
“Many men go fishing all their lives without 
knowing that it is not fish they are after.” 

Henry David Thoreau 
 

 
 
 

That man in the doorway is my Grandpa, Clay Robbins, when I was very young he 
took me fishing a bunch, most times at the family farm in Canada, sometimes at 
the foot of Niagara Street in Buffalo, NY. 
 



 
 
 
Here’s the farm I spent many summers at, it was somewhere around Dunnville or 
Cayuga, Canada in the Province of Ontario. 
 
It had no running water, Grandpa told me it had “3 bedrooms and 2 baths, one is 
out by the chicken coop, the other is the bedpan next to your bed,” which I found 
out way to late was “for only #1 for gawds sake Donnie.” 
 
At night, and this is an absolute true story, my Grandma, Tess, and Aunt Irma, 
read stories to me under the gas lights in the living room by the coal stove…there 
wasn’t any electricity in the farm either. 
 
I still have a book they read to me way back then and I swear when I open the 
pages and read a few lines I can still see the cast of the gas flame flickering on the 
page. 
 
The farm was never about The Farm. 
 
It was about this: 
 



 
 
 
It was about handing a city kid, a pig. 
 
It was about spending time together without the world getting in the way, no tv, 
no radio, the produce aisle was 2 acres that I sort of helped plant, I got the eggs 
for breakfast ever morning from the chicken coop and was always, ALWAYS 
chased back to the house screaming by a roster named, DiMagio. 
 



 
 
I was driving a farm tractor when I was 8 years old, and plowing straight lines by 
the time I was 10. 
 
We had a simple rule that I made up, and it was this:  “We will eat no animal that 
I have named.”  Every animal in the barn had a name, every chicken had a name, 
every pig had a name, when Grandpa asked me the name of a frog he found once 
he was shocked that I hadn’t named it, he told me, even frogs deserve names, and 
so he named it…Mantle. 



The Farm, wasn’t about, the farm…it was about the people within it and the time 
spent together and the lessons learned. 
 

 
 
This is the only tangible item I have from those long ago days on the farm, my 
Grandpa’s fishing tackle box, I have carried it with me for the past 60 years since 
he left this earth. 
 
As with everything Grandpa the “tackle” it held were the cigars he thought he was 
hiding from my Grandma. 
 
I remember as a kid going down to the creek out back with Grandpa, looking 
around and calling for Mantle, who for some reason didn’t take pet training very 
well, and then sitting on the bank fishing. 
 
Don’t remember the details of bait, line, rods and reels so much so one time I 
asked my Grandma about fishing with Gramps and what we caught. 
 
THIS ENTIRE WEBSITE IS DEDICATED TO THE SIMPLE ANSWER MY 
GRANDMOTHER GAVE ME:  “Donnie, Clay never used any bait, never even put 
a hook on the line, he just “fished” with you so he could spend more time with 
you, it wasn’t about the fish, it was about being with you.” 
 
It was about catching…time. 
 
It was about catching…memories. 



It was about a Grandpa and a Grandson dangling bare toes in a cold clear creek 
and naming frogs. 
 
Fish with db & bb, and riley too is about catching time, catching memories, and if 
you want, naming frogs as well. 
 
Hundred’s of websites are about the HOW of fishing, this site is about the WHY 
of fishing, it’s not tournament based, it’s not big dollar equipment based, it’s old 
school fishing from the bank, fishing in the pond or creek out back of your place, 
fishing in your secret spot where you go to get away from it all, or go to relive the 
memories of when life, and fishing was fun, and simple. 
 
It is about the person holding the rod and reel, not about what happens at the end 
of the line in the water. 
 
It’s not about what you catch but what you keep inside. 
 
No boats. 
 
No holding up fish for photos. 
 
No big dollar rigs, nothing will be used that a single mom, or dad, working two 
jobs and raising a kid or two couldn’t afford to buy to take their children fishing, 
in fact this site is also dedicated to those folks as well. 
 
It all about WHY we fish, and I know personally in my soul that for many of us, it 
ain’t about catching a fish. 
 
The catch, is priceless. 
 
The catch, is your buddy, your child, your spouse, that special person that you 
take the time to fish with, or maybe even, that catch is YOU and the time you 
spend dangling toes in a cold clear creek… 
 
…and naming frogs. 
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