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Home Is Where The Hex Is
The repressive injustice of rainbow sprinkles by amanda monthei

WEEKEND WARRIORS from suburban Detroit call my hometown 
paradise. To them, Indian River, Michigan, is synonymous with “Up 
North.” They vacation here. They live for deer sightings, and when they 
first arrive in July, our humble streets start looking Disney-esque—
retirees in floral patterns and sunburns; middle-aged men in Jimmy 
Buffet shirts and expensive loafers; and suntanned kids in water shoes, 
smelling of Coppertone. 

Around finals week in the spring, after a financially irresponsible 
semester (flyfishing road trip to Montana, anyone?), I knew that I’d 
want to spend the summer at home, where I could live rent-free and 
eat all my parent’s food. But I also knew that this would require weeks 
of full-scale tourist dodging. It’s the price anyone pays for living where 
others vacation; where tourism pays the bills.

My defense became spending time on water that they couldn’t or 
wouldn’t access—trout streams and inland lakes accessible only by 
indiscriminate trail or two-track. Three trout streams flow through and 
near Indian River, emerging from an enormous watershed formed by 
glaciation, creating a refuge where no amount of DEET will keep the 
black flies away, and where few tourists would dare venture. Defined by 
blue-ribbon creeks, hardwoods, and elk, this 105,000-acre plot of land 
would be described, in Michigan parlance, as the first knuckle of the 
middle finger when looking at the backside of the left hand.

By the end of May, I was spending four nights a week sleeping on the 
ground on this tract of land near my home, eking by on trout fillets and 
granola bars, with the occasional whiskey shot to wash it down. I’d leave 
work (the same ice-cream-scooping job I had in high school, if you must 
know) at 9:30 p.m., drive through dusk, and meet up with friends on the 
river by 10:00, just in time for the drake hatch. Big browns were waiting.

But by the end of June the great northern migration of 
suburbanites had begun, almost in sync with the peak of the hex 
hatch, so getting on the river before 11:00 became a matter of faking 
a fever or delegating mop duty to the new kid. Making peace with 
the inevitable, I realized that, after washing dishes and sweeping 
up rainbow sprinkles, there was no time left for flinging hexes. 
For weeks I watched mayflies loiter around our neon “open” sign, 
imagining browns rising to them in the rivers nearby. From behind a 
mop at closing time, I would witness another night of the hex come 
and go. By July, the tourists had me defeated. 

But all was not lost. Spending my nights on the ground in a sleeping 
bag, and my days in permanently wet waders, eating meals by firelight, 
had taught me a few things. I’d finally embraced my home-grown 
surroundings, tourists and all. Over a meal of a pan-fried rainbow in 
early July, amidst my whining about wanting to travel and get away 
from my hometown, a friend earnestly reminded me that where you 
are is more important than where you want to be. Those nights I spent 
in July watching hatch after hatch dissipate from behind the screened 
window of a Dairy Mart made me appreciate those nights in May and 
June even more. Besides, I’d rather save apathy for the tourists— 
they’re the ones that prefer mattresses and the comfortable temps of 
their summer cottages. Looking back, I’m just happy I never had to 
drive back to Detroit for work on Monday morning.

AMANDA MONTHEI is a born and bred Michigander who will always feel more 

comfortable surrounded by freshwater. She’s a recent college grad, and is 

looking forward to spending more time getting her line stuck in the trees of 

northern Michigan. 

“I’M SO OUTTA HERE.” 


