inn in Arlington,”
he said, “pay all your expenses, of course. Just write us a feature story that captures your
experience.”“You want a fishing story?” I said.“Well, yes,” he said. “Fly fishing on the Battenkill.
Slanted for our readers, most of whom aren’t fly fishermen, of course. Not an article. A story.”He
mentioned a fee. It was an offer no writer could refuse.I was thrilled, right?Wrong. I desperately
wanted to refuse. What if I went fishing and nothing happened? The readers of Mel’s magazine
wouldn’t care whether I caught some trout or got skunked. Mel wanted a story that transcended
the technicalities of fly fishing, and he trusted me to find it.I didn’t need that kind of pressure.In
the end I accepted the assignment. If I didn’t find anything to write about, I’d just pay my own
expenses and tell Mel that I’d failed.* * *We agreed that I’d spend four days on the Battenkill in
the middle of May. Prime dry-fly time. If nothing happened in those four days, nothing would
happen.For the first three days, nothing happened. I caught a few small trout. I mostly didn’t
catch anything. I explored many different stretches of river. I saw some wildlife. I talked to the
people at fly shops, restaurants, gas stations. I interviewed the other anglers I met on the river. I
learned many facts about the river and its history and its fish and its hatches. Nothing new.
Nothing particularly interesting for the non-fishing readers of Yankee magazine. The Battenkill
was overfished and undermanaged and unrestricted to kayaking and canoeing and tubing and
other activities incompatible with fly fishing. A few big brown trout lived there, but not many.
Mostly they were caught in April by local old-timers rolling nightcrawlers along the bottom.I
fished with a desperation that increasingly bordered on panic. I didn’t want to let Mel down. I
figured if I could catch one of those big brown trout, maybe I’d snag a story, and that became my
goal: Catch a worthy Battenkill brown trout on a dry fly, catch a story.The first three days:
Nothing.The fourth day dawned soft, still, misty. Ideal conditions for a mayfly hatch. The best
possible conditions for locating a worthy brown trout. If it was ever going to happen, it would
happen today.I crept along the riverbank, scanning the upstream water, waiting for my instinct to
announce: Here lives a worthy trout. I passed up two dozen promising runs and pools before I
found it. Here the river twisted out of the misty forest, funneled through a rocky gorge, then
widened into a long, broad pool. The current pushed against the high brush-clogged bank on the
left. It was breathtaking. Classic.Here I would make my stand. If nothing happened here, nothing
would happen, and I’d pack up and go home without a story. I sat on a log and watched the
water.An hour passed before I spotted the unmistakable trout nose. I didn’t move for ten minutes,
the interval it took him to come to the surface four times. He rose in precisely the same place
each time, right on the seam about two feet directly upstream from the uppermost sweeping



branch of an arching oak tree. The only way I could float a fly over him was from the side and
upstream.His delicate riseform suggested that he had selected spinners to eat. They drifted inert
on the water’s surface, easy pickin’s for an energy-conscious trout. I saw two kinds of spinners
on the water—large rust-colored ones and smaller olives. Knowing the perversity of large trout, I
guessed this one had selected the olives.I found a good match in my fly box and tied it to my
tippet. My hands, I noticed, trembled just a little. After three days, the Battenkill had showed me
a worthy trout. Now it was up to me. The odds, I knew, were slim. Getting a drag-free drift would
require a tricky reach cast and a big upstream mend, and I figured I’d only have one chance to
get it right. And even if I hooked this fish, he would bolt to what I assumed was his lair under the
tangled timber against the bank. My tippet was too slender. It would snap if I tried to hold him
back. Otherwise he would wrap me and surely break me off.Perhaps not. When they feel the
hook, large trout sometimes shoot directly upstream, or try to slog it out in midriver, or exhaust
themselves by jumping repeatedly. I might get lucky.I focused on the first challenge, which was
to wade into position to make my cast. A careless step would send warning waves across the
quiet pool, and the trout would dart back to his hideout for the rest of the day. So I moved
downstream and crossed in the quick water of the pool’s tailout. Then I climbed the bank and
pushed through the alder tangles to a spot directly across from the fish. I paused there until his
nose showed again. Then I slipped down the bank and into the water.
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S. Johnson, “Comfortable As An Old Shoe. Tapply's stories are outdoor experiences that could
happen to any sportsman, not just those who can afford exotic trips and high-end lodges. He
brings a warmth and genuine love of the sport to his writing. Not all the memories are of big fish;
some are of the ones that got away, broken rods, horrendous weather, and everyday mishaps all
fly fishers encounter, as well as rememberances of great guides and beautiful locations. My only
criticism of this book is these stories are mostly repints from magazine articles, therefore they
are fairly short. Tapply is such a delightful storyteller I wish his tales were a bit longer.”

Marcy B. Fleming, “For the true fisherman, the descriptions are exact.. Great short stories for the
avid fisherman.  For the thinker the stories are as deep as the trout pools.”

george sichterman, “The Tapley saga. The book was typical Tapley .It is easy reading and flows
like a fiherman telling his adventures to other fishermen. We understand what he experienced
and can see what he saw when he was writing each story. He tried not to add a lot of blow and
made it believable. If you read his fathers stories and then flow into his it is hard to seperate them
if you don't look at the author first. I have several of his and  his father's and they are tops.”

Mainah, “Great book. Perfect for the outdoor enthusiest! My husband has allof the books from
this clever writer. I also have enjoyedthem whether they are the hunting and fishing stories orthe
mystery novels.”

george carter. George Carter, “trout eyes. As usual, Tapply entertains and educates in the same
book! Trout eyes is an easy and humorous read, surely to be enjoyed by fishers and non fishers
alike.”

S. Walker, “Book review: "Trout Eyes" by William G. Tapply. The book was as described by the
seller, arrived as promised.  Would buy from this seller again.”

Elizabeth Drollinger, “Great book for you fly-fishing addict who has all the normal books.. As I
bought this for my fly-fishing husband, he told me to review it at 4 stars. And since he is a harsh
critic, I assume that most avid fly-fishermen would enjoy this book.”

Soft Hackle, “Trout Eyes: True Tales of Adventure, Travels and Fly-Fishing. Buy it! It is GREAT
reading. Very entertianing & enlightening. I'm serious. Buy it!You will not regret it and thank me.”

James C Mitchell, “Good read. A lovely read. I would recommend to anyone who fly fishes or
wants to understand a fly fisher person.Enjoy!”



The book by William G. Tapply has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 22 people have provided feedback.
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