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A young Valerie watches as her fither cos on the Campbell River.

Roderick Haig-Brown

Valerie Haig-Brown

n the 15 yeam sindce my father died in 1976 | have been sold

many times thar | should write his bography, Sometimes the

implication Is that 1, as his davghrer, should have such a
thorowgh krowledie of him that mine would be the definitive
biography, the ulrimate tnuth. Other, probably wiser, people sugs
gest thar | should write "a" biography, knowing that I can provide
only ane point of view.

So far, there have been any number of articles abous Roderick
Haig-Brown and twe book-length biographies. The aricles rarely
utrEtmpt to cover more than one or two aspects of his life—and be
was @ man of more aspects than many people realize. Some articles
have been quite successful in capeuring a genuine picture of him,
usually those wrimen by people who took the trouble to pet
knowe himear least a littHe—not alwiys an easy task, for be was hoch

a busy man and rather reticent, especially with people who were
nat particulatly sensttive by nature or amived with preconceived
ideas abour elwir subject. Successful aricles have also been wrirten
by those who did not meer him, Bur have maken the time o
undersrand what he hos o say,

CF the rwa books about him, one {Above Tide by Anthony
Robertson), is based en the written works: anly and involves 2
sertous examination of the man a5 revealed in his books. Bober-
son was not particulacly sarisfied with the resule, but readues haye
fournl the book interesting enough. The second book (of which
encueh was said in these pages in April, 1959 artempeed 1o cover
his whale life and proved o be a rask well beyond its wrirer's
capﬁhi[[l’il‘_‘i. TFIIL' |'.~a.=.ic ful:ta' are offen WG oF S0 ]"|||ti!.'||. in I:I'u:
jumble a5 ro be quite confusing, and the writer's prejudices lead o



what amounts ro & persorial ateack o several fronts, Some readers
firul this book interessing, but most are outraged, especially chose
who knew my father,

There i a particular difficulty in procducing o biography of 2
wrirer such as my father whe wiite a pood deal of autobicgraphical
material in that much of the story is already on record, All my
father's essays are highly personal, with anly the rarest eximples of
telescoping facts such as combining rwo fishing trips 1o the same
place n-one. His notes, early disries, and my Own experience give
ample proof of that.

A River Never Sleeps and Messure of te Year wre the two
autchiographical books thar 1 retum to again and agiin. The boys”
novels, Startuck Valley Winger and Saftwater Summer s well as Pane
ther, were directly based an personal - expertence, And el
posthumous collection, Witings and Reflections, i a deliberate at.
tempt an my part to search out essays mud speeches covering each
aspect of my father’s life except fly fishing. T was limited to some ex-
tent by the fact that there wis not abways o grear deal to chiose
trom, particularly with regard 1o the law, (He had only recently
recired from thi bench when he died ard was planning to write a
beck on his rime asa local fudee after he write e on bircs, which
interested him as much as did fish.) Bur | was pleased 1o find as
much as | did on his thinking on a numhber ol sishjeon, berause he
was a careful and reasoned thinker—sometimes too much so for his
children, who would have liked him at times to be more passionaee
i his public staternents. Even in our house there was 2 gemertion
R

The two questions 1 am mast often asked by acouaintances, in-
terviewer, or readess who never met him are, “What was he really
ihee ™ s, *"Whaat was it like 10 be the child of 2 Fatmows person (or
a writes, or Roderick Haig-Brown)!" Sometimes T foel T ANSWET [N @
way that satisfies the questioner and soumctinies | feel thar 1 hove
o, There are these who want to keow samething of the depths of
the inner man, to be given some incredible insight thar would
shed light on the whole siddle of whar made him such a wiiter
—ur judpe, or coneervarikinist, Mo one answer sobves that question
for everyane, bue the fissr one [ give is; thar o5 o writer wh deew
on his awn experience, the books contain many of the answers.

fishermen, conservationists, jurists and their relarad OrgAnizaions,
as weell as high school graduaring clusses, He always did his bes o
fir these last in if ar all possible. And there were rwo tooks commis-
sioned by the Canmdian government, The Sabmom was part of
Canada's submission 1o the Law of the Seq Conference, Bright
Warers, Bright Fish is o studdy of fisheries management in Canads
and involved teavelling all across the country. Different, but so m-
portant to him, that he was willing ro take them on arill, it was
chear from the notes he was assembling at the time of his deach thar
he had every intention of petring back o what | sigw s the most
impartant purpose of his life,

My father came ro Moech Amierica in late 1976 when b was
18, By the time of his ninteenth birthday on February 21, 1927 he
was working in a logging camp near Lake Cavanaugh in
Washington Srate, The North American connection was schigyved
beciuse his uncle had married the daughter of the McEwars of
Seurtle who owned a logging company, The idea was thar be would
pur in some time until he was old encugh to apply for a position in
the British Colonial Civil Service, He had beer at Charterhouse
School in England where his patemial grandfather, who died befire
he was boues, il been hemdmaster. He was “sent down from
Charrerhouse after sneaking off 10 sperid a night partying in Lon-
dor, A large and overwhelming family (both maternal and pater-
rial) had alwiys had much ro say abous *'the boy's™ uphringing after
his father, Alan Roderick, was killed in the Fime World YWar, B
his mather had slusays boen very mupparthve of hes sun, pred she was
able to make the amngements that she hoped would give him
SOME FODM 10 pErow,

My father’s ULS. visa was good fior only six mariths, so by July
he had a job in & camp an the Nimpkish River on Vancouver
laland. His dlllT‘p' {=ame excerpts from which kawe n!-:n:nl:Jp been
published in s small limited edition), which he began in 1925 pnd
kepr most faithfully uneil 1934, rells of the ups and downs of both
etming a living and growing Into some measure of wisdom, It also
details his writing and reading during that time, as well g5 oo,
sicnal longing for “woman,” along with the s of discovering
hiw o apply Lis consederabie kniwwledge of English fly fishing ro
Pacific Coast lakes and ssreams. Most of the articles he sold diring

A daughter answers the question,
“What was he really like?”

5o we write of Roderick Haig-Brown what we know, given
limizations of time and space, and hope that each attempr provides
some enlightenment for these who happen to come across it

First and most impartane, in spire of all the cther words thar
appear an dust jackens of books In press releasss, or in grricles, my
tathier was & wrirer, He made a living as a writer for mast of his life,
The long list from his easly days—logper, surveyor, trapper, guide,
bounity hunter, beachcomber—is all perfectly correct, It describes
the jobs he had during the years 1927 o 1929 and 1932 o
1934 —his first in North America. Bur befare and during afl rhese
veurs he was writing, making nates; collecting his share of rejec-
tians and figuring out whar he could write that would sell. Larer in
life there are such illustrious titles as Chancellor of the University
of Victoria and Judge of the Provineial Court of British Columbia
and member of the Intemnational Pacific Salinon Commission.
Thiese jobs tnok & lof of time in the kst decade of his life, Lt e
was still writing, although perhags not in the same wiy he had
been during most of his life, There were many speeches to fly

his first stay in Cainads were abour fishing and went o Englieh
Magazines such as the Fishing Gazetre, which had also published
articles of his father's. When | read these diaries T am constantly
impeessed with the pemseverance and determination thar kept him
writing, even In o logeing camp bunkhowse after a lemyg diay's wark.

In late 1929 he kepe his promise to his mather and recurned to
England. His mother and swo sisters lived i the targe and elegan:
house af his matermal prandfacher, but he was nat welcome there
for long becasse he didn't seem inclined o ger @ job—he jus
wanted to write, A Haip-Brown uncle whe was administering his
educational fund was eventually prevailed upon o dale this fund
out ta subsidize 2 writing career, My farher kept ar it while falling in
and out of love and enjoying the life in Londan, In 1931 his first
book, Sdver, The Life Story of an Atkmie Salmom, was published.
The book stayed in print in England for 50 years and the first U.S.
edition was published recently. By the time he decided in fatee
1332, that the place for him was the west coast of North America,
the second book was well under Wiy,
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Before he retumed to England at the
end of 1929, my father had mer Ann
Elmore in Seattle. She worked in Hamry
Hartman's bookstore, and after a friend in-
troduced them they quickly discovered that
they had much in common, especially a
love of books. Now that he was back on the
coast my father alternared visits 1o Seattle
with various johs, including a winter spent
cougar hunting on Vancouver Island as
research for his third book, Panther, On
January 20, 1934 he and Ann were mar-
ried: They went to live in a rented house at
Campbell River, the finding of which my
father describes in A River Never Sleeps.
Twao years later | was bom, and they boughe
the house just up the river,

From stories, phorographs, mulriple
miemaories and even a diary kept for me by a
fond facher in my first months, 1 get the im-
pression that my childheod was abour s
idyllic as childhoods are imagined to be.
Doring parents, who bent the rules abour
not picking the baby up berween feedings
{fortunately), and a sister, Mary, bomn in
1938 made up the family in those fitst few
years, Much of the life of our family, with
the addition of Alan in 1941, and Celia in
1947, is described in Measioe of the Year
(reprinted recently),

When people ask me abour life with
my father | am no longer surprised if they
want me 1o deseribe a serious man wha led
a very formal life. T used ro be; bur | slowly
came ta the realization that these people
saw him only in later years when he was
giving a speech toa large pathering about
conservation, or thought of him primarily
as a judge, or read of him in newspapers
angrily denouncing the policies of B.C.'s
already notorious Social Credit sovemn-
ments, Or  they thought of him as
“English™ and therefore stuffy, perhaps. |
never think fast enough to ask these people
why they come 1o these conclusions; I am
always too busy trying o tell them how
much fun we had,

Becawse he was a writer he was always
home in the years when 1 was growing up.
Court took only a day or two a week and he
wasn't yet jetting ahout answering the
detmands made on a man when he becomes
"famous." When we came home from
school, he was there. When we needed
someone to watch us swim in the river, he
was there. He built a small wing dam o
slow the current and make a pool for us.
When we were older, he ried a tubber
dinghy to a mee on a long tope and we
spent hours pushing it out into the rapids
and riding down ro the end of the rope, He
not only encouraged summer warer fights
with the hoses, he often gave the losing side
a hand, He bought better and berter ero-
quet sets as we got better and better ar the
game, And [ remember him there with en-

couraging words as the whire-robed nuns
stitched up the cut in my foot thar seemed
to un from toe to heel. | can still see him
in the emergency room of the ligle
hospiral,

And he was always there, too, ar the
track meets. [ became quite a runner in
high schoal, and he urged me on with con-
siderable pleasure and pride {in spite of my
mother's protestations thar rack wasn't ex-
actly ladylike). He cur a minning track in
the long grass of one of the hay fields and
dug a broad jump pic. And he ook time o
watch me train.
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The expeetalions on us were high, bur
probably no higher than those he imposed
on himself. There were scoldings, too. |
remember tears aver the unfaimess of hav-
ing to keep at my Latin correspondence
course when no one else ar school had o
take it. But wsually you could carch the
slight gleam in his eve when there was trou-
ble and get him to laugh about it all before
too long,

He was away for a few years during the
Second World War, and we missed him a
lot. I was old enough to know how hard it
was for my mother to keep the place going
during that time, but | know my father ad-
mired her derermination because he has
writtenn about it in Mewure of the Year,
When he came home [ had tumed ren and
he put up a tent for us outside their
bedroom window to start a long tradition of
sleeping ourside all summer. And on winter
nights he would read bedtime stories, main-
ly for my brother, but no less a pleasure to
his sisters. Robert Louis Stevenson, Ten-
nyson's L'More d'Arthur, Kingsley's The
Warer Bahies, And then there was the
canoe—a 1 6foat
cance that he poled expertly in the rapids
of the Campbell so we could see and leam

and swim—we learned a lot about the tiver
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from the point of view of the mergansers
and the fish, whether by accident or design,
I don't know, It certainly gave my father
another excuse to be near a river,

By now some are asking “'what about
the fishing?" The business of going fishing
played a less important part in our lives
than ane might imagine, Over time [ think
it also became less-important to my facher.
Pressures of other work and a growing con-
cern for preserving the habitat, especially
for the salmon which I think were always
his preatest love, took his time, He had
long since mastered the skills of a pood fly
fisherman, in spades, according to those far
more expert than | who knew him or even
just saw him cast a line. Many of the
visitors, and there were many, came to talk
fly fishing and there was much casting on
the lawn (I got rather good at that), but we
didn't po fishing with him all thar often,
Typical excomsions are described in, as
always, Measure of the Years, and
Fisherman's Spring; obviously we didn't pur
the business of fishing ar the top of the list
on these days. Bur [ certainly leamed the
pleasure of being on the river and still use
fishing as an excuse for that,

By the time | went to univemsity in
1953, my farher was well established as a
writer, The books sold well and magazines
came to him with requests for articles, The
University of British Columbia had already
granted him an honomary LL.D., which
pleased him. Mo less pleased were some of
his formerly disapproving English  aunrs
who had themselves had careers in educa-
tion of some note, Their lerrers were ad-
dressed to D, Roderick Haig-Brown from
then on. Perhaps “the boy" had amounted
to something afrer alll In the early fifties
my father had also become involved in one
of the fisst major conservation bartles in
British Columbia—the sort with which we
are all so familiar. He himself has described
the effort required o persuade the
authorities to let some water flow down the
Campbell when the fist dam on that
system was filling. The original plan was 1o
shut the flow off enrirely during the spawn-
ing season of the ryee salmon. The major
battle of those yeas was to force the
government of British Columbia, first, 1o
held public hearings and, second, to pay at-
tention to the evidence piven at those hear-
ings into the damming of Buttle Lake,
which meant destroying the core of
Strathcona Provincial Park.

In spite of the evidence presented, the
dam was built, though not in the location
originally proposed. Now, of course, the
battle goes on s logging and mining in-
terests continue to attack the park with the
collusion of the B.C. government. Not long
ago 50 people spent the night in jail for pro-
testing park destruction and some of them



aee themselves 3 comtinuing a bartle thae
wias started 40 vears apo. A fiend wld e
oike that when he was fecling discournged
iy fatber sid to him, “You won't win, b
your gotta fipht “em," (Perhaps we ore win-
ring jusr o lietle sighin now)

Dharing the time [ was at universiy and
ferr rhe first few yvears when [ was marmied
gl lived in Yancouver, cthere were many
family wisits back and forth and, s anyene
who ever wrore him will know, my father
answered all his lerers, 1 wnote him almost
weekly whenever | didn’t see him snd con-
sequently bave o treasure trove. of letters
telling of the daily goings on ar Camphell
River—the garden, the rver, the animals
and, of course, family comings and goings as
well a5 his own, Rarely is there one without
a viuch of humor and a sense of the place.

Court proceedings bepan o ke mone
of his vime until by che seventios bie was a
half day 0 week shom of being a full-time
judae and was paid 2 reasonable salary for
wirk thae criginally broughre only & roken
amoame, My father's family bod o strong
trodition of public service and saw his wogk
cn the bench as very much in that eadi-
tion, Cangdian judpes are appointed by the
povernment, and when asked why he wis
chosen he often said, *“Well, 1 had a liethe
education and no business inrerests in the
rowvey, 30 1 st have looked a goad bet,™

He was angered and Jisappointed when it
was decided thor all B judwpes who were
nieet lawryers must retire, He felt most stoong-
Iy that lawyers did rot make the best
judoes, simce they were too e remosed
from the concems of the people before
them and roo iovolved with the ntricacies
of the law. The lawyers were there in cours
ta explain the lpw i nesd be and any in-
telligent and thoughtful man could make
the decisions, In the course of his work on
rthe BC coast as a commercial fishernuin
my brother Alen often man it men who
bid been in my farher’s courr eoom. When
they discovered who be was they often told
him, “The fines that he gave ween™s wo
bad, bt rhese damn lechures were a bic
bard 1o ke with 2 hanover,” Very meely
was i comviction cverturned o appeal.
Much of the last two decades of my
Fathier's Iife are o marter of peblic record, [n
sddirion v writiog, his work on the bench,
arwl the jobs as chancellor and on the
Salmon Commission, he served a5 a divec.
tor or advisor o Teour Unlimited, the
Federarion of Fly Fishers, the Mature Cone
serviney of Camada and federal govem-
ment fisheries committess, oo name a few
He itlso served three times on the commis-
sion o re-draw the federal elecroral bound-
aries in B, o procedure required by law
exch tiine there 15 0 new census. Awards fir

Iomerrow's heirloom.
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both wriring amd  conservation became
EI|.ITI|:.nI' FerE e, HI.1 |1._L|‘H._-I'u rhur |_‘||,|.r_ur|_'|cr'.t
all of thiz acrivity w well as all b original
THATSCTIpEs,  fypesctipts,  incoming  and
puiging Loresgnsdeioe, epols, e, we
gathered in Special Collections of the
L_.|l'||1.'-|.'r.&:|r'!.' -::4'- H-':— J_I|:‘v1“:|.r'|.' ',l:l'u.E e '1|v.u|:_1|,"-]|:
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Dunng the list decade of my father's
life | Bvime] b Taromine and dichn’r see hirm as
often &= | would have liked. Bet we kept up
the lemers. | somenmes wonder if lecrer
writing lsn't partly a writer's way of purting
off getting stared on the busingss ot hargl,
You are ar least sirting ot the desk, penoin
band, writing, |My father alweys wrote
both books and letters with o pen, and my
mother typed business létters -and
manuscrips unril she became the high
school librarian in the sixties. After chat he
bl to hire @ part time scretany }

Thee last time 1 saw my father was at a
conference of the fisheries managers con-
cemed with the spart fishery he wos writing
about in Bright Wiaters, Bright Fish, | choughe
hE S.-EL'I'I.'I.L"li |.|I.IiTE‘ Trl'l."'il_ I"II! Ii'ur |1|:-nl: L RhLY
nearly done and he was Iooking forwand o
mire time for his cwn concermns. Less than
twn months Iater the mamgscripe of the
book wis in rhe mall, pnd e died o wesk
loter,

Afrer E5 years, during mch of which |
have kept the lremry business going wirh
r]w hr|p L!-I- i Il.:rh'ﬁ{‘ A i:rh._l ST
wonderful publshers, | Tuve grown to know
my farher in o way [ might rever fove done
orherwise. Doasse 1 amde wiy levirag a3 un
editor for some ysies, | have developed an
eye for a well-turned phrase and every time
I read oné of the beols ggin 1 am im-
pressed, | hear his voice reading the words
sotetimes, Inoslow, mesamred cadence, par-
ri.:u]urll,.- when | have the |'|r|1.'|||:-_|;: i 1'"-":"3
asked moread tooan sudience, | bave spent
mary happy hous matching, for my own
interest, published words with handwriten
notes or dinry encries that contain the
priging of those beautiful sentences, Even
the motes themselves are often measured
and thythmic.

There & no neal woy of <escnbing a
man of a8 many pars as my father, 8 man
who rold stories abour himself wirth cone
siderable delighe 2t rimes, but rarely e
veated his struggles and sormows, His frustea-
tions in the consérvation battles are known
e Chese of us whao have glo come o par-
ticipate, somatimes becmse he led the way,
His early frustrations over his writing, com-
micies 1o any beginner, are fevealed here and
these in the diaries, Bug, whatever the
case, he didn't sy anery or fstraced
lemg. He simply did the best be coidd and
mowved on. And his best wis very pood,
borh in my judoement and in that of :
the world he lived and worked in, @



