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L  ong after the Trout Fishing in America incident —  
about a week — we still couldn’t erase the beauty of it from 
our minds. All except The Blinker, who was dumbly con-
tent with going back to just sitting idly in class and learning 
about boring Cuba. To us thinkers, Trout Fishing in Amer-
ica was something unusually splendid, like rainfall on a 
sunny day or a wind so strong it almost knocks you down. 
We couldn’t just let this slip through our fingers effortless-
ly, so we hatched a plan.

 
 We created a club for enlightened individuals and sowed 

seeds in the playground grapevine, spreading whispers of 
our escapades for those who wanted in. Because I was the 
first to write that ingenious phrase on the back of an un-
suspecting 1st grader, I became The Writer. Staying up late 
into the school night, wide-eyed and hectic, I scribbled over 
and over the poetic nectar of heavenly bliss, even going so 
far as to learn its cursive spelling. I wrote it all colors of the 
rainbow in every size to fit the foot.

 
 As for my other friend, he took the role of club leader 

and chief speaker. We dubbed him The Orator. He would 
ponder about the important stuff, the stuff that had to be 
said, he would be a stereo booming a song for all members 
to enjoy. Throughout recess I saw him concocting ideas and 
writing scripts for the first meeting. I could tell from the 
fervor and determination etched on his face that it was go-
ing to be a doozy. 

 
All that remained was a place to convene. The school 

would not do, for it is much too dangerous to preach the 
good word in a barren land muddled with apostates. Our 
houses were out, for our parents always monitored our ac-
tivities and knew fully well of the incident a week ago. We 
squeezed our brains like wet sponges for a solid ten min-
utes until The Orator, who was well inclined to think about 
the important stuff, thought of a suitable meeting place. 
The Blinker possessed a towering treehouse that we could 
use. It was idyllic. Elevated high above all the naysayers, 
lofty, scraping the window to heaven. The Blinker made a 
hushed, blubbering protest, but the complaint was quickly 
vetoed by the rest of the council (us two).

 
When all preparations had been made and we mean-

dered to the flagpole after school, a bold 1st grader sudden-
ly approached us. His curly brown hair fell down in cupfuls 
and his clothes were ratty and worn on his scrawny frame. 
Holding his door wedge chin aloft, he appealed to the coun-
cil,

 

“I wanna join the club, Trout’s cool!”
 
Taken aback by his blunt demeanor, we huddled close 

and thought long and hard, especially The Orator, who was 
a thinker by trade, and came up with a vote of two to one in 
favor of inducting him into the order. We named him The 
Loyal which he accepted with a crooked toothed grin.

 
And then, with the melting sun being swallowed into the 

horizon little by little, we took our seats in the treetop pal-
ace submerged in a saffron sky. The Order of Trout Fish-
ing in America’s first club meeting had now commenced. 
First, I presented my cursive Trout Fishing in America with 
a crude drawing of a brown fish on the side. The rest of 
the members clapped respectively, except for The Blinker, 
who I could tell was clapping with significantly less re-
spect. Next, The Orator stood for his sermon and cleared 
his throat that really had no phlegm in it to start with. And 
thus he spoke:

 
“What a glorious phrase, Trout Fishing in America. So 

glorious, that I will say it again! Trout F-I-S-H-I-N-G in 
A-M-E-R-I-C-A,” he enunciated.

 
“What is Trout Fishing in America to us intellectuals? 

Perhaps a commentary on individualism in society? How in 
the land of the free, you have to spend some time alone to 
fish for what you want. Conversely, you could say that trout 
fishing fits two, and that it tells, by depending on others, we 
can reach what we seek. Taking it in a different direction, 
it could mean that in the presence of greatness, our nation 
that defied all odds and made itself a world-power chal-
lenging even Cuba, we citizens should still take pleasure in 
simple pursuits that promote virtues, such as patience or 
perseverance. What’s important to take out of this is that it 
is a multi-faceted proverb, capable of stirring many feelings 
and invoking many ideas, and for that, it is truly glorious.”

 
The Blinker piped up, “I think it means.”
 
“Don’t interrupt The Orator!” The Loyal screeched, 

jumping upon him to unleash a flurry of weak blows that 
nonetheless did their damage to The Blinker, who was not 
much larger than him. He scurried down the ladder in a 
teary-eyed blur and we sat in silence, listening to the echoes 
of The Blinker’s angry father and the derisive slam of a 
screen door opening. The Loyal quickly fled home. Trout 
Fishing in America was soon forgotten, as the focus of the 
council was apprehended by the new unit in school, Greece.
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