Rat-race-to-Brigadoon move
feels almost like being in love

Habersham County two-lane and found
the river of her destiny.

Small wonder then, that Rebekah Stewart
calls her place Brigadoon, for the mystical
mountain city of Scottish legend.

There’s no denying the magic of the setting,
with its crystal waters and ancient flora. Stewart
knowing that natural beauty on this scale
isn’t cheap to maintain — has transformed her
Brigadoon into a sort of fish camp for the rich
and famous.

About 10 years ago, Stewart was returning to
Atlanta from a weekend at a mountain resort. At
the time, she was a financial planner with a Wall
Street firm, traveling the world in a comfortable
career groove.

She passed a for-sale sign on some Soque
River land north of Clarkesville. She pulled off
the road and climbed down through some nearly
impenetrable woods until she came to the water.

“It was the prettiest piece of land I'd ever seen
in my life,” she said.

She bought it the next day.

At first, the land was intended only for a vaca-
tion retreat. The problem was, whenever she
came, she didn’t want to leave.

As she had the land cleared for an access road
and for building, she found herself camping out
there most weekends. She wanted to personally
select which trees would be cleared and which
would be kept. The home she wound up building
was no cabin, instead it was a trilevel lodge, with
a great room featuring a rock chimney and her
grand piano.

Recognizing that she’d become captivated by
her own Brigadoon, she stopped working full
time in finance and started looking for a new
commercial enterprise.

Fishing came to mind. “God made this the per-
fect habitat for trout,” she said.

Though Brigadoon’s stretch of the river hap-
pened to be home for some monstrous trout, fish-
ing didn’t come naturally to her.

“I"d never caught a fish in my life,” she said.

But she hired marine biologists to advise her
on how to improve the fishery by things like
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grading the trout spawning beds and cleaning the
springs that feed the river. She started opening
Brigadoon to a select group of fly-fishing enthusi-
asts, fishermen who wouldn’t blink at paying $250
a day to toss their lines at an exclusive fishing
hole.

The stock of trophy-sized fish is partly ensured
by Brigadoon’s strict catch-and-release policy.
The only mountings of Brigadoon trophies are
ones done of photographs.

From the beginning, the fishing venture was
meant primarily to provide enough revenue for
Stewart to pay the full-time gardener she’d need
to maintain the property the way she wanted. For
example, the pruning of the rhododendrons on the
rock wall across the river from the lodge has to be
done by someone who can rappel from the top.

Not long after Brigadoon was opened, one of the
visitors wrote about the place for a newsletter
called Angling Report, which has a small but high-
powered circulation list.

Then, Stewart said, she started to get some
rather unusual phone calls. Fishing fanatics would
ask things like, “Do you have an airstrip nearby
where I can land my G-4 [a luxury private jet]?”

Now, her clientele includes CEOs, ambassa-
dors, rock stars and assorted heads of government
ministries. Stewart still manages to combine
some financial consulting with the fishing busi-
ness, scheduling seminars for the times when
trout are running.

The fishermen often gather for cigars and
single-malt scotch in the great room after a day on
the river.

“It’s like a salon here sometimes,” she said. “It
can make for some fascinating dinner parties.”




