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Here in the Ozark Mountains we are blessed
with an abundance of year-round, world-class, record-breaking
fishing waters. The Ozarks covers some sixty thousand square miles
and extends over the southern half of Missouri, the northwest of
Arkansas, a small bit of Kansas, Kentucky, Illinois and a few
counties in Oklahoma. The rugged beauty and fascinating natural
wonders of the region attracts (40) million visitors each year.
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Amazon.Com—Featured Author Review—Ozark
Mountains Stories

“To this
day the Ozark Mountains remain an untouched natural wonder. Rolland
Love’s ability to paint this landscape in clear, crisp detail stems
from his time spent with the solitude of the streams, deep hollows
and blue-hazed vistas. His deep-rooted passion for the Ozarks has
transfigured into a series of fantastic tales Huck and Tom could
have only dreamed of and his writing style is compared to
Mark
Twain.”

 


The Ozark Mountains Fishing Stories Series is
enjoyed by all ages

and available in the following formats.

 


Ebook
Version http://tinyurl.com/4ywquuj

Audio CD
Version http://tinyurl.com/436smye

Audio
Download Version http://tinyurl.com/3v3qabq


 


 


 


Growing
Up in the Ozark Mountains

 


 


I do plan to tell some fishing stories
shortly but first I want to talk about what it was like growing up
in the Ozarks during the 1940’s and 50’s among the most
superstitious people in American history. Old wives’ tales as they
are sometimes called involved almost everything you can imagine.
What I remember being talked about the most were ghosts and the
weather. These tales were based on beliefs passed down from one
generation to the next and were as old as mankind. They have
endured for all these years because by some chance, lurking in the
next deep hollow, hovering over a blue-hazed ridge or coming around
the bend, there is enough magic to keep the legends alive.

When I think about how outsiders never
understood why those of us who lived in the Ozark Mountains
believed so strongly in folklore, I understand why they thought we
were not wise to the ways of the world. The truth be known, we
treasured what was told to us. And much of the teaching was the
reason we were deliberately unprogressive, and enjoyed our lives.
We smiled and waved when city folks drove up in their shinny new
cars wearing fancy clothes thinking how we were just poor country
folks. Nothing was further from the truth. Because we wore bib
overalls and went barefoot much of the time in the summer, we had a
sensitivity beyond anything the average city slicker could
imagine.

Once, my dad was talking to an outsider who
came to our part of the county to fish. The visitor from the city
was telling him how the Depression had been so bad that folks were
standing in bread lines. Dad listened and waved when the guy
climbed into his car and drove away. The he turned to my mother and
said, “What kind of trouble was that city fella talkin’ about
anyway?” During the depression we had no less than before hard
times hit the rest of the country. We grew our own vegetables,
hunted game, and lived off the bounty from a nearby river. We had
little need for money, because we were self-sufficient. There was
no reason to travel; we already lived in paradise.

I feel blessed to have grown up in the Ozarks
and wish the kids of today’s electronic age could experience some
of the freedom I enjoyed. I hope my stories will inspire young and
old to leave their computers and cell phones behind and spend more
time visiting nature. Memories are one of the most important things
we have. I remember my mother standing in front of the cast-iron,
wood-burning cook stove handed down from her mother. The smell of
cinnamon that filled the air she when opened the oven door and
lifted out a steaming apple pie was magic. On special occasions we
would have homemade ice cream. The heat from the pie, the melting
cold vanilla and the sugar taste was heavenly.

We hunted the woods, fished the clear waters,
grew vegetables in the garden, worked a truck patch, and gathered
wild nuts, mushrooms, grapes, and berries. Not far from our
backyard, a spring-fed pond provided fish and bullfrogs. In late
afternoon, Mother Nature painted the surface with sparkling light,
creating a golden glow.

Long,
limber cattails swayed in the summer breeze as red-winged
blackbirds sang a high-pitched melody. The pond’s waters were
lifeblood both to farm animals and wildlife. During the summer
months I worked for my uncle. He ran a fishing camp upstream from
moonshine ridge. It was a not so well kept secret location where a
local man people called DOC, brewed 180 proof Moonshine, sometimes
called White Lightning that he sold for a buck a gallon. DOC was
one of the best storytellers I have ever known. I liked him so much
I put his picture on the cover of my book Blue Hole. DOC was always in trouble with the taxman and
was arrested so many times he lost count. Finally the authorities
hired him to make whiskey in Alley Springs State Park as a tourist
exhibit.

My fishing camp duties include fishing for
enough fish to feed all the guests in the camp in the event their
luck at fishing was not as good as mine. I'd start each day with a
dip in my favorite swimming hole on the river, but only after
chasing off the cottonmouth water moccasins that favored my special
spot as well. I'd fish for a while, and then serve as a guide to
the city slickers who were guests at the camp. (Sometimes I earned
as much as $5.00 per day.) We'd float down the river in johnboats
my family made by hand from oak timber we cut off a ridge that
overlooked the camp. I'd stop at one of the caves that were cut
into a towering limestone bluff overlooking the river, to give the
fee paying fishermen a chance to catch a blind fish from the deep,
icy-cold water inside the cavern. Most never did, but they had a
good story to take back home.

When summer ended I moved from the fishing
camp to my family’s farm on the outskirts of a small Ozark
Mountains town. There I attended school but only after I took care
of my morning chores. I’d slop the hogs, feed the chickens and
gather their eggs, milk the cow, and feed my horse, Clyde. After
school I'd help my father cut firewood to fuel the wood-burning
stove that kept our house warm. In the fall we would butcher a fat
hog and cure the sausage, bacon, and ham in our smokehouse. On
Saturday I would hang out at the pool hall and got so good shooting
eight ball I could beat about everyone in town. Come Sunday our
family would go to church and stick around for the best fried
chicken dinner ever fixed on earth. That's what I did when I was a
12 year-old kid who most everyone knew by the nickname, "River
Rat".

One last thing before I get started telling
you my fishing tales. Have you ever had a problem with a "privy"? I
sure have! It was back in the day when indoor plumbing was a luxury
only city folks enjoyed. It's the only story in my fishing series
that has nothing to do with fishing and I saved it for last.
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Ozark Superstition: Ozark fishermen are
careful never to step over a fishing pole lying on the ground
because if they do they won’t catch any fish that day.

The early Ozarks settlers were mostly farmers
so it was natural before scientific forecasting was available they
spent a lot of time thinking about weather conditions and upon
their observations. They were very accurate in many of their
predictions, which were based upon natural phenomena. Their
long-range predictions were based upon lore and superstition to a
greater degree and took into considerations (3) main factors.

 


• The Farmers Almanac

• Weather signs

• Superstition or folklore
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Abundant, feisty and tasty Rock bass, or
goggle-eye are one of the most sought-after game fish in many Ozark
streams and is exceeded in popularity only by smallmouth bass. This
fella looks small but if you clean three or four and scramble a
couple of eggs you’ll have a tasty meal that will be as much as any
average person would want to eat.

If you
want to see how to start a fire to cook fish on the river and you
don’t have any matches click on http://www.google.com/profiles/sunnybiscuitdog
and open the link on the right
“FIRE Starting on the River Video – OZARK MOUNTAINS”
WARNING!! Do
not try this without
prior training, many who do so end up up minus their eyebrows and
nose hair, seriously. I
know how to do it safely because I was taught by an expert when i
was a reenactor on the Lewis and Clark expedition during the
bicentennial.
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My First Ozark Mountains Camping
Trip

by ROLLAND LOVE

 


I was eight years old the first time I camped
in the Ozark Mountains. Dad and I pitched our tent on a gravel bar
on the Jacks Fork River. For dinner that evening, we ate fried
squirrel and corn on the cob from Mom’s garden. I sat by the
firelight and dreamed about the big fish I would catch the next day
as red and yellow flames cast shadows that danced like ghosts at
the edge of darkness.

The full
moon and so many stars made the sky look like a silver river. The
call of a whippoorwill echoed off the towering limestone bluff
across the river, and I was lulled to sleep by the
jug-a-rum
croaking of a bullfrog in the
slough. Dad brought our camp box inside the tent so raccoons would
not eat our food.

For breakfast the next morning, I helped dad
skin an eel as long as his arm. We caught it on a limb line during
the night using a redfin minnow for bait. Dad rolled the eel meat
in cornmeal and fried it crispy brown along with scrambled eggs. He
dipped up some water from a nearby spring and boiled a pot of
coffee. I sipped the coffee and spit it out.

“That coffee’s powerful enough to put hair on
your chest,” Dad said.

“I’ll have a bare chest forever.”



After breakfast we swam across a deep blue
pool of water and caught crawdads with our hands to use for bait.
Dad showed me how to skip rocks. We waded up a spring branch where
the water was so cold I shivered.

We floated a stretch of the river in a raft
Dad made out of inner tubes, and hung out on the bluff side in the
shade when the sun got too hot. Cool water dripped from a mat of
green ferns hanging from rock ledges and spattered on our
heads.

Red,
yellow, and blue wildflowers grew along the riverbank, and willow
trees growing at the river’s edge waved in the breeze. A snake
slithered across the river in front of us, and a turtle plopped
into the water from a floating log. Red-tailed hawks and turkey
buzzards soared high above on thermals, and dragonflies lit on our
toes. We explored a cave, where bats screeched and fluttered in the
darkness. A kingfisher scolded us for invading his stretch of the
river with a harsh-rattling Kack, Kack, Kack. We used the crawdads to catch smallmouth bass
and goggle-eye, and Dad fried them for lunch when we reached our
campsite.

After we broke camp and started up the steep
river hill toward home, a pileated woodpecker flew across the road
in front of us. Many camping trips have come and gone since that
summer long ago, but none so memorable as the first one—just me and
Dad, swimming, fishing, and exploring the river for two whole days,
seeing nary another soul.

 


 


The End
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Fishing the Ozark Mountains Back in The
Day

by ROLLAND LOVE

 


The Ozark Mountains hold secrets concerning
fishing in spring-fed streams, ponds and lakes, such as the best
places to fish, the best baits to use, the best times to go, and
the best weather conditions. These secrets were passed from father
to son. About the only time women took part in the activities was
if fish were going to be cooked and eaten on the stream bank during
sucker giggin’ season.

Fifty years ago fishing was not considered a
sport, but a way of obtaining food. There were a variety of
techniques. The first one I learned about from my father was to tie
a line with a hook on it to a cane pole and use a corncob for a
bobber. We used a variety of baits: worms, bacon, minnows,
crawdads, crickets, grasshoppers, hellgrammites, and all sorts of
homemade dough balls for carp and blood bait for catfish.

Sometimes we’d set trotlines, also known as
set lines, where as many as 25 hooks attached to a single line tied
to a tree on each side of the river or stretched across a pond or
lake. Sometimes we tied bank lines, which were single lines tied to
the branch of a tree to catch catfish.

One of my favorite methods was using a seine
with weights that dragged the bottom. Floats held up the seine to
keep fish from escaping over the top. With one swipe across a body
of water we might scoop up one of about everything in the water,
which sometimes included undesirables like snakes and turtles. Once
we even caught a beaver. Beavers can be mean critters to deal with,
too.

The most spooky and daring fishing method was
noodling, which we called hoggin', because we were after big
catfish. You had better be brave enough to reach into an underwater
hole in a bank, hollow log, or crevice in a rock ledge, where
instead of a fish, you might find a snapping turtle or cottonmouth
water moccasin. One thing I learned early on about noodling, after
a friend got bit by a beaver, was if the hole you have reached into
goes up, back away, because whatever is living in the dry spot
could be potential trouble.

 


 


The End
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Fishing the Outer Limit in the Ozark
Mountains

by ROLLAND LOVE

 


Someone driving a rusted green Chevy pickup
missing a front hubcap drove across a low water bridge and stopped.
A tall thin fella wearing a straw hat, a blue work shirt and bib
overalls dropped off a couple of pups and sped away in a cloud of
dust.

 


***

 


“The Ozark Mountains were the tallest in
North America,” my fishing buddy Mike said out of the blue.

“Why’d you bring that up?” I asked as I
stared out the window at a turkey vulture, called a buzzard by the
locals, as the big black bird rafted on thermals high above the
river bed, framed by a cloudless blue sky.

“No good reason. Do you know the top speed of
a dragonfly is thirty miles an hour?”

I looked at Mike and frowned. “I like ‘em
best perched on the tip of my fishing rod.” I remembered watching
the delicate little creatures flap their iridescent blue wings and
fly away to hover above the flowering yellow bud of a green Lily
pad floating at the mouth of a spring fed slough. “The best
question might be which of us will catch the most fish?”

Mike laughed and pointed out the side window
as a limestone bluff came into view and towered above the
river.

I liked to fish for sure but with Mike it was
an obsession. He loved to catch ‘em, cook ‘em, eat ‘em and even
liked to clean ‘em. I was more into the outdoor scene for the sake
of nature itself. I could be perfectly happy watching a crusty
looking gray snapping turtle bask in the sun or the long green
branches of a willow tree growing along the riverbank wave in the
wind. I was in my element when I got a whiff of cool damp air that
smelled like ancient earth as it poured from the mouth of a
cave.

“We’re almost to the river?” I said, raising
my voice above the sound of gravel pecking at the under carriage of
the Chevy Suburban SUV like a hailstorm.

“Yep, we’re going down the river hill,” Mike
said. The next instant he slammed on the brakes and slid to a stop.
A white tailed deer leaped from an embankment along side of the
road and disappeared into a growth of oak tree saplings the next
jump.

Mike looked at me and smiled. “Bet you wish
you could jump like that big buck.”

“I could’ve won every high jump event in high
school,” I said and we laughed.

Mike drove on down the steep rocky hill and
stopped on a low water bridge where the North and South branches of
the upper Jacks Fork River run together, a place called Forks of
the Creek. A wisp of early morning fog rose from the clear spring
fed river. A streak of sunlight made the surface sparkle as if it
were covered with flecks of gold.

The trip down from Kansas City had taken five
hours and we would spend the next three days wade fishing a
ten-mile stretch downstream to the highway 17 bridge that was
located halfway between Mountain View and Summersville, Missouri.
During dog days of summer in late August the upper part of the
river was too low to float a boat or a canoe. Not only would the
rocks in the ripples tear up the bottom, the task of dragging a
heavy craft through shallow water with the hot sun beating down
would take more energy than even the toughest floater would want to
endure.

What would make our trip easier was the use
of inflatable float tubes called Fish Cats ® which were designed in
the shape of a horseshoe, open in the front with a pointed nose in
the back. They were made of rugged space age material, slid over
the rocks easily, only drew a couple inches of water and weighed
less than 10 pounds. When we reached a deep hole of water we would
sit down in a comfortable, thickly padded, suspended seat with an
attached backrest. To move forward we would kick our legs back and
forth and special flippers attached to our feet would propel us
though a dozen or so long deep holes that we would encounter along
the way.

Mike stopped the SUV on a gravel bar close to
the water and we unloaded our gear, which consisted of bare
necessities; a couple of fast action, ultra light G. W. Loomis rods
and Shimano spinning reels spooled with 4lb test line. Our lure
boxes had a simple selection, couple of crank bait crawdads, baby
Jitterbug and Zara Spook top waters, half dozen hooks with an equal
number of split shot sinkers and two Hilderbrandt spinner and brown
wooly worm combinations.

Since we had three days on the river, we
could take our time and fish around root wads, sunken boulders and
rock ledges for goggle-eye and catch smallmouth bass in the fast
moving ripples. If we were unable to catch fish on artificial, we
would use live bait picked up along the river bank, worms and
crickets that hid under logs, small frogs that lived in the foliage
along the rivers edge. Grasshoppers were plentiful in August but my
favorite river bait and one fish found hard to resist was crawdad
tails with the shell peeled off exposing the white meat.

Our store bought food supply consisted of two
jars of crunchy peanut butter, a squirt tube of honey, a pound of
coffee and a loaf of bread. Fish cooked over an open fire would be
our main stay. We figured worse case, if we did not catch any fish,
which was unlikely, once the peanut butter was gone, we could eat
crawdad tails and squirrels, which were plentiful. We would tether
a couple of air mattresses to our Fish Cats to float our gear and
use them to sleep on at night.

We
planned to explore a couple of caves along the way and fill our
canteens with spring water that ran from the mouth of the caverns
into the river. Blind fish lived in the deep, cold pools of water
back in the darkness. Our bait of choice to go after the illusive
prey would be a worm threaded onto a small trout sized hook.

We parked
the SUV under the shade of a sycamore tree where it would remain
until my brother in law, who lived in the area, came by later and shuttled it to our
take out point on Sunday. Pulling our Fish Cats and air mattresses
behind us, we waded downstream toward Chimney Rock where we would
encounter the first deep hole of water on our journey. We would
require us to sit down in the seat and float through it in our
inflatable.

Someone driving a rusted green Chevy pickup
missing a front hubcap drove across the low water bridge upstream
and stopped. A tall thin fella wearing a straw hat, a blue work
shirt and bib overalls dropped off a couple of pups and sped away
from the river in a cloud of dust.

 


***

 


The instant I saw the two dogs, one black and
one white, look down the river at us and wage their tails, I knew
potential trouble was blowin’ in the wind. Little did I know how
unsettling the adventure would become?

“What’s the deal on those dogs, Tommy?” Mike
yelled up the river.

“Somebody dropped ‘em off at the bridge.
Didn’t want ‘em I guess.”

“For sure we don’t want ‘em. They’ll scare
away the fish.” Mike made another cast and hooked a smallmouth that
tail walked across the surface of the water.

It would
be a nightmare to contend with a couple of pups if they followed us
downstream along ten miles of rough terrain and overgrown rocky
banks where they would have to get into the river and swim a long
distance. Not to mention the possibility of them getting snake bit.
cottonmouth water
moccasins ruled that lonely stretch of river and did not take
kindly to intruders.

“What kind of dogs are they?” Mike asked.

“Maybe a Labrador mix,” I said. The pups ran
across the bridge, jumped onto the riverbank and headed down stream
toward us barking.

I waved
my hands in the air and yelled at them to stop when they were fifty
yards away. They paid me no mind, so I picked up a rock and threw
it in their direction. It splashed in front of them, but they kept on coming. I felt
bad about what I did next but I had to keep them out of harms
way.

“What are you doing?” Mike yelled.

I pulled
a 22-caliber
revolver that belonged to my grandfather from a holster in my
fishing vest. I carried it on the river to protect myself from
snakes, and to kill
squirrels when I needed food. I
shouted again but the pups kept comin’.

“You’re not going to shoot them are you?”
Mike yelled.

I pointed
the 22 out to the side
of them twenty-five fee or so and squeezed the trigger. When a
spray of droplets splashed up the pups ran into the brush along
side the river and disappeared.

“They
wouldn’t go back. I had no choice,” I said as I holstered the
revolver and walked downriver where Mike stood shaking his head.
“Hey, Mike! The pups couldn’t make it down river without getting
hurt. I had to scare them off and I think we’re rid of them now.”

We waded downstream and as we rounded the
bend, looming in the middle of the river was Chimney Rock, a
sixty-foot tall limestone structure the size of a grain silo and
shaped like the chimney of a house. It was shrouded with hanging
poison ivy vines whose leaves had started to turn red with the
coming of fall and the upper portion was cloaked in a misty gray
fog.

I looked over my shoulder as I sat down in
the float tube and prepared to kick paddle my way through the deep
hole of water ahead. The little dogs were nowhere in sight. I felt
bad that I could not do anything to help but was happy they were
not following us into what might have been certain danger. Once
they went back to the low water bridge someone would come along and
rescue them, I hoped.

I floated
silently through the water and stopped beside the tall rock. The
instant I touched it the mystical image of a rainbow colored
stained glass window appeared in the sky overhead. It was the same
window as the one in the Methodist church in the river town where I
grew up. My Grandpa donated money to buy it after the
fifty-year-old wooden structure had burned down to the ground.
He had both our names inscribed
at the bottom in raised black letters. A rush of emotion caused a
lump in my throat and my lower lip quivered.

“Look at that,” I said as I pointed at the
image.

“What?” Mike shaded his eyes with the palm of
his hand and looked up in the sky.

“Don’t you see the stained glass window?” He
shook his head and looked away when he hooked another fish.

As quickly as it appeared the image went
away. I had seen it once before in a dream, but never in broad
daylight. I started to ask Mike if he thought it might be my
grandfather trying to communicate with me. But he was fighting a
fish so his mind was on autopilot. A nice sized smallmouth jumped
out of the water, shook his head, threw the lure and swam away.

“That fish would weigh three pounds,” Mike
said.

“Maybe half that much,” I said as I looked up
again and the image was gone. My eyes filled with tears as I
remembered helping my grandfather work in the garden planting corn
and every fall he would let me help him butcher a hog so we would
have meat for the winter.

“What’s wrong?” Mike asked when he realized I
was staring up into the sky.

I just shook my head and looked away as I
headed on down the river.

By the time we paddled through the Chimney
Rock hole and were about half mile into our trip, we had to get out
of the tubes and wade through a riffle where a summer growth of
moss covered a slippery bed of rocks the size of baseballs. Mike
laughed when I fell down. I laughed louder when seconds later he
splashed into the water flat on his butt. After towing the Fish
Cat’s and our air mattress mules with gear strapped on top behind
us for about five hundred yards, we were at the head of another
long deep hole of water.

“Let’s camp here tonight,” Mike said as he
landed a goggle eye the size of his hand. “We can go a little
further tomorrow. This place is full of fish!”

“It’s not even noon and there are fish up
ahead as well,” I said, thinking we needed to go a little further
so we would not have to push so hard on Sunday, our last day on the
river.

Anytime
Mike was silent it was because he figured I was right, so we
paddled through the quarter mile hole of water to the next riffle
without much of anything else being said. To our delight, the next
fast water chute was three feet deep so we rode the current without
having to get out of the tubes. The river bottom was littered with
large boulders, which was a paradise for smallmouth bass. A
swirling backwater eddy dropped off into a deep hole where a large
fallen sycamore tree was lodged against a bluff that rose a hundred
feet above the river. This was
perfect cover for goggle eye and sunfish, which we could catch and
fry for dinner and breakfast the next morning.

A wide gravel bar covered with grayish-white
pebbles ran parallel to the long hole of water and there was a
spring near where we would camp for the night. It was a paradise
for me; I loved to be lulled to sleep by the gurgling sound of
water. Mike was happy because on the first cast the instant his
baby Zara Spook hit the water close to a patch of lily pads, a big
smallmouth inhaled the top water lure and leaped into the air. The
fish shook his head from side to side putting on a great acrobatic
display. Mike released the old mossback after a hard fought battle
that tested his skill to land the fish on an ultra light using
four-pound test line.

To set up
camp was simple. The only gear
we had was a couple of sleeping bags and our air mattress mules,
which were already inflated. There is a lot to be said for
traveling light and sleeping under the stars, except for misquotes,
snakes, rainstorms, lightning…

I looked up at the wide blue sky and watched
a half dozen buzzards circle overhead riding the thermal currents,
which they can do effortlessly for hours without flapping their
wings, due to nature’s design of their long flight feathers.

“You think they know something we don’t?” I
said, knowing buzzards mostly ate stuff that was dead.

Mike glanced up and shrugged his shoulders.
His mind was on one track, catching fish. During the rest of the
afternoon we landed at least 50-goggle eye, sunfish and smallmouth
bass. When the bite on artificial slowed down we switched to
crawdad tails and hellgrammites that we dropped down along side
root wads and sunken rock ledges. The water was so clear we could
see the goggle eye and sunfish dart out from their cover and take
the bait. The smallmouth were more wary. We cleaned a half-dozen
smallmouth for dinner, wrapped them in aluminum foil and laid them
in the edge of our fire pit to bake.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17203
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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