










S P O R T I N G  C L A S S I C S

83

for Sean to sit beside him.
“I’ve been after this particular fish for 

years, Sean,” the Governor mused, “and 
though I’m accounted a fair hand with a 
rod, he’s done naught but laugh and offer 
me the fin. Yet you caught my Prince, and 
absolute scoundrel of a Loch Leven, with 
a dry fly. Hmmm, it seems that you and 
I will need to discuss a few things before 
we can resolve this matter properly . . .”

Neither Sean, nor Tom 
Daugherty, nor even the 
Governor himself, ever spoke 
one word of the conversation 

that came after. A nimble mind, though, 
can add two plus two plus two, and if 
you put them all together a warden with 

incursion.” And Tom Daugherty reached 
into his burlap sack and hauled out by the 
tail a leg-long brown of some 24 pounds.

“My God, man!” bellowed the 
Governor. “You’ve poached my 
Prince Rupert! Do you know the 
penalty for snagging a trout of this 
stature? Out of my very own stream? 
It’s six months in the county house 
with a pick and shovel for you!”

“Begging your Honour’s pardon,” broke 
in Daugherty, “but Sean didn’t snag the 
Prince. Unlikely as it seems, he hooked 
your esteemed Rupert with a dry fly, and 
in the prescribed gentlemanly manner. 
He’s a poacher, sir, and he deserves what 
he gets, but he’s also a top-water man, 
and I’ll vouch that he’s not sullied your 
stream with trebles or nymphs.”

“Astounding,” said the Governor, 
“simply astounding.” And after taking 
a minute or two to light his pipe, he sat 
down on the grass, his long legs folded 
like a newborn foal’s, and motioned 

a sudden interest in spelunking, and a 
large, anonymous order for stag’s hair 
and ram’s wool at the local fly shoppe 
and a new full-time gillie (who, for 
reasons never fully explained, received 
permission to fish the Governor’s stream 
every other Tuesday) – well, I think 
you’re beginning to see the picture.

And when Sean next saw Patrick the 
Poacher at the Industrious Rabbit three 
Saturdays after, he walked up and said, 
“Patrick, you rotten old scalawag, the 
next one’s on me.”
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T here once was a time when fly 
fishermen were the epitome 
of class, dressed in ties, 
tweed and trousers . . . when 

the good life was simply enjoyed 
rather than envied . . . and when the 
black-and-white photograph was as 
romantic as the scene it depicted. 
And in that time, there was E.A. 
Barton, considered by many the 
Ansel Adams of the chalk streams.

Edwin Alfred Barton was born 
July 12, 1863 in England, the eldest 
son of Alfred Bowyer and Editha 
Helen Barton. Before entering the 
field of photography, he was a family 
doctor in Kensington Square.

Today, Barton’s photographs 
remain unmatched in the world of 
fly fishing. He captured the grace of 
the rod on its pendulum, wistfully 
waving fly and line across the 
waters of England. Then there was 
the majestic trout and countless 
images of his favorite fish. 

But a little-known fact is that 
Barton’s favorite subject was himself. 
He worked with a tripod and shutter-
release system in order to give him time 
to set himself into the scene. And in 
doing so, he captured moments in time 
of ethereal beauty that have not been 
recreated in the last two centuries. 

Barton found photography and 
fly fishing as the perfect marriage 
among the fine arts. He became a 
master of the darkroom, where he 
used dodging and burning techniques 
to create haunting effects. Even 
today, almost 150 years after his death 
(February 10, 1953), E.A. Barton 
remains possibly the best angling 
photographer of all time.

E. A. Barton images courtesy  
Andrew n. herd with The medlar 

photo library and the fishing museum, 
www.fishingmuseum.org.uk
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