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of the Parisian proletariat. One writer even states that Cf it 
had not been for the dense population of the New England 
States the American RevolutioB might never have taken 
place. 

Writing on conditions of his own day, Ruskin sax1 
socie*y as a growing mechanism where man was a mere 
machine or part of a great machine. In  his book, Democracy’s 
Second Chance, Mr. George Boyle sees rural life as an or- 
ganism incompatible with a mechhistic society. In rural 
life is found the principle of life. In it man fintds u x  foi 
all the faculties with which he has been endowed. The 
medianism lacks a soul; the organism possesses life. This 
to many is merely a feeble abstraction. It is, nonetheless, :i 

principle for the refounding of agrarian society. Abstract 
principles are lasting. The objection really is, and this is 
valid by reason of necessity, that to the majurity abstractions 
do not present themselves in clear-cut examples. Leaders 
are the men who have the insight required to bring before 
the minds of our people the application in the work-a-day 
world around us of apparently useless abstractions. 

From the several evii effects of the desertion of the 
soil for city life it is not surprising that in legislation for 
post-war days provision is made for a wide-scale return to 
rural life. Make country living attractive and watch the 
pendulum swing, for the trek of man has ever been in the 
direction in which his desires are most fully realized. 

AUISTIN MacKENNA, ’45 

MY FISHING T R I P  

It  was entirely my onw fault. I, cannot blame anyone 
else €or musing me to go through the most harrowing ex- 
perience of my life. I t  lasted for only a day, but what a d ~ y  
that was! The reason it happened was that I forgot the old 
adage: “Even a fish wouldn’t get into trouble if he k p t  his 
mouth shut.” I talked. \ 

My little cousin came to Visit me while I was home m 
vacation one summer. During our wnversatim, I asked if 
he liked trout (ishirrg. He said that he Eked the y p ~ ~ t ,  but 
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that he could never catch more thanl two or three fish each 
time he went fishing. 

‘‘Ordy two or three fish?” I cried, alarmed that any re- 
lative of mine could be such a poor angler. “Why, Jimmie, 
when I was p u r  age, I used to go fishing with a ‘bent pin 
for a hook and catch as many as forty fish, never less than 
twenty.” 

“Will you take me fishing tomorrow and show me how 
it’s done? he asked. 

I grabbed the bait &e a sucker. “We’ll go early tomor- 
row morning,” I promised. 

It is very easy to promise to do wrrwthing in the future, 
when you are settled in a comfomble chair enjoying your 
@pe, but to carry out that promtise, especially when it inwl- 
ves getting up at half past six in the morning, is quite another 
matter. However, with Jimmie (bouncing around my room 
at that unearthly hour, I had to get up. It seemed that my 
notion that “early” meant nine o’clock was not universally 
held. 

The expedition did not loak the least bit enticing in the 
cold light of early morning, ‘but after I had eaten breakfast, 
I felt that I -night have an interesting time that day after 
all. Wha? an optimist I was. I actualjdy thought in my silly 
mind that it would be possiible for me to get some pleasurz 
from the trip, 

We started off in high spirits. I carried the lunch 
which my mother had thoughtfully provided for us, and 
Jimmie had two hooks and lines in his pocket. Of course, 
Jimmie’s dog, which I foolishly thought to be an ordinary, 
everydoy dog, came too. I was under the impression that I 
had on a comfortable pair of shoes and felt quite jaunty as 
we set out. 

W e  reached the’ brook and went to break off small sap- 
lings for rods. Ji&e broke a long one off in no time, but 
I tugged and pulled unltil my hands were sore. It just would 
not break off. I t  didn’t help my t m g r  a bit to fail with 
J i m i c  watching ine, so in desperation I brake off a small 
switch a b u t  three feet long. I passled it off by saying I lik- 

I cached our lunchmc! put the lines on our rods while 
Jimmie dug worms out of the bank for our bait. Since my 
rod was too short I had to dlo quite a bit of manwuvring to 

‘ ed a short rod better. 
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get to a suitable place, and 'before I was situated he had 
caught two nice fish. I am thanlkful to this day that he for- 
got that I m s  to show him how to catch fish. He was on the 
apposite side of the stream and soon moved out of sight. Then 
the trouble started. 

I had just got my hook in a place where I could see a 
school of fish, when that divciple of Satan that Jimmie loosely 
referred to as a dog decided to go slwimming in that par- 
ticular spot. H e  diwd with such force that I doubt that 
Isaak Walton could have caught any of those fish for a 
week. 

Muttering to myself, I strulggled out of the place and 
went farther down the stream. I spied a promising place 
that I could just reach by standing on a log that projected in- 
to the stream. I had a bite in a short time, anld landed a half 
p o u d  trout. With oqe desperate flip he broke clear of the 
hook and fell into the water. There he wriggled his tail at 
me a few times and swafi away. 

Now my bait was gone. I looked in the soft clay of the 
Sank for worms as Jimmiie had donle, but they all seemed 
to be allergic to nie. Afber about five minutes of grubbing 
with my (bare hands I found a small one. In spite of several 
broken finger nails I managed to bait my hook. I tiptoed 
out on the log again. 

The fish that took my bait was one of those diabolkal 
fellows that love to slee an angler's hook caught in some ab- 
ject, especially if it is some object other than his own mouth. 
When he disappeared under thle log, I tugged, but the line 
did not come. My hook was solidly caught in there. No a- 
mount of juggling would get it loose, and my rod was too. 
short to reach dawn and free it. I did! not dare lose the h m k  
for it-was thle only one I had, and I did not want J i m i e  
to look upon me as the kind of angler that gets hooks caught 
and cannot get them free. As I was debating thse propsition 
of wading in to free the hook with my hand, my decision 
was made for me. I slipped, and thie first thing I knew I was 
sitting in three feet of water. With as much good grace as T 
could muster ufidcr the circumseances, I freed my hook, 
climbed out, and moved on. 

The next gcvod fishing hole I came to-was a rather wide 
part of the stream. After I had founld another wor;m, I tried 
to cast out to the deep part. My first cast was short and on 
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the second attempt I felt a tightening in the seat of my 
panks. My fears were rea1iTd. The hook w a s  firmly 'em- 
bedded in the seat of my trousers. I tried to get it to slip out, 
but it would not come. I then tried to pull it out, but the 
cloth gave way in the wrong places, and the hook brought 
with it a large jagged piece of material that had fomerly 
belonged to my trousers. 

Too disgruntled to fish any more, I called to Jimrnie 
and started back to get our lunch. He caught up to me and 
proudly showed me his gad of seventeen fairly large trout. I 
told him that I had caught eighteen and had left them back 
in the bushes. 

It happened that the dog had decided to have lunch a- 
bout half an hour before we diid. All that was left for us 
was a few scraps of paper. I aimed a few kicks at him, but 
he kept annoyingly out of reach. 

I took a firm stand against the idea of staying any long- 
er, but Jimmie insisted on going back and looking for my 
mythical fish. W'hile I waited for him, I tried to light my 
pipe, but my matches were wet. For that matter I was all 
wet, and was practically frothing at the mouth. 

Jimmie decided to give up th& ghost about fifteen min- 
utes later, and then we started home. I shall never forget 
that wdk .  My erstwhile comfofiable shoes suddenly sprouted 
sharp nails that cut into my feet mercilessly. I had to crawl 
into the bushes and hide when I saw anyone coming on the 
road brecause my clothes, particularly my pants, were not fit 
to wear in public. 

The worst part of it all came when I gpt home. I - 
thought my famlily would never stop laughing. The fact that 

My bother  applied the finishing touches. Two weeks 
later, when I was beginning to hope that tpey had finally 
forgotten all about my misfortune, I received the first copy 
of a five year sabscrkption to Rod and Reel. 

> 

-FRANGIS CIORCORAN, '46 


