HEN RICHARD ROWE WAS 9—IN THE SUMMER OF 1957, ON HOLIDAY |

in New Zealand—everyone was staring at the sky. They
couldn't help it. They were searching for a sign of Sputnik,

necks cranked backward. But the young buck couldn't take |

his eyes off the B-52 bugs that were zipping around his parents' rented
beach bungalow. “| was amazed by and frustrated with their amazing power of
flight” he recalls. "And then, in a matter of two hours, a car knocked one down
onto the footpath in front of me—and another was caught in a spider web at the
house!" The stars must have been aligned. Or maybe the kid just fell for what
may well be the orchids of the insect world, delicate, brilliant, mysterious.

From then on, Rowe couldn't forget his encounter with odonata—dragonflies |

and damselflies—and now studies them at James Cook University in Australia.
‘I still can't believe the way that they are able to do all the things they do—with
a brain the size of a pinhead”
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But Rowe, though he has friends who are
“mad for the sport,” isn't an angler. He
doesn't keep 30-gallon aquariums and peer
in while his captive nymphs eat every leech
and scud in sight. He doesn't pump stom-
achs to see what a trout ate for brunch. He
doesn't collect lake-dwelling bugs and ship

| them to his entomologist cronies. In short,

he's no Philip Rowley. I got three main

- weapons when | fish with a damselfly

nymph" says Rowley, the author of Fly
Patterns for Stillwaters. “You need an inter-
mediate line, a long leader, and a slow-sink-
ing approach. Oh, and when you're tying,
keep that pattern skinny! Use some soft rab-
bit and a couple good ol' eyeballs. No need
to tie on the kitchen sink."

Just for a moment, forget about the big |

four—your mayflies, your caddis, your stone-
flies, your midges. What happens when the
water slows down? What happens when
it's just you, a float tube, and a lazy July
day on the lake? Yes, hatches do burst,
explode, turn into events, but what bursts
must also fade away—leaving the unglam-
orous meat-and-potatoes of the trout diet,
such presumed snoozes as the scuds and
the damselfly nymphs.

Talk to some odonata connoisseurs and

you'll find more than a few blown minds.

What's so great about damselflies? “THEIR

. SECONDARY GENITALIA—OR MORE PRE- |
i CISELY, THAT THEIR SPERM-TRANSFER

LOGISTICS EVOLVED INTO THIS SEPA-
RATE STORAGE AND TRANSFER ORGAN "

e-mailed Bob Honig, a zoologist, photogra- |

pher, and all-caps kind of quy in Houston.

| Texas. Honig's wife, a biologist named Magagie,

sang praises of the “killer lip"—the damselfly

nymph's lightning-fast jaw mechanism that |
| | extends a good third of a body length to

snag a snack (which sometimes includes
small fish or other odonata nymphs).

Both damselflies and dragonflies are
some 300 million years old, and in prehis-

toric times, had wingspans of 30 inches.

(According to one surely legit website, they
were "as big as hawks.") In Germany alone,
odonata have had over 150 nicknames—

- water witch, goddess' horse, snake killer—
and elsewhere, some believed that the

Devil used them to weigh a person’s soul.
Their true common names are entomolog-
ical poetry: Powdered Dancer, Citrine
Forktail, Flamehead Sprite, Ebony
Jewelwing. The males' colors push the
unnatural end of the natural envelope—
stop-sign reds, shining bronzes, iridescent
blacks tiger-striped with some of the
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“Dude, get off me!"

purest eye-searing turquoise in the animal kingdom,

It may be the dragonfly that catches the eye of the everyday
human—index finger-long, wings held out like an airplane while at
rest, cruising at speeds up to 30 miles per hour and hovering and
accelerating and even backing up—but it's not big in the fish Food
Pyramid. The damsel means more to the fisherman. It pays to be
able to tell the difference: While at rest, Damsel wings lie flat on their
floss-thin abdomens. Their eyes are separated. Don't tell them, but
they suck at flying—and therefore stick close to water. The adult isn't
a major food source for feeding fish, unless a trout bumps it off a
reed when it's emerging and flabby and vulnerable, but the nymph is
another story: With three distinctive gills at its hind end, it lies in wait
around weed beds in marshes, ponds, and lakes, for prey to swim by.
It molts a dozen times and sometimes takes three years to become
an adult. "The nymph moves with a sinusoidal motion.” says Rowley.
“Snake-like. Stopping, then starting again. Use slow hand-twist
retrieves in less than 20 feet of water" He pauses. “Remember, this
is their jungle—where they go stalking.”

And that's where the angler should go stalking as well: where the
water moves slowly, if at all; where long stems arch over the shal-
lows; where the fireworks hatches have come on and gone and the
summer sun warms the cold-blooded, as ever, the fish still need to
fill their bellies.

EVELYN SPENCE has never tied afly in her life and had to look up
“marabou” in the dictionary.
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You've waited your whole life for an adventure like this, you don't
want to take any chances. As former guides and lodge managers,
we have personally traveled to each adventure site we recom-
mend...and we fish. Even those so called specialty travel agents
don't always know a fly rod from a walking stick.

At Sporting Life Adventure Travel, we'll plan your fishing trips to
exotic fly fishing locations from the Bahamas...to Mexico, from
Costa Rica...to Alaska, to Russia and beyond. But that's not all. We'll
also provide pre-trip fly casting instruction. We'll even help with
equipment selection and ship it directly
to you, all with no booking fees.
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S ADVENTURE TRAVEL COMPANY

Ask us, we've been there. LIFE
L To learn more, visit www.sportingfifetravel.com, or call 763.443.2126
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