
No date is too far ahead beginning to plan anything that has vari-colored flies

in it, and tents, and the prospects of camp-fire smell.

There is something about a book of trout flies, even at the year's end,

when all the brooks are flint— even s.t such a time, I say, there is something

about those bits of gimp, and gut, and feathers, and steel, that prick up th^; red

blood of any man— or of any woman, for that matter who has ever flung one of

those gaudy things into a swirl of dark water, and felt the swift, savage tug on the

line and heard the music of the singing reel. -Albert Bigeiow Paine
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