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  From the Editor’s desk...
              to your bathroom

Spring 2014

Last fall the terms “polar vortex” and “snowpocaplypse” were not 
even in the lexicon. Now, they are tattooed across our collective 
chests like the leftovers from a hazy night south of the border.  To 
say that this winter sucked would be a gross understatement of the 
soul-sucking, boggy, snowy hell we have all come out the other side 
from. But rest easy my pasty, sun-deprived brethren, after the dark-
ness must come light. By the time this issue is released we will all be 
basking in the warmth that is spring (as I write this on March 29, we 
are expecting another inch of snow tonight…SON…OF…A…BITCH). 
This spring unlike springs past might just feel a little warmer on your 
cheek. The first hatches of the year might pop a little longer and bet-
ter than you remember. 

Hell, you might even see more early season tails wagglin’ in the 
grass than the last three springs combined. It’s called relativism, 
enjoy it. You’ve earned it. Spring can be a fickle temptress in her 
own right. Thunderstorms, blown rivers, and pissed off fly flingers 
can be the worst of it. But when spring is good it’s reeeal good… 
sundress good. So for those of you that are the glass-half-full type, 
please join us at SCOF as we raise that debaucherous half-full gob-
let to a good spring. For the rest of you, fear not. Before long it will 
be summer and we can all start bitching about how hot it is.



http://www.loonoutdoors.com
http://www.loonoutdoors.com/products.html#fly-tying
http://www.loonoutdoors.com/
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Haiku
with 
Scott Davis

Dear Mr. Weather man

I killed your red 
garden gnome

Now we are even

http://www.hellsbayboatworks.com
http://www.hellsbayboatworks.com
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 Bad Joo Joo
GETTING HOO DOOD, BY REDFISH VOODOO

By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg



I have no idea how I’ve 
arrived at this point. I’m a 
rational, reasonable, sometimes 
sensitive man, and I now find my-
self throwing salt over my shoulder, 
rubbing rabbits’ feet, and chas-
ing vertically challenged Irishmen 
around. My bad luck is not uni-
versal. No, it’s laser-like focus has 
settled on my piscatorial pursuits, 
and even more specifically my pur-
suit of the spotted tail demon that 
calls himself redfish. My redfish 
curse, like all great tragedies, start-
ed happily enough. A young man, a 
marsh, some friends, and a whole 
boat load of optimism. After five 
years, two cases of food poisoning, 
a whole shitload of blown shots, 
and getting screwed so many times 
by the weather that my name might 
as well be Debbie (from Dallas); 
what’s left before you is me, in the 
fetal position, crying.





The rest of my life is actually pretty darn good. Family, friends, job (not the magazine, the one that actu-
ally pays); can’t complain. No, I’m a white male in America…I got no room to bitch. Trout, bass, tarpon, 
carp, striper; I’m pretty lucky when it comes to these (yes, luck not skill). For some reason the redfish is 
the Leonard to my Hearns, the Mozart to my Salieri, or even the Duke boys to my Boss Hog. It started 
with trout sets. Most of us start with trout sets…no big deal, right? Wrong. I trout set on so many eats 
that a guide who will remain nameless felt the need to bonk me up the backside of my head with the 
push pole, and in the calmest voice I’ve ever heard said, “Strip set asshole…s-t-r-i-p s-e-t.” Once that 
long period of despair was over, I finally touched my first one. And much like the lambada, my love would 
prove forbidden. 





Immediately after my strip set 
woes subsided, my casting 
completely shat the bed. I am 
no Joan Wulff (for so many 
reasons) but I’m no Oprah 
Winfrey either (once again for 
so many reasons). For some 
reason though, once their tail 
went up, mine went between 
my legs—in shame. Epic 
shame. I missed shots; short 
shots, long shots, every shot 
but the ones at the bar. It’s 
amazing how fish tend not to 
eat the fly when the fly is 20 
feet to the right of them. They 
also don’t eat when your fly is 
15 feet behind them either, in 
case you were wondering. 



After a lot of practice in my yard, my wife was tired of pretend-
ing to be a redfish tailing in our bushes. But her sacrifice was my 
gain. I was hitting her in the mouth every time. At this moment, 
what should’ve have been the precursor to my comeback story, 
the curse mutated like ebola and struck in the form of weather. 
Lots of weather, not the absence of it. Days where that douche-
bag the weatherman predicted five, it blew 20. Zero chance of 
rain…rained all day, Douchey McDoucherson. You get the picture.

Also, dolphins suck. I know people who like dolphins…I think 
those people also suck. That is all I have to say about dolphins 
and the people who love them. 



If the curse were just about catching 
fish, I wouldn’t be all that scared of it. 
Unfortunately, the curse has started at-
tacking my intestines in full frontal…and 
rear assault mode. Food poisoning? 
Maybe, but on two separate occasions I 
was the only one who was subjected to 
losing half my body weight out of dual 
orifices at the same time, while every-
one else who ate the same things as 
me were not affected in the least. They 
also caught redfish while I did not, both 
times. So, after thousands of miles driv-
en, weeks of unpaid vacation days, and 
more than a little money spent, my en-
tire redfishing career can be counted on 
one hand in terms of fish caught (one of 
those was a rat). 



I suck. I suck so hard that I am creating my own 
gravitational pull. I am going back to Louisiana 
next year and fully expect one of two things to 
happen. One, I will have the redfish trip I have 
been waiting for all of these miserable years; 
happy big fish, precision casting and a whole lot 
of strip sets. The other way this could go, is I will 
die...dead...from diarrhea.
Wish me luck.



http://columbia.com/pfg
http://columbia.com


http://flymenfishingcompany.org


Fur and feather matinee
Brian Wiswe

click here to begin the experience

KNIGHT RIDERMatt Grajewski’s

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/issue11/ffm_11.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/issue5/ffm_issue5.html
https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
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2014 Southern Classic
Hardly, Strictly Musky
May 1 - 3
Mcminnville, TN

For info and registration:
931-224-8181 
info@toweeboats.com

SPONSORS:

Southern Culture On the Fly
Temple Fork Outfitters
True Flies
Montana Fly Company
Hunter Banks Company
3 Rivers Angler
Loon Outdoors
Flymen
Vedavoo
Flood Tide Company
Howler Brothers
Recycled Waders

...and more
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Towee Boats and 
Scientific Angler present:

https://www.facebook.com/hardlysticklymusky?fref=ts
mailto:info%40toweeboats.com?subject=


DECKED pull-out drawer system

integrated lockable rod storage
tent platform TOWEE boat

custom front bumper
2000 lb. winch
integrated anchor nest
blinding/fog lights

rock rails

boat rack 
with winch

custom rear bumper

TRUCKS! TRUCKS! TRUCKS! We love trucks. It’s not often that an off-road fabricator makes an offer to—well, for lack of a better term—pimp 
your truck. We at SCOF are not ones to turn down any offer involving pimps, let alone offers to turn my truck into the ultimate fly fishing man-
mobile. Bumpers, winches, rod lockers, bed drawers, and even a Towee boat on top; when the outdoors meets the business end of a TIG 
welder, the possibilities are endless. Please join SCOF, the Off-Road Research Group, Towee Boats, and a whole crew of sponsors as we Fran-
kenstein the f* out of my Dodge. Stay tuned for the fabrication of this beast in the next issue.

BTOWEE OATS

http://www.toweeboats.com
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Offroad-Research-Group/128810543951074?hc_location=stream


COHUTTA FISHING COMPANY
Full service fly shop located in Cartersville, Georgia

39 SOUTH PUBLIC SQUARE  .  CARTERSVILLE, GA   |   770 606 1100   |   WWW.COHUTTAFISHINGCO.COM

Guided trips  for trout and striped bass on the fly 
Tackle, gear, luggage, and outerwear from companies such as :
Sage, Tibor, Simms, Patagonia, True Flies, 
Howler Brothers, Mountain Khakis, Filson, 
Fishpond, Hardy, Scott, Abel, Hatch, 
Waterworks-Lamson, and Costa del Mar.  
Extensive line of flies for both freshwater, and saltwater 
and a huge inventory of tying materials from companies such as :
Wapsi, Umpqua, Montana Fly, Hareline Dubbin, and Solitude.

http://www.cohuttafishingco.com
http://www.cohuttafishingco.com


COAL and YOU...
You’re Seriously Screwed
By David Grossman
Photos: Thomas Harvey

I am not Woodward nor am I Bernstein. . I will not re-
veal any new discoveries, findings, or secret groundbreaking testi-
mony. When it comes to the South and coal ash, I think we already 
know everything we need to.  The recent coal ash spill on the Dan 
River is just another in a long line of the coal and energy industry 
throwing their hands up in metaphorical “my bad” while our elected 
officials give them nothing more than a half hearted “…shame on 
you” all the while cramming their pockets with the offenders money. 



This conversation doesn’t have to be 
about whether we should burn coal or 
not. Or whether we as society should turn 
off the coal fired plants once and for all. 
Wherever you come down on this debate 
doesn’t really matter. What does matter is 
that we have over 400 fly ash impound-
ments in the Southeast. Most of these are 
unlined, and almost all of them sit dan-
gerously close to our waterways where 
the shit show’s a comin’, it’s just a ques-
tion of how many more times are we will-
ing to stand by and do nothing about it. 

We have been burning coal to make 
electricity since they first turned on the 
lights down here. After you burn coal, 
you have to do something with the toxic 
leftovers right? Well the cheapest way 
to store your new found treasure is dig a 
hole near the river and fill it up with your 
sludge, then mix that with water, and then 
cross your fingers and really hope the guy 
on the bulldozer 60 years ago knew what 
he was doing. Apparently in Eden, King-
sport, and countless other towns in the 
South, he did not. The more expensive 
way to dispose of coal ash is to dry it out 
and then dry bury it in lined landfills.  But 
if history has taught us anything is that 
the energy companies choose cheap and 
messy whenever given the choice.



Unfortunately our elected of-
ficials and the regulatory com-
missions they appoint have 
done us no great favors when 
it comes to the safeguard-
ing of the toxic waste the re-
sides next to our waterways. 
At the Dan River spill, a crack 
in the earthen damn that Mr. 
Magoo couldn’t have missed, 
was well…missed. Inspec-
tors claim they didn’t see the 
crack that was 4” wide and 
35’ long. I contend if they 
couldn’t see this crack they 
would be hard pressed to find 
the crack of their own asses.  
Even if they had seen it, the 
fines and penalties imposed 
by our representatives are 
such a meager alm that it ac-
tually makes more sense for 
our energy companies to keep 
on cleaning up their mess’ one 
catastrophe at a time, instead 
of defusing these time bombs  
once and for all.



No folks, there’s no one that’s going to help us out of this mess that sits on our 
banks. The only way anything is going to be done is if we hurt them where it 
counts…in their big fat greedy pockets. Call, write, email your congressman, 
your local utility, your states environmental resource division, hell give the oval 
office a shout (just no threats…they frown on that…trust me) and tell anyone 
that will listen that we will no longer live under the threat of our waters being 
poisoned so that they can have a better fourth quarter than they did last year. A 
good place to start might be the Duke Energy Annual Share Holders Meeting in 
Charlotte on May 1, 2014. I have a feeling there will be a crowd.

People to scream at:
• Duke Energy
• Your Congressman
• Your Senator
• Your Governor

People That Will Help 
you scream: 
• American Rivers
• southrastcoalash.org
• Water Keeper Alliance
• Southern Environ-

mental Law Center

http://www.howlerbros.com
http://www.duke-energy.com/contact/
http://www.congressmerge.com/onlinedb/index.htm
http://www.congressmerge.com/onlinedb/index.htm
http://nga.org/cms/governors/bios
http://www.americanrivers.org
http://www.southrastcoalash.org
http://waterkeeper.org
http://www.southernenvironment.org
http://www.southernenvironment.org
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http://www.vedavoo.com
http://www.vedavoo.com


The Toad Fly
MOVING PICTURES

click here to begin the experience

Chasing Waters

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/issue11/mp_11.html
https://vimeo.com/scoffishing


www.toweeboats.com

Trolling for marlin off Oahu, tuna fishing on the Grand Banks, commercial whaling....... 

When you build an amazing skiff that is at home on everything from salt flats to rocky rivers, 
it’s just easier to list what it can’t do. 

Prop, jet, push pole or oars - what will you do with your Towee?

http://www.toweeboats.com
http://www.toweeboats.com
http://www.toweeboats.com


bench press
David Grossman



1.  Place glass bead on hook. 2.  Push the bead to the eye of the 
hook and start your thread directly 
behind it. Wrap thread back to the 
bend of the hook and a little bit past. 
Position your thread five or six thread 
wraps behind the eye of the hook. 
Wrap your thread up to the bead and 
then criss-cross the bead to lock it 
into place. Wrap back to the starting 
point just past the bend.

3.  Take one strand of flash and tie 
in. Wrap flash ribbing forward three 
spaced wraps to right behind the 
bead. Tie flash off with a couple of 
wraps. 

4.  Prepare you partridge feather by 
cleaning off the fluff and pulling fibers 
back from the tip of the feather leav-
ing yourself a tie-in point.

Materials List:
Hook: Size 16 scud
Bead: Glass
Thread: Yellow 8/0
Rib: Root Beer Krystal Flash
Soft Hackle Collar: Hungarian partridge

David Grossman

The only reason I’ve decided to publish this pattern is that I no longer 
guide…y’all owe me. I did not invent the soft hackle and this pattern would 
probably work without any of my accoutrements. I have, on the other hand, 
convinced myself that the glass bead looks like the bubble a mayfly emerg-
er forms, and the flash rib is like the mayfly nymph body getting shucked. 
I convince myself of a lot of things. This fly has caught more trout (for both 
myself and clients) than any other fly I fish combined. I can also crank out 
a dozen of them out at four in the morning over coffee and a smoke. Fish it 
dead drifted, on the swing, or greased up like a pig on top. Just fish it.



5.  Tie your feather in directly in front 
of the bead, curved side up. Clip the 
tip and advance your thread forward 
three wraps. 

6.  Palmer your feather forward one-
and-a-half to two wraps. Your preroga-
tive. Tie off.

7.  Clip feather and push back all fi-
bers. Over-wrap pushed back fibers to 
make them lay over bead.

8.  Whip finish. Cut. Cement.



S.C.O.F store
SCOF mayfly tech shirt
$35.

sun protection
WATCH US ON CHANNEL 604 OR CHANNEL 393

MONDAY NIGHTS AT 9PM ON PURSUIT

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store/tech_hbgreen.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store/tech_hbgreen.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store.html
http://pursuitchannel.com/chasing-waters/
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280 WEST COLEMAN BLVD   .  SUITE E  .  CHARLESTON , SC  29464   .   843.388.5337   .    WWW.LOWCOUNTRYFLYSHOP.COM  29464   .   843.388.5337   .   

http://www.lowcountryflyshop.com
http://www.lowcountryflyshop.com


things That go Bump
 In the Night By Anonymous

Photos: Anonymous’s friend w/ a camera



2:39 AM: Brilliant drops of floating mois-
ture blind me as I flip on my headlamp in 
a futile attempt to spot the bank. “Screw 
it,” I say to myself as I blindly throw a cast. Strip, strip, 
strip, rustling of leaves, heavy sigh. Again, I’ve some-
how managed to throw my fly 15 feet into a tree that I 
swear doesn’t exist in the daylight. I should probably 
call it a night and head home. If I left right now, I could 
get a reasonable hour-and-a-half of sleep before go-
ing to work. Forget it. I’ll sleep when I’m dead.     



I’m a night owl and I always have 
been. In middle school I’d stay up 
till 2 a.m. flipping through channels 
in the hopes that I’d get a peep at 
some skin through those annoy-
ing fuzzy lines that ran across the 
screen. If you grew up in the 80’s, 
you know exactly what I’m talking 
about. Not much has changed for 
me since then. I still stay up way 
too late trying to read between the 
lines. The only difference is that now, 
instead of worrying about my dad 
busting in and catching me, I worry 
about the resident beaver slapping 
the water two feet off the bow of 
my boat, sending my head spinning 
and absolutely crapping on my one 
goal for the night: catching the fish. 
Not a fish. The fish. That 33” brown 
that I’ve seen at high water that 
gorges on stockers. You know, the 
one that ate your aunt’s schnauzer 
last fall after it fell off the boat. And 
most importantly, the one that has 
kept me out the last three nights, 
playing with my emotions and ruin-
ing any hopes that I have of being a 
productive member of society during 
the day. Welcome to the divide, that 
fuzzy time between too-damn-late 
and too-damn-early when your neu-
rotransmitters are telling your brain 
to shut down as your testosterone-
ridden obsession simultaneously tells 
your brain to shut the hell up and 
open another PBR. This is the dark 
side of the sport and it’s absolutely 
addictive. 



I will start by saying that if you’re looking 
to get into night fishing, you should start 
off with some reading. Once that’s done, 
throw the books away. You have to get 
out and log time on the water. The litera-
ture talks about theories and strategies 
on everything from fly selection to moon 
phases, flies with rattles to stripping 
speed. On, and on, and on, and on…

I’ve caught both big and small fish at 
night in just about every scenario you 
can think of, and after hundreds of 
nights logged on the water I can hon-
estly tell you the only thing that matters 
is being in the right place at the right 
time. It’s all about finding that alpha fish 
that’s cruising its beat, looking for a “V” 
wake on the oily surface indicating a hot 
meal of fur and tiny claws. As the angler, 
you’re trying to provide them that op-
portunity. If you put your fly in the vicin-
ity of a feeding carnivorous brown it’ll 
most likely eat. Some may call that luck 
and scoff at how untechnical fishing at 
night can be. Let the haters hate. We 
can laugh at them as they cast their per-
fectly preened sulfur with that pansy ass 
5 weight to 12-inch risers. I’ll gladly take 
my 8 weight and throw my ball of deer 
hair and foam into the night. What night 
fishing lacks in technical skill it more 
than makes up for in its demand for 
dedication, planning, and focus on the 
angler’s behalf. Remember, it’s all about 
that one fish. Stay sharp. The strike 
could come at any time. 





I’ve been fortunate enough to 
spend late hours on the wa-
ter with some top-notch peo-
ple, and some of my closest 
friendships have been molded 
by these experiences. I’ve 
even had a few fishing part-
ners whose casts and voices 
were more recognizable to me 
than their faces.  The major-
ity of the fly anglers that have 
the nocturnal fishing addiction 
may not be rocket surgeons, 
but in general, just like guys 
with beards or people who 
drink PBR, they’re usually 
pretty damn fun to be around 
and are trustworthy, which is 
more than I can say for most 
people. 

I’ve had plenty of nights where 
everything went as planned. 
There have also been nights 
that I’ve had my ass handed 
to me. One of the most dis-
tinguishing differences be-
tween fishing at night vs. the 
day is how the fish actually 
eat. Some advice I always 
share with someone going 
out at night for the first time 
is, “Look, man, you’re gonna 
have a lot of blow-ups where 
you don’t feel a thing. And 
then there’ll be times you don’t 
hear anything and a fish will 

be on. Just roll with it. You’re 
not doing anything wrong. 
There’s no rhyme or reason to 
it. It’s just how they eat.” Even 
though I know this, I still throw 
temper tantrums when I miss 
big fish. For instance, one of 
the most memorable moments 
for me on the water came a 
few years ago while I was fish-
ing with some friends from 
Georgia. It was about 3:30 
in the morning and we were 
about to call it a night without 
as much as a single bite. My 
buddy Bill had just handed 
me his 8 weight, and as I la-
zily stripped my fly through 
the water, absolute hell broke 
loose. I came up with my rod 
in alarm and never felt the 
fish. As my fly flew up over my 
head, I unleashed an explo-
sive discourse of cursing that 
would make Dennis Leary cry. 
In a fit of rage and despair, I 
slammed my fly back onto the 
water and, as soon as it hit, 
the fish crushed it. Fish on. 
Ten minutes later, with shaky 
hands and a nervous grin, I 
held the fish in the water and 
watched him slide away. He 
was 30” on the nose. That’s 
what it’s all about. Expect the 
unexpected. 





More and more people have started 
to ply the waters at night, and it’s 
not uncommon to see another boat 
on a piece of water you once con-
sidered to be your secret float. The 
reality is that there aren’t that many 
secrets anymore. That being said, 
the best water is the in-between 
water, the water that gets over-
looked. If you hammer a spot a few 
nights a month, it’ll shut down. If 
you repeatedly go out with the ex-
pectation of catching a pig, you’ll 
be let down. Keep it real. Keep it 
interesting. You know you want a 
big fish, but that’s not happening 
if you’re not intrepid and curious 
enough to fish new waters and try 
new tactics. 

Author’s note: In retrospect, night 
fishing is unnecessarily dangerous 
and a waste of time and only leads 
to a black pit of despair, frustration, 
and marital discord.       

Anonymous is more myth than man. He 
plies the waters of E. TN long after most 
of us have gone to bed. Some folks say 
that this is due to his hideous disfigure-
ment at the hands of a battery plant ex-
plosion. All we know about Anonymous’ 
friend, is that he owns a camera.

For exhibit space information please contact: Ben Bulis • 406-522-1556 • ben@affta.com
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stratergizing
Josh Garris and 
Jason Robinson

Photos: Louis Cahill

Green Drakes: 
Better Living Thr

ough Big Bugs

 (2 perspectives)



Mention the words “Green 
Drake” in certain crowds 
and you are bound to kick-
start salivary glands and 
possibly a few other emo-
tions.  Just the thought of these 
massive colorful mayflies can bring 
back memories or create hopes for 
the future. The lore of this hatch is 
not only driven by the shear size of 
the bug, but also the specific habitat 
needs and burrowing aspect of this 
bug can make them hard to find un-
til the fish are gorging themselves all 
around. With the nymphs spending 
almost all of their lives sub-surface 
burrowing in sand or decomposing 
organic matter, the exposure to our 
fish is minimal until the emergence 
is already in progress. Although the 
possibility of fish keying in on the 
nymphal form is unlikely, knowing the 
habitat can give us clues for where 
to look for the hatches (no I am not 
giving away any rivers, I have kids). 

Josh Garris, guide



There are some great nymphs available meant to imitate the Green Drake 
nymphs, which can be used as emergers or in searching before the antici-
pated hatch. Wiggle nymphs can give a large moving profile, and the tried 
and true Yellerhammer is a must-have. Wet flies in every size, shape, and 
color combination will be sworn on a bible to be the best imitation this side 
of Mt. Mitchell (yes, I have heard it). All of this being said, something as 
simple as a large hare’s ear scruffed up can help in finding concentrations 
of bugs and fish, as the hatch is on its first leg. When tying, Marabou is a 
favorite material to imitate the gills, and because of the movement created 
with even the minimal amounts of current or retrieve. Legs can add to that 
movement, and with the new sizing and colors available to us today, real-
life imitations are quite achievable. A dry dropper rig is a great way to work 
water before the possible hatch. Most times the fish will start to key in on 
the nymphs well before you see the first set of wings.

Litobrancha recurvata (Morgan) 1913, or the “Gi-
ant Green Drake” in angling lore, is perhaps the largest 
mayfly species in North America.  Mayflies (Order Ephemerop-
tera) are one of the oldest extant orders of insects and are the 
only known order to have two-winged adult life history stages 
(the sub-imago, or “dun”, and the imago, or “spinner”).   Lito-
brancha recurvata is one of about 30 North American species in 
the family Ephemeridae. This family is widely known as the Bur-
rowing Mayflies due to the habitat and ecology of the nymphs 
(aquatic immature stage). In streams, most burrowing mayflies 
prefer depositional habitats, where sand and organic matter ac-
cumulate and offer nymphs protection from fish predation. In the 
Great Lakes, burrowing mayflies in the genus Hexagenia may 
emerge in such great abundance that mating swarms are regis-
tered by Doppler radar systems.

In streams, the population size of Giant Green Drakes may be 
limited by the amount of available habitat for nymphs. In the 
Southern Appalachians, streams cutting through geological 
formations, which readily erode to small sandy particles, may 
provide exceptional conditions for large hatches of Litobrancha. 
Similarly, this species is also known to have strong affinities to 
cold bogs and beaver ponds throughout the Northeast. Some 
small reservoirs with stable water levels year-round may produce 
large hatches. The Giant Green Drake has been reported from 
Tennessee and North Carolina to Maine, and in Wisconsin, Min-
nesota and Michigan.  

Jason Robinson, bug dude



Then there’s the “when”. Not the time of year, but the time of day. Typically 
in the evening hours, allowing for only a few legal, and in all honesty, prac-
tical hours of fishing on most occasions. There are some rare instances 
where a hatch can be extended for a greater portion of the day, and you 
should be on the lookout for these. 

Overcast warm days (ideally with the scattered drizzle) towards the end of 
May are days to mark on your calendar to call in sick. These are the days 
that have given me the goosebumps. These are the days that the hatch 
can happen all day long, even if thrown an occasional downpour or a mud-
dy river. The fish don’t miss the opportunity to feed on these high-calorie 
treats.  

Emergence of mayflies in general tends to be a pulse of activ-
ity. Since the adults may only live for less than 48 hours after 
emergence and do not feed, timing is essential for success-
ful reproduction. Hatches may extend over four or five days, 
with a crescendo peak and waning of emergence activity. In 
my experience, hatches occur in mid- to late May, sometimes 
peaking around Memorial Day. Often Litobrancha hatches 
occur simultaneously with other large Ephemerids (Ephemera 
and Hexagenia species) and may be targeted by wood ducks, 
snakes, turtles, bats and other small mammals.  

The nymph of Litobrancha recurvata may be distinguished 
from other burrowing mayflies by dorsal abdominal gills, up-
turned mandibular “tusks”, no setae along the antennae, a 
single rounded or slightly pointed projection on the anterior of 
the head between the bases of the antennae (Ephemera has 
a pair of projections), and the first pair of gills along the abdo-
men is composed of a single filament (all Hexagenia have a 
pair of gills on the first segment). The adults are large and dis-
tinctive greenish or brownish olive colored insects in the sub-
imaginal stage. Sub-imago wing coloration is dusky but no 
blotches or markings as found in Ephemera species, although 
wing veins may be strongly outlined with black pigmentation. 
The imago, or spinner, very closely resembles the sub-imago 
but may be more brownish or yellowish with clear wings. In 
general, mayflies with clear wings are imagoes, dusky wings 
are sub-imagoes.  



I keep these very situations in mind when choos-
ing my imitations or materials for these Yachts of 
the mayfly world. Tennessee Wulff’s and White 
Wulff’s are some of the more common imita-
tions used locally. Many other combinations of 
fur and feathers can be found from about every 
fly company there is, but there are a few factors 
to consider when choosing the arrow, from the 
quiver or winding your own. Numero uno on my 
list: floatability. You want something that can not 
only stand a little bit of fish tongue action but 
also anything that Mother Nature cares to add. 
Foams, poly yarns, or heck, even the unibobber, 
can help ensure you keep riding high. Sure we 
have drying mechanisms, but who wants to take 
time to dry your fly during the hatch of your life-
time, right? 

    Size is  a close second with durability a very 
close third. The size you want is big! Most com-
mercial fly companies are sizing in size 6-8 and 
on a 4-6x long shank hook. This sounds huge to 
us east coast trout fishermen, but this truly is the 
size of the bug. I don’t think you have to match 
the size to the millimeter, but I do think it’s easy 
to undersize your imitation. With the size of these 
bugs and imitations, the durability tends be a 
bit more reliable than some from the tailwaters 
or the dirty “D”. Using thicker threads like 3/0’s 
and 6/0’s, furs instead of CDC, and rigged bod-
ies can all add toughness and fish count to each 
flies. Strikes can be quit aggressive, especially 
when the fish that only eats mayflies once a year 
hears the dinner bell.

Litobrancha recurvata has been placed on protected or watch 
lists in some states due to a combination of actual rarity and 
perceived rarity. Certainly in some landscapes, suitable habi-
tat can be patchily distributed and may be rare overall in the 
region, even if local population size within these habitats is 
large. Additionally, many collectors could overlook burrowing 
mayflies when sampling streams simply because deeper and 
slower habitats can be difficult to sample. Finally, it is easy to 
fail to distinguish Litobrancha nymphs from Hexagenia; we 
have noted more than one such confusion in our records from 
across the Southeastern and Midwestern United States.



Scanning the Internet and interrogating the locals 
tends yield minimal information on where to find 
the local Green Drake hot spots. But with a little 
leg work and taking their habitat into mind, you can 
start to unravel their secret. Once you have expe-
rienced the magic of the Green Drakes, you will 
understand why the tight-lipped locals had been 
keeping their mouths shut. (For once.)

photos: Louis Cahill
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the old lowcountry
By Owen Plair



A few months ago I met up with 
friends at a local spot called Old 
Bull Tavern here in Beaufort, SC. 
The foreign beer started flowing, shots were 
tossed, cigs were lit, and conversation started 
to fly. What do four guys who live for fly fish-
ing talk about when drinking beer? Well, fish-
ing mostly because there were some wives at 
the table that ruled out the women thing. We 
talked a lot about Beaufort and how it was like 
the Key West of South Carolina. An old south-
ern small town on a big island surrounded 
by fish, beauty, and history. It’s only a stones 
throw away from Charleston and Savannah, 
but somehow over time has kept the unique 
charm and fishery most people dream of.

Lowcountry is a word that originated from the 
geographic definition of 4 counties includ-
ing  Beaufort, Colleton, Hampton, and Jasper 
County. As time went on the lowcountry moni-
ker was borrowed all the way from Charleston 
to Georgetown, SC to give name to there re-
gion because of the similar geographic quali-
ties. Lowcountry was a word derived from the 
land being near or at sea level, and not only 
does this word describe a geographical area 
of South Carolina’s coast, but it also describes 
the culture, history, and surrounding beauty 
the lowcountry is blessed with.





Beaufort is where Lowcountry started and what I like to call, “The Old Lowcountry”. Looking back to its Southern, European, African, Caribbean, 
and native american roots, you can see how the Old Lowcountry was born. What I would do for a photo of a ship full of drunk pirates sailing into 
Port Royal Sound in those days. Back then, Beaufort had a huge draw for settlers because of the land for plantations and farms, which is still 
a major provider in today’s economy (minus the whole slavery thing). What’s so special about Beaufort is that you can ‘til this day still feel the 
presence of the history by all the old homes, plantations and small town charm. It’s not a place with big shopping malls, tall buildings and traffic. 
Beaufort is the Old Lowcountry and a place that many would call a hidden jewel, especially when it comes to throwing a fly line.



Flood tide tailing redfish, big low 
tide schools and technical back 
creeks offer some of the most vi-
sual situations when fly fishing for 
redfish in the Lowcountry. Not only 
does Beaufort provide a somewhat 
untouched fishery on the flats for 
redfish, but an inshore fishery for 
Cobia on the Broad River. I was liter-
ally born and raised on this river and 
find that sight casting to Cobia on 
the fly within 100 yards of a redfish 
flat seven miles inshore, is simply 
awesome as shit. Redfish are year-
round, so when the months of May 
and June roll in, Cobia become my 
new lady friend. Sometimes they 
stand you up at the restaurant when 
it’s time to eat, but when they re-
ward you by being on time, that’s 
a moment that keeps you coming 
back for more. Some people say 
they’ll get married when they care 
more about a woman than anything. 
But for me, it’s gonna be hard to let 
go of the Cobes and redfish, and my 
skiff, and my dog, and I guess may-
be a few other things….





Beaufort is a place where 
life moves slow and ev-
eryday is dependent on 
the ever-changing tides. 
Its an old school side of 
the Lowcountry and the 
place that gave birth to 
the culture we all love 
and live by. Come down 
with your fishing buddy, 
stop by Bay Street Outfit-
ters to talk flies and tides, 
have a beer downtown 
at Hemingway’s, and a 
steak Friday night at the 
Fillin’ Station. Then hit 
the water and you might 
get a small taste of why 
Beaufort is the Old Low-
country, and a fly fisher-
man’s paradise.

Owen Plair can be found behind 
the counter at Bay Street Outfit-
ters, on his skiff plying the wa-
ters, in the swamp shooting shit, 
on his motorcycle, or anywhere 
else where the Low Country 
meets badass.

http://www.hogislandboatworks.com
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piedmont pork
By David Grossman



I grew up in the pied-
mont region of North 
Carolina when trout 
were still considered 
the only game worth 
playing on a fly rod. So, 
while fishing trips always in-
volved leaving home, trips for 
swine were always a local affair. 
I’m talking pork people. Bar- 
B-Q, and no, throwing burgers 
and dogs on the grill doesn’t 
even come close to cutting it. 
It must be some part of a pig, it 
must be cooked low and slow 
for hours, and it’s not allowed 
to come out of the freezer. 
Just in writing this I think my 
loins have been stirred to the 
point of movement, yup…it 
just moved. I know everyone 
is partial to their own pork, but 
everyone is wrong. The Pied-
mont region has the pork that 
makes your toes curl up. So, to 
summarize my youth, Piedmont 
pork, yes; Piedmont trout, no.  



For years I searched much like 
a hobbit for a locale where my 
hunger for swine both in the river 
and on my plate could be sati-
ated. And for years, much like 
the hobbit, my search has come 
up short. That is until I started 
seeing pictures of piscatorial 
pigs from the most unlikely of 
spots--Columbia, S.C. Colum-
bia is known for a lot of things: 
Cocks, being hot, being really 
hot, and, oh, yeah, Cocks. But 
for trout? Not so much. With the 
promise of mustard drenched 
ribs and pork butt, and the hope 
for some alligator browns, I once 
again set out on a mission for 
pork two ways.



What I found in Columbia shocked and astounded me. A bacchanalian orgy of the senses not experienced since the time of togas 
doesn’t even begin to describe it. The Saluda River runs right through the urban heart of Columbia, but its banks form a refuge 
from the frustration, hopelessness and despair that is evidenced by the sad mugs stuck in traffic on the bridge above the river. The 
Saluda isn’t a river that you can show up to, bang a few fish out and go home either. There is very little access on the upper end, 
few places to put-in and takeout, and at least one major rapid that you better scout first. The fishing doesn’t really lend itself to in-
experience either. The river is not built for numbers. It is, however, built like a brick shithouse when it comes to trophies.



The fish may be few and far be-
tween, but once you do get 
hooked up it’s pretty likely that 
you’re going to want a picture. 
Luckily for me I have friends in 
low places and my buddy Ben 
Moore of East Anglers Guide Ser-
vice pretty much pioneered pig 
hunting on the Saluda. Ben has 
worked closely with the state biol-
ogists to start a tagging program 
in the river, and to really nurture 
what has quietly become one of 
the top trophy fisheries in the re-
gion. Ben put me on fish, and I did 
my best not squeal like a little girl. 
I had never actually fished to trout 
under a Spanish moss-draped 
branch, but the experience was 
much like how an Eskimo might 
react to dropping him off south of 
the border--strange yet awesome.





After a good day on the water 
and an even better binge eat-
ing session at Maurice’s Piggie 
Park, my belly was full and my 
arm was rubber. I can honestly 
say that it was one of my best 
days. Not just one of my best 
days fishing, or one of my best 
days eating pork, but one of my 
best days period. It’s all about 
the swine, man. Mmm, swine.

S.C.O.F store
SCOF bug sun mask
$23.

choose your bug

Get in contact with Ben Moore to un-
lock the secrets of the Saluda. You can 
reach him at Eastanglers@gmail.com, 
East Anglers on facebook, his phone 
is (706) 840-0787, or you can go to the 
orungatan exhibit at the River Bank Zoo 
and scream his name. He should come 
floating down in his raft within ten min-
utes.

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/store.html
http://www.hunterbanks.com/blog/
mailto:Eastanglers%40gmail.com?subject=
https://www.facebook.com/eastanglers.augustaga
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