
“That Damn Movie” 

“If I fished only to capture fish, my fishing trips would have ended long ago.” 
Zane Grey 

Dateline: N 43º 52.319’ W 072º54 358’ 

You may not believe this but there is a man taking a bath in the 
small stream pool that my friend, Darren Marcy was just fly 
fishing in:  “Well db that pretty much explains why I didn’t catch 
any fish there today.” 

Pool bathing guy: “Do this every day, invigorating.” 

Me looking at Darren:  “Or it seems, any day, Dude.” 

And as we watch the man dries himself off with the towel he 
brought, climbs into an old green convertible, and drives off 
with a wave. 

Welcome to what was once Darren’s secret little fly fishing 
spot….and communal bath (and NO we didn’t). 



We are at 1,210 feet above dbcl (db comfort level) or sometimes 
referred to as “above sea level.”  All photos are PRE-BATH 
sequence. 
 

“I don’t remember how I found the place, I bring my kids and my 
wife up here, love jumping between pools on the boulders, 
sometimes when I need to get away, get a break from all the 
craziness going on in the world I’ll pack up the tent and supplies 
and just come on up here and fish and, you know, think.” 

“I go fishing not to find myself, but to lose myself.” 
Joseph Monninger 



Meet Darren Marcy 
	

He stands in front of me holding a child’s Zebco fishing rod and 
reel while wearing a fly fishing vest, I’m confused… 



“My father gave me this Zebco 77 back when I was maybe five 
years old, I’ve had it ever since…” 

Darren grew up in Farmington, New Mexico in “…a family that 
camped and fished, I was raised camping and fishing, my earliest 
memory is of fishing as a 5 or 6 year old kid.” 

“This ZEBCO 77 was the first rod and reel I ever had, I 
remember to this day when I caught my first fish, I was reeling it 
in, everyone was cheering, my father, my mother, my cousins, 
aunts and uncles, everyone was cheering and when I finally got 
it landed they all came over and made a huge deal about it 
saying I caught the biggest fish ever, that kind of thing, made me 
feel like a big deal, to tell you the truth I can still remember 
everything about it, that first catch I made.” 

Dude didn’t have to tell me it was the truth what he was 
remembering, he was smiling through the whole thought 
process, through the whole telling of the story. 

That and the way he held the ZRBCO 77, the way he turned it in 
his hands, the way his one hand went to the same spot on the 
reel that it’s been going to for four decades now. 



“That Damn Movie” 
“My wife is from Italy, I met her in a chat room.” 

I’m trying to eat a salad to try and get healthy, that last line 
though allowed me to put the leafy stuff down. 

“It wasn’t an online dating thing, just a chat room way back 
almost 20 years ago, we started chatting, I found out she was a 
flight attendant from a little village in Northern Italy near 
Genoa Italy called, Campo-Ligure.” 

I am now completely done eating leaves. 

“Back then she flew with Alitalia, she flies with United now, but 
back then she was a flight attendant on the Italian airline and 
she told me that she was flying in to Los Angeles and would be 
there for a day or so…” 

The waiter comes and looks at me and takes the leaves away. 

“…so we arrange to meet, I drive all night from New Mexico, get 
there as she does, we spend the whole day together and I ask 
her toward the end if she enjoyed herself…” 

I move all the green stuff off the chicken wing plate and look 
back to Darren. 

“…and she says it was a DISASTER…” 

I don’t know whether to dip the wing in the blue cheese or look 
sad. 

“…but come to find out she meant the language difference 
between us was a disaster, not our date.” 



I dip. 

Darren and Lorenza are now married, been together since 2001, 
have two young girls, Maya is 15 and Camilla is 12. 

“How did you get from New Mexico to Vermont…Lorenza’s job.” 

“Nope, a damn movie.” 

I’m done dipping. 

“We were living in New Mexico, Lorenza wasn’t real happy about 
it, it was nice but she missed living in an area like she grew up in 
Northern Italy, so one day she is watching TV and a movie 
comes on, BABY BOOM, Diane Keaton is in it and she gets fed 
up with working in New York City and buys a home in Vermont 
to escape the city.” 

No, I’ve never seen it, the movie, I have seen both Vermont and 
NYC, I get it. 

“So she tells me Vermont looks like her home area in Northern 
Italy and somehow she finds a realtor here, finds a home here, 
and we buy it SIGHT UNSEEN.” 

Huh. 

I just look at Darren and all he can say is nothing, but he does 
shake his head in the universal sign of “Yep I Did That.” 

“That was in August of 2004, we packed up and moved from the 
Southwest to the Northeast, been here ever since, love it and by 
the way, still in the same house we bought without actually 
seeing.” 

Storia Vera! 



Trout Ticklin’ 

“Here comes the trout that must be caught with tickling” 
William Shakespeare 
Twelfth Night Act II 

We have driven almost an hour Northeast of Rutland, Vermont, 
up and over a 2,010 foot mountain peak, through some tiny, 
curvy, windy-ass roads and we are making a left turn on an 
“alleged” road that is about 4-inches wider than my Tundra. 

I have a button in the truck that says “2-wheel” and one that 
says “4-wheel” but none that say “path,” which is what I think 
I’m driving on. 



Suddenly in front of me Darren comes to a stop in a tiny car that 
probably thinks it is still on a road. 

“This is the spot,” is all he says as I look around to what must be 
several million acres of “spots.” 

“I love it here, I jump around on the boulders down there trying 
each little pool,” he says while picking up a “fly” from the carpet 
in his tiny car trunk only to realize almost to late that it was a 
REAL BEE, “…yikes, wow thought I tied that, guess not.” 

I have to tell you, we are in a magical place, you can smell 
Autumn as it surrounds and hugs you, the stream is clear with a 
tinge of blue and everywhere are… 
 

  
 …tiny falls.  It is a place of double Autumn. 



“I used to fish for bass, not so much anymore.  One day as a kid I 
was sitting on a bank holding my rod and reel waiting for a bite, 
and I was bored, really bored, but I saw down the river some 
guys fly fishing so, believe it or not, I went down, got a fly from 
them, put it on the line of my Spin Casting rod & reel and tossed 
it into the water, it would only go the length of the pole plus a 
little of the line, but I caught a trout, caught a trout.” 

I watch as Darren walks/slides/trips his way down to the pool, 
“My dad was watching me do all this, fly fish with a spinning reel 
and he just shook his head and laughed, but I was hooked, 
literally.” 

 Since then Darren has taken fly fishing lessons, joined a fly 
tying club and, “My goal is to catch a trout on a fly I tied, I’m a 
sentimental fool but if I could catch something on the ugly flies I 
tie, that would be something boy, really something.”  



the Why… 
	

“db I don’t fish to catch fish, catching fish is almost annoying, 
today was a great day, a GREAT day, and I never even got a bite 
out here.” 

It was nearing sunset, what little wind there was during the day, 
had left. 

For a moment everything was quiet, it was as if the forest was 
watching us to see what came next. 

I watched as one lone leaf took flight from a branch, watched it 
circle and circle, move up some, dive down some, it seemed to 
just hang in the clear, cool forest air… 



“To me db, what I do out here is almost zen like, I get to zone out 
and sometimes I just think of things, go over things in my head, 
you know, but other times, it’s hard to explain…” 

……suspended as if looking around at the beauty it was about to 
leave,  and slowly on a breeze not felt by either of us… 

“…it’s like I’m not thinking about anything at all, I’m just in the 
moment it’s like…” 

…the leaf pulls up vertical, straight up and down, and for a 
fraction of a second moves slightly right and slightly left… 

“…it’s like I’m home, it’s like somewhere down deep inside of me, 
it’s where I’m supposed to be…” 

…as if to wave… 

“…something within feels comfortable out here.” 

…goodbye for this year and lands gently in a blue pool of water 
and slowly floats away. 
 



The Small & Windy Road 

As the sun sets down in the valley we are in, the path turns to a 
translucent blue as  I somehow manage to do a 15 point turn in 
the Tundra and head back out. 

It is a 45 minute drive back to the Hampton Inn and as I drive I 
scroll through the 15.3 Gigs of songs I have on my cell phone 
until I come to the one I’m looking for that begins with: 

“Well I started out down a dirty road 
Started out all alone 

And the sun went down as I crossed the hill 
And the town lit up, the world got still…” 

I hit the repeat so that it will Tom Petty and “Learning To Fly” 
play my entire ride home, in the past 6 weeks I’ve been to 
Vermont now 3 times for a total of about a week. 



 
It might as well be Mars in comparison to where I grew up all 
surrounded by tall buildings, not mountains, loud streets, not 
quiet streams. 

And yet, yet I am here on a road less traveled. 



And as I drive and listen to the song it is this verse that I need to 
hear, it is this verse that I chase, it is this verse that I play after 
every trip, after every story as I head back home, or back to 
some Hampton Inn somewhere in America: 

“Well some say life will beat you down 
Break your heart, steal your crown 

So I've started out for God knows where 
I guess I'll know when I get there.” 

And my Zen says simply… 

…I’m getting closer to finding where is…THERE. 

 

db, bb & riley too 
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