
Yelloweyed Dog 
(excerpt from a story) 

 
 
 Every so often I think about exultation. Sometimes the thought comes to me when 
I look at the scattered yellow leaves on my lawn in late fall, or when I take a leisurely 
walk on my treadmill and let my eyes roam from framed photos to Stratford posters to 
my youngest son’s oil paintings dressing up the walls. I’m not exultant at those times, but 
they may spur smiling remembrances of such a feeling, experienced at delicious moments 
unexpectedly and unreservedly, when all you’re looking for is maybe a little pleasure. 
 But exultation can only be had at certain times, and those times are never 
predictable. One of the photos on the wall, for instance, is of me crouching naked and 
chin deep in one of the natural bathtubs at the foully named Booger Canyon in southern 
Arizona. It was taken on a hot November day and my companions and I were working 
our way down one of the walls when, on a dare, I stripped and lowered myself into the 
icy pool kept full by a small waterfall and trickles from artesian wells. The water was so 
cold it actually soothed me after a while. I, who had never like water less than seventy-
five degrees F. went so far as to submerge my shaved head and stay under until my taxed 
lungs forced me out. Afterwards, whooping with exhilaration, I sank, still naked, onto the 
smooth apron surrounding the basin and stretched out under the azure sky and let the 
bright hot sun do with me what it would. 
 Ah. 
 Unfortunately, the occasions of exultation – the sight of a child’s birth, perhaps, 
the saving of a life, a sudden conversion – are brief and relatively rare. Pleasure, now, 
that’s something else. Pleasure, especially for a fairly accomplished hedonist such as I, 
can be had rather easily. I recall one midafternoon, an afternoon like every other for me, 
after a pint of J&B, I possessed it in abundance. As usual, pleasure for me was not so 
much a particular experience as a condition, and I always felt that this condition had been 
my birthright and my destiny, like any child in a candy store or dog in heat. 
 Liberated from the stacks of student essays I had begun to read at noon by the 
scotch’s smooth keen edges, I felt lured outside by the three o’clock late September 
sunshine, the mid-seventies temperature. . .  
 .  .  .  .  .  
 I liked the river, liked to watch the guys fish therefore salmon and steelhead trout. 
I used to fish it myself when I was around thirty. Back in the days when snagging was 
allowed, the river was so thick with salmon and wading fishermen from all the North 
Central states that wars almost started when the snagged twenty-five pound lunkers 
would cut among taut lines and between wading anglers’ legs and around boat anchors, 
five or six of them at a time, all zigging upstream with enormous treble hooks stuck 
obdurately in their backs or tails or guts. Approaching the dam they’d suddenly reverse 
course and zip downstream with the speed of an arrow in flight, confounding the efforts 
of even seasoned fishermen until, tired of the ordeal, they’d find a chunk of concrete or a 
sunken motorcycle and swim around it a few times till the twenty pound test line could 
endure no longer and snap. What was funny about the scene, though, was the cacophony 
of male voices that rang through the darkness like a deranged angelusbell concert. “Jesus 



Christ, it broke the fucking line.” “I thought you fucking got that one.” “Shit man! Get 
outta the way!” “Lift your fucking pole up, cocksucker.” Goddamn, I got one! Holy shit!” 
“Hey, got a beer?” “Fuck, get the net.” 
 .  .  .  .  . 
 The fish ladder, a massive concrete structure along the west bank of the river, 
consisted of a series of six steps leading the smarter and more prudent salmon gradually 
up over the twelve foot rise over the top of the dam that stretched across the river. 
Resting in broad square pools at the foot of each step, these fish basked in the enchanted 
approval and sometimes even applause of the spectators each time they jumped a step, 
their darkening bodies beginning to die but still lithe and strong and impressive. The 
more desperate and less circumspect fish, which I always preferred to watch, remained in 
the roiling turbulence at the foot of the dam, trying again and again to vault up over the 
spillway, leaping out of the white froth, smacking against the shallow sheet of downpour, 
tails waggling with incredible strength, only to fall back comically and disappear into the 
spume, which would in one minute or five spit them out again until a fortunate one would 
finally make it over, free to speed upstream to its spawning ground, build a bed, spew its 
gelatinous orange beads into it, and die. From the pavement alongside the ladder or from 
the platform at its top, you could see all the action if you set your eyes in constant 
motion. 
 .  .  .  .  . 
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