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Spring 2019

This spring, I mistakenly jumped 
back into guiding. Mistakenly 
because I meant to guide a few 
days here and there, but find 
myself saying “yes” more than 
“no” to trips. I was in desperate 
need of an external force to exert 
third-party guarantees for time 
on the water. Now that my toe is 
firmly dipped back into the river, 
I have some thoughts on the 
whole guiding thing.

Guides come in every shape: big 
guys, little guys, gals, triangles, 
and ovals. All of these guides 
are great guides on the days that 
fish are flying into the net. Some-
times this is through hard work, 
and sometimes this is through 
dumbass luck. I’ve experienced 
both. It’s easy to make a good 
impression when everything is 
going your way. There has never 
been an occasion when a lottery 
winner walks of the stage with a 
giant check, and says, “That lot-
tery guy was a real dick.”

That also doesn’t mean that lot-
tery guy didn’t go home and slap 
his dog in the face. The good 
times are no test of a guide’s 
character. I have always believed 
the best guides shine on the shit 
days. The ratio of how few fish 
you caught to how many times 
you laughed is not an easy feat 
to pull off on the guiding special 
skill set. It takes reading your 

audience, precision timing, and 
a cannon of entertaining fishing 
yarns that span the gambit of 
tame to outrageous, and can be 
recalled with Google-like index-
ing for every situation.

Needless to say, the older I’ve 
gotten, the better this part of my 
guide game has grown. I have 
been lucky to fish all over the 
South with some of the best and 
funniest guides around. The key 
to my success has been the full 
usurpation of their best tales. I 
do not peddle them as my own, 
but I do retell them with a vigor 
that I can only hope matches the 
original. 

Out of all the stories I’ve heard, 
told, or experienced myself, 
there is one tall tale that stands 
out above all the rest. A guar-
anteed mood-lightener in any 
situation, including scatalogical 
ones. I honestly can’t remember 
who first told me The Parable of 
the Tarpon Wife, but I have heard 
it from multiple sources that I 
deem marginally credible. The 
guide in the story has never been 
named all the times I’ve heard it, 
but it happened in the Keys with 
every telling. 

I hope you will indulge me as I 
offer this story to you as a gift 
to celebrate the rebirth of spring 
and more long days on the water.

  A letter from Dave, editor and walking insurance claim...

It was a sunny day in the Keys, when a tarpon guide found 
himself poling a husband and wife on the turquoise flats in 
search of the “silver king.” It was one of those trips where 
the wife didn’t want to fish, but instead just enjoy her hus-
band’s company. The day proceeded somewhat unevent-
fully. Tarpon were most likely seen, possibly caught, but 
this day wouldn’t prove to be memorable over a silly matter 
of a fish. What transpired would transcend fishing. 

After poling a flat, the wife asked the guide how one uses 
the bathroom on such a small vessel. The guide being sea-
soned to such questions, hid his disdain and told the wom-
an that she could use the back of the boat and they could 
stand on the front of the boat with their backs turned. This 
all sounded reasonable to the wife, and she moved to the 
back of the boat as the males shuffled forward. Minutes 
passed and the deed was done. No fuss, no muss. The 
rest of the day passed as so many have in the annals of 
guiding. We now fast forward to the guide’s garage after 
his day is done. The night is thick with humidity and his 
efforts. He robotically breaks down the physical of his boat 
while simultaneously mentally breaking down the various 
shots missed, decisions made, and what tomorrow has to 
come. As he makes his way to the back of the boat, he is 
calculating tomorrow’s tides and wind directions, when he 
opens the back livewell hatch. The smell of human feces 
hits his brain like a hammer made out of human feces. The 
horror of what has happened unfolds before him like the 
last scene in a crime thriller when all the missing pieces 
start to fit together. I told her to use the back of the boat. I 
never saw any toilet paper after the fact. I NEVER HEARD 
A SPLASH! SHE SHIT IN MY HATCH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Well, there you go. One guaranteed showstopper that I 
now offer to you. If the guide is out there that this actually 
happened to, please, please contact us. We would like to 
interview you for a project we are working on. Think Netf-
lix-style true-crime doc. Only with a hatch-full of shit. 

Happy spring, y’all,
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with John Van Vleet
Haiku

“Unmet Expectations”
Are my parents proud?
I used to have a job. Now
I live in a van.

http://www.howlerbros.com
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fishing guides, the IMX-PRO 
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meet the performance 
demands of modern 
frfreshwater fishing. Striking 
the ultimate balance of 
handsome appointments, 
positive feel, and unflinching 
durability, IMX-PRO is a 
game-changing addition to 
the serious angler’s quiver.
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By Jason Tucker
Photos: Alan Broyhill



This winter, all the stars of heaven 
fell onto the mountains of the South. 
It rained for 100 days, and while the flood was not Noa-
chian, it was a deluge nonetheless. Fishing dry flies 
was out of the question. Raging currents swept nymphs 
from the lies before they could achieve a drift, hauled 
through the water like comets dragged through the 
congealed stellar light. Wading was dangerous at best, 
or a deal with the devil for your soul. “Skin in behalf of 
skin, and everything that a man has he will exchange 
for a fish,” or words to that effect. A fish is of course a 
metaphor for the soul, a shadow hidden being rarely 
seen but in the penultimate. That is why we practice 
catch and release. If we cared about fish, we wouldn’t 
go fishing. What we care about is salvation.

Fly fishing is called a sport, pursuit, recreation, a hobby, 
for some a profession, for all a vice. If you’ve done it 
long enough, you know it is a morality play, an allegory 
for our lives real and imagined, a projection of all that 
we are and aspire to be, and also of the light and shad-
ow in ourselves. It is a fiction we write in advance, then 
conjure into being. It is a reminder, that while light must 
be created, darkness is the reality.

There is a certain moral hierarchy in the realm of fly 
fishing. They don’t call nymphing dirty for nothing. 
Nymphing is dirty, and anyone who practices it will be 
marked by its stain. Anyone who ties on a two-nymph 
rig in the parking lot without even looking at the water 
deserves what they catch. It is well-known that nym-
phers drink PBR, which is the very taste of shame.



Nymphing is dirty, and anyone who practices it will be marked by its stain. 
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On the other end of the spec-
trum are the very purest of 
the pure: the dry fly anglers. 
Dry flies and their deploy-
ment represent the pinnacle 
of all angling, the ultimate ex-
pression of the fly-tying art, 
and the ultimate in fly fishing 
presentation and deception. 
But in that deception lies the 
seeds of its own corruption, 
and the purest of the pure. 
The dry fly snobs succumb 
to the sin of haughtiness 
while engaged in the most 
shameless of lies. Bait fish-
ing at least has a modicum 
of honesty and a chance at a 
fair shake for the fish. If you 
are chucking an earthworm, 
the fish (if it is clever enough) 
may actually get a meal out 
of the deal. Fly anglers are 
thieves posing as prostitutes.

With the rains incessant and 
the waters high, streamer 
fishing was the answer.
Streamer fishing is the mid-
dle way. It is working class, 
honest, hard work. Yes, you 
are still engaged in the art of 
deception, but you are tar-

geting larger, more sophis-
ticated fish. But let’s face 
it—fly fishing is not about 
the fish. It is a bargain we 
are making with ourselves, 
and we win or lose depend-
ing on how we negotiate 
that deal. The moral advan-
tage of streamers is its work 
ethic. You will work hard, you 
will cover a lot of water, and 
most days you will catch few 
fish. How do you feel after 
you’ve dredged up your fif-
teenth stocker nymphing? 
You feel like drinking a PBR 
to give embodiment to that 
taste of shame. “Let them 
drink that they may forget 
their poverty.” But when, 
after a hard day of throw-
ing streamers, you finally 
catch that one fish, that one 
predatory brown (itself no 
angel), then you have met 
your match in cunning and 
morals. There are no winners 
and losers, only a game well 
played. I do not ascribe here 
moral superiority to brown 
trout; only an equivalence 
between predators.





So it was in late winter that yet another rainy day found me standing in water ass-deep with the current doing its damnedest 
to drag me back down the mountain. The only reason I felt secure was that I had waded into a shallow spot and moved up-
stream into deeper water. There the river poured over a sharp ledge of bedrock spanning the banks, and below lay a boiling 
pool of deep green starlight. Here there be monsters.

After a couple casts, I saw a yellow flash behind the streamer and felt the bump. I retrieved the fly past my body to see if the 
fish followed. Sure enough it was followed by a mid-teen brown, juking and swerving behind the fly, trying to figure out what 
this thing was. When I lifted the fly from the water the fish sank out of sight. I moved a few steps upstream, deeper, and found 
that inevitable hole in my waders pouring water down my left leg.
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The river here is wide, with lots of 
potential holding water. I tried not to 
hit the same spot twice, so I cast to 
the far bank on my backhand, then 
directly upstream, then to the near 
bank on my forehand. A small twig 
protruded from the water, a place-
holder 12 feet off the near bank and 
quartering upstream. I cast to it, and 
on the third strip the line came tight 
hard and I felt the throb of a good 
fish. It moved upstream of the twig, 
then turned and ran rapidly down-
stream far enough that I thought I 
might have to chase it. Just as I was 
ready to move, it turned and swam 
back upstream of me while I fever-
ishly stripped in line. This back-and-
forth continued for a few minutes be-
fore she came to hand—a beautiful 
brown trout hen, well over 20 inches 
long and very fat, perhaps four 
pounds. The stars continued to fall. 
I had no net and no camera save for 
my cell phone, which I took out and 
awkwardly snapped a couple shots 
before releasing her into the current. 
As I did our eyes met, and for a mo-
ment I gazed into my own soul, and 
like The Illustrated Man, on that black 
blank screen I saw how I will die. 
Upon release she shot off into the 
starry night, both of us saved, if only 
for the moment.
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The horse head sat on the far end of the 
gravel lot.  It wasn’t the full horse head. The 
cheeks were gone, along with most of the hair. The 
lips were gnawed away so its teeth were eternally 
bared. I didn’t know where the rest of the horse 
was or what person or other animal would leave 
such a large part of a large body by the side of the 
river. But like most odd objects one encounters 
while fishing, the horse head held little interest oth-
er than its own inherent strangeness. So I turned 
my attention to the smallmouth bass and the large 
white flies they chased below the railroad trestle.
 
I’ve found dead cats on the banks. Thankfully, no 
dogs.

Wading upriver in the dark I bumped a leathery tail 
with my knee, hitting the rest of the furred body 
when I sidestepped. Beavers float for a long time 
before they sink. 

I’ll find mallards and geese frozen stiff on the shore 
during late-season trout fishing. Necks curled into 
their bodies, wings clamped to their sides.  

400 Words on...
By Noah Davis
Illustrations: Peter Perch
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One fall, before the brookies 
spawned, I came across a spike 
buck with its head in a shallow 
run, back legs shredded by coy-
otes. Stonefly nymphs crawled 
along the white belly hair when I 
crossed below the body. I won-
dered what trout would feast on 
these fattened stoneflies when 
they hatched next year.

Then come the memories of 
dead fish.

A bluegill that took it deep. Dad 
ripping out the hook along with 
half the stomach, fish tossed into 

the cattails where a snapping 
turtle engulfed it in a single bite.
Gut-hooked, gilled-grabbed, and 
rock-dropped rainbows, their sil-
ver bars shining from the bottom 
of pools after opening weekend.
The fish we priested for the skil-
let or grill. How quickly bass be-
come fillets.

So many bait fish caught in the 
cycle of waves until the gulls, or 
even crows, find them.

Over a decade ago, I discovered 
a fisher-killed porcupine in the 
crotch of a young moosewood. 
The face was gone, but my 
brother and I took the quills. 

In spring’s high water, as I 

searched for carp feeding on 
discombobulated crayfish and 
shiners reeling in the current, I 
nearly bumped into the remains 
of a fawn hanging in the low 
branches of a willow, a victim of 
the most recent flood.
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Fur and feather matinee
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By Allen Gillespie
Photos: Steve Seinberg

Rules for the 
American Dream
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Down on Duvall Street, 
flocks of pasty Midwest-
erners have arrived in 
mass on a pilgrimage to 
pay homage to a dream 
captured in song so many 
years ago.  At dusk, clasping sou-
venir cups full of the booze du jour, 
they stagger back into view after having 
wasted away the afternoon in the con-
fines of their hotel rooms, sleeping off 
the buzz from the day’s libations. Em-
boldened by the sight of so many intoxi-
cated souls, they say, do, and are things 
they could never have imagined a scant 
two months ago whilst suffering the win-
ter in the northwest suburbs of Chicago. 
They are having the time of their lives, 
just ask one, ya know?
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Some have flown down, 
but many have driven the 
entire length of the country 
in search of that last drop 
of the American Dream, 
which invariably has rolled 
down the eastern seaboard 
and is about to trickle off 
the end of the boardwalk in 
Old Town’s Mallory Square. 
At sunset, they are accost-
ed by performers, bums, 
and performing bums who 
seek a sip from the same 
teat. In route to the end of 
the Earth, they have passed 
prefabbed buildings and 
cinder block architecture, 
which stand in silent soli-
darity as an affront to the 
hardscrabble existence and 
realities of island life. But 
for the booze, the pilgrims 
might find the imperma-
nence of the Keys unset-
tling, but then the dream 
would die, and so they sim-
ply refuse to look it in the 
eye, and it all shines on.
 
For many of them, this 
dream vacation includes 
a stop at Robbie’s, where 

they sit on the deck and 
marvel at the iguanas in 
the trees, and the tarpon 
cruising beneath the dock. 
There is a young man on 
the dock by the tarpon with 
a pool skimmer net fash-
ioned to an impossibly long 
pole. His job is to herd the 
pelicans away from the 
Midwesterners who have 
paid to feed the tarpon 
living beneath the dock. 
As I watch him go about 
his task, I can envision his 
dream and I am pretty cer-
tain it didn’t involve making 
10 dollars an hour to pro-
tect tourists from pelicans, 
but then I’ve been wrong 
before. The tarpon, of 
course, is why we are all 
here—at Robbie’s and the 
Keys. It is the first of April, 
and we are the advance 
of another annual pilgrim-
age that revolves around 
the migratory cousins of 
the fish milling about at our 
feet, and thus our worlds 
have collided temporarily 
with the other pilgrims.
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We are a group of four, two old and two young. It is clear from the moment we drive through the gate at Dentures Out Resort on Cudjoe Key that we are not 
cut from the same cloth as the other inhabitants of this gated community. In stark contrast to Key West, Venture Out has rules. A lot of them as it turns out 
and we have broken by the time both trucks and both boats have pulled beyond the gate. Despite our assurances to the secret police at the guard house 
concerning our prior arrangements for both trucks and both boats, our entry is delayed for what seems like an impossibly long time. Woozy from the heat, 
or Robbie’s, or the ride down with Steve, I suffer on the asphalt and play the waiting game. It is clear after about 15 minutes that this is the first of potentially 
many visits we may expect from security. Apparently, as we age and our dreams mature, the rules must multiply in order to accommodate the expanding 
girth.  
 
While the map we’ve been given at the gate clearly states “resort” across the top, the labyrinth of RV’s, trailers, and metal outbuildings masquerading as 
dwellings, call that assertion into question. The proximity of the trailers to one another is startling, particularly to anyone who is accustomed to pissing out-
side. It is clear now that some dreams simply involve a zip code and an ocean breeze, and for $250,000 and some steep HOA fees that dream can be yours 
along with a guarantee you’ll never have to suffer a northern winter again. With the boats in the water and the trailers stowed (per the rules), there is only the 
sea wall separating us from our own collective dream.

It is clear from the moment we drive through the gate at Dentures Out Resort on Cudjoe Key 
that we are not cut from the same cloth as the other inhabitants of this gated community.





Tarpon are a gut punch in the 
best of conditions, so a good 
rule for tarpon camp revolves 
around very low expectations. 
Sometimes you find them and 
sometimes they eat, but if you 
can’t find them… From our 
perch above Block 4, we have 
an unobstructed view of the 
American flag flying above the 
resort’s pavilion. All of it. Every 
star and stripe. With sustained 
winds of 20-plus, the flag is 
standing at attention as if Neil 
Armstrong had just stuck it into 
the lunar surface. Despite this, 
we head out across the chop to 
the leeward side of Cudjoe and 
search beneath Fat Albert’s ass 
for any indication of rolling fish 
in the last of the evening’s sun. 
There is hope in the fading light 
as fish are spotted, momentari-
ly, in the deep channel on the 
run back home.
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Day breaks with the flag still standing 
at attention, and with it a sense that 
we are on trial. We make the run to the 
back side of the island to the area where 
fish were spotted the night before. The 
light is suspect as the wind and clouds 
obscure the flats and channels making 
it a certainty that if we find fish, we will 
be upon them before there is time to do 
much about it. By midday, the searching 
becomes a monumentally tedious task. 
The mind begins to wander back to the 
confines of your home water as you 
consciously shift from one foot and then 
back to the other. 
 
The dream diminishes with each pass-
ing hour, Old Glory stiff amidst a back-
drop of cumulus clouds. Tedium turns 
to struggle, and success is doled out in 
moral victories; a shot at a permit, sev-
eral groups of bonefish spotted, a jack 
on the back of a ray. Ultimately, you 
shift from the search for innuendos, to 
casting, to inflections. Sinuous shad-
ows are in abundance on the flats, so 
you make the most of the time you have 
left. Thankfully, we have all been good 
stewards and there is an abundance 
of vodka and bourbon with which to 
soothe our souls, and in the morning, 
amidst the deconstruction of yesterday’s 
dream, hope springs eternal.



https://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com/musky-float-trips
http://www.instagram.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mlBrd-JCbds&list=PLLUDmoGxQzfnR10W_oLG_XaO_sypQh-kN
https://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com/musky-float-trips


http://www.hunterbanks.com


The Fight for Florida Bay
By Alycia Downs
Photos: Steve Seinberg
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Over two million tourists visit the 
Florida Keys every year, wistfully 
in awe of the turquoise waters that 
curve alongside Highway A1A and 
make this chain of islands a world-
famous destination. Their plans revolve 
around water activities and sunset happy hours, 
blissfully unaware that the very bay where they play 
teeters on the verge of a full ecosystem collapse.
 
The southernmost estuary in the United States, 
Florida Bay is located at the tip of mainland Florida 
in Everglades National Park. From an aerial view, the 
bay resembles an ice cube tray—basins, ledges, and 
shallow flats that span 1,100 square miles, making 
it one of the world’s largest estuaries and seagrass 
ecosystems.
 
Unlike most bodies of water in Florida, this bay is rel-
atively secluded, bordered by the Everglades to the 
north, the Gulf of Mexico to the west, and the Keys 
to the south and east. There are no towering condo-
miniums, no bustling traffic from deck boat rentals, 
no parasailers or jet-skiers, no waterfront shopping 
centers or sandy, tourist-packed beaches.
 
Mostly, this is a sacred place. A revered escape for 
decorated sportsmen. A world-class sight-fishing 
destination where anglers stand for hours at the bow 
of a skiff, awaiting just one shot at the cast of a life-
time. Perhaps the only fishery in the world where 
tarpon, permit, bonefish, redfish, and snook, can be 
encountered in the same place, on the same day.





Florida Bay is a unique ecological paradise where Everglades freshwater mixes with Gulf of Mexico salt water, creat-
ing a naturally balanced estuary. It’s the only place in the world where the American alligator and American crocodile 
coexist. It’s a nursery, nesting site, habitat, and feeding grounds for wading birds, manatees, dolphins, crustaceans, 
and sea turtles, who all partly depend on the bay’s healthy seagrass.

There might be no one on earth thats knows Florida Bay better than legendary angler Flip Pallot. “Florida Bay is the 
brackish estuarial bottom end of the Florida Everglades and is a perfect reflection of the Everglades health,” says Pal-
lot. “It is also the crucible within which the modern, shallow-water fishing lifestyle was rendered. To allow this treasure 
to slip away would be beyond tragic!”





It’s shocking to think that a treasure like Florida Bay still exists in the 
over-populated, over-developed paradise that is the Florida of today. 
But there’s a hard truth staring us in the face. Florida Bay is dying—
slowly imploding from decades of human interference and misman-
agement of the Everglades watershed. Dictated by special interests 
and sustained by the status quo, poor water management practices 
have redirected natural flow and are destroying Florida’s estuaries.
 
The Problem
The problem is simple: Florida Bay receives only one-sixth of the 
freshwater that it used to. Historically, fresh water flowed south from 
Lake Okeechobee, through the Everglades, and into the bay. For 
the past few decades, water managers have manipulated the lake 
levels for flood control and sugarcane irrigation. Sugar-growers get 
the water when they need it and, if they don’t, it’s dumped to tide via 
man-made canals that connect the St. Lucie River to the east and 
the Caloosahatchee to the west.
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 Lack of fresh water flow allows for too much salt water to enter 
the bay (hypersalinity).

 Hypersalinity causes massive seagrass die-offs, the main 
source of habitat and food for marine species.

 When the seagrass dies, it floats to the surface causing sedi-
ment destabilization, meaning the muck from the seafloor is no 
longer anchored, causing the water to have a milky, turbid appear-
ance.

 The dead seagrass on the surface begins to rot, releasing toxic 
nutrients into the water that cause massive fish kills.

 The milky water blocks sunlight, creating low oxygen levels in 
which fish cannot survive and prevents new seagrass growth from 
cultivating. 

This act inundated the coastal estuaries with pol-
luted fresh water, causing toxic blue-green algal 
blooms, massive fish kills, and most recently fuel-
ing a year-long red tide bloom that killed countless 
marine species and pummeled the local economy. 
On the flip side, Florida Bay is starved of the fresh 
water it needs to sustain a healthy ecosystem, re-
sulting in “hypersaline” conditions, a.k.a. too much 
saltwater. Hypersalinity in Florida Bay then begins 
a devastating chain reaction that takes years for 
the system to recover from. It goes like this:
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Fortunately, nature is resil-
ient. Expediting Everglades 
restoration projects and 
managing water for the 
benefit of the entire system 
instead of just the sugar-
cane fields will give the 
ecosystem the opportunity 
it needs to recover quickly.
 
Grassroots
In 2019, the tides are fi-
nally turning. The issue of 
water quality has become 
a non-partisan priority, un-
derstanding that Florida’s 
entire economy relies on 
clean water and healthy 
estuaries—from boating 
and fishing to tourism and 
hospitality. 
 
What’s changed? Florid-
ians have been pummeled 
by water crises year after 
year, made evident by na-
tional news coverage of 
toxic blue-green algae, 
dead fish littering pristine 
beaches, and food banks 
providing food to impacted 
communities. They’ve re-
alized there’s too much at 
stake to hope that some-
one else is going to fix it. 
The change has to come 
from the bottom up.

 Captain Benny Blanco, 
professional fishing guide 
and host of the conserva-
tion-based series Florida 
Sportsman Watermen, 
gave up hoping and took 
up action. “For years, I 
thought someone more 
powerful than me, was 
taking care of our water... 
after all, I was just a fishing 
guide,” he said. “In 2015, 
Florida Bay lost nearly 
50,000 acres of seagrass 
and I couldn’t believe our 
entire community wasn’t 
outraged.  I became vocal. 
I learned about the issues. 
I attended every meeting, 
hearing and informational 
session from my county 
to Washington, DC. As 
outdoorsmen, we are the 
eyes, ears, and voice of 
these sacred places. To-
gether, our voices are more 
powerful than money from 
special interest groups, 
as evidenced in the 2018 
elections. As we speak up 
and educate those around 
us, more do the same. 
Collectively, our voices not 
only make change pos-
sible, they make it an ab-
solute certainty.”
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Non-profit organization Captains For Clean 
Water (CFCW) rallies the outdoor com-
munity to the frontlines of the fight for 
clean water. CFCW was founded by fish-
ing guides who were fed-up with the water 
mismanagement in Florida, and realized 
that the outdoor industry was largely un-
aware of the injustices being done to Flori-
da’s most valuable resource.
 
“For decades, our treasured fisheries have 
been in rapid decline and threatening col-
lapse. The fishing industry and commu-
nities had not been engaged in the fight 
because they didn’t have an outlet,” says 
Captain Chris Wittman, Program Director 
for CFCW. “Today, they’ve come together 
and are actually spearheading the fight and 
having a drastic impact on fixing Florida’s 
water quality issues by holding elected of-
ficials accountable. It’s important for our 
culture to come together on restoration ef-
forts in Florida if we want to protect these 
wild places and our way of life.”
 
Conservation groups, fishing guides, boat 
manufacturers, recreational anglers and 
boaters, hunters, scientists. Today, they are 
showing up and making their voices heard 
by those with the power to enact change—
policymakers and elected officials.
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“...It is also the crucible within which the modern, shallow-water fishing life-
style was rendered. To allow this treasure to slip away would be beyond tragic!”
                           -Flip Pallot
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In 2018, they succeeded in get-
ting the Water Resources De-
velopment Act signed into law, 
authorizing construction of the 
EAA Reservoir, a critical water 
project that allows for water to 
be stored, cleaned, and sent 
south to the Everglades and 
Florida Bay.
 
This past election cycle, Florid-
ians voted for water and water 
quality as the number one prior-
ity for the state’s newly elected 
Governor Ron DeSantis. He has 
put forward a bold vision to re-
store Florida’s water quality in-
cluding a blue-green algae task 
force, the appointment of the 
state’s first chief science officer, 
and a proposed $625 million 
budget for Everglades restora-
tion and critical water projects. 
But even with these recent vic-
tories, we are from the end of 
this fight.

How can you make a 
difference? 
Florida Bay needs your help and 
it starts with awareness. Get 
informed on the issues, edu-
cate others, and get involved 
with organizations leading the 
fight like Captains For Clean 
Water, Bonefish & Tarpon Trust, 
or the Everglades Foundation. 
Keep the pressure on elected 
officials for the gains we’ve 
made toward our goal be for 
naught. Until the Everglades is 
restored, every part of the con-
nected system will continue to 
suffer. Stay vigilant even when 
the water is beautiful and press 
for science-based solutions that 
will benefit the entire system—
starting with the EAA Reservoir.
 
You can also support Florida 
businesses who have been im-
pacted by the recent water cri-
sis. Book a local fishing guide, 
stay at a hotel, dine at the res-
taurants. Florida is the “Fishing 
Capital of the World” and is a 
treasure worth fighting for, es-
pecially by those who enjoy her 
bountiful resources. 

Alycia Downs is the communications director for 
Captains For Clean Water, where she spends the 
bulk of her time communicating things of importance 
to people of station. A Florida native, Alycia enjoys 
piǹa coladas and getting caught in the rain.

http://captainsforcleanwater.org


GUIDED TRIPS AND TRAVEL 
 WWW.COHUTTAFISHINGCO.COM
39 SOUTH PUBLIC SQUARE  |  CARTERSVILLE, GA   |   770 606 1100
490 EAST MAIN ST  |  BLUE RIDGE, GA  |   706 946 3044

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

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


FAR AWAY FROM HOME

Photos: John Smolko
ALASKA

http://johnsmolko.com
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COMMITTED TO PROTECTING 
FLORIDA’S MOST VALUABLE RESOURCE:

Captains For Clean Water is a Grassroots Nonprofit Organization 

Advocating for Clean Water & Healthy Estuaries Across Florida.

CAPTAINSFORCLEANWATER.ORG
JOIN THE FIGHT
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https://captainsforcleanwater.org/take-action/eaa-reservoir/
http://captainsforcleanwater.org


bench press
Nick Davis

EJ’S 
SPRING
BREAK 
MINNOW
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Nick Davis

So our shop dad, E.J., 
showed me this awesome little 
pattern he uses on the beach 
for sight fishing snook. It’s a 
really simple and easy tie that 
only uses a few a materials, so 
its cheap, too! The end result 
is a tiny little morsel of thread-
fin or greenback that will get 
eaten anywhere from the 
beach to your backyard pond. 
You can play with the colors of 
this pattern and gear it toward 
any predator that swims.

Material List:

Gamakatsu SC15 size 1 or similar hook
Danville .006 mono thread
Red Ep Minnow Head Brush or SF fibers 
(Optional)
White SF Blend Fibers
White Pseudo Hair 
Olive Pseudo Hair 
Pearl Polar flash
Green 3mm Fluorescent Stick on eyes

EJ’S SPRING BREAK MINNOW



Step 1:  Start by wrapping your thread back on 
the hook shank to just shy of the hook point. 
Everything that’s going on this hook shank is 
getting top tied, so let’s not get too carried 
away.

Step 2: I’ll use a little bit of an EP Minnow 
Head Brush for this optional step. I like to in-
corporate some bleeding gills on this pattern. 
You can also use red SF fibers or yarns if you 
like. Anything short, sparse and red will work. 
Just a .5” out the back.

Step 3: Tie it in.

Step 4: Take a little bunch of SF fibers and 
double them over. Cut in half and taper. You 
should be left with about 1.5” of nice tapered 
fibers. The SF fibers are much stiffer than the 
Pseudo Hair tied above them. They will act 
to help keep the softer materials from fowling 
around the hook shank.

Step 5: Tie it in just in front of the red gills. 

Step 6: Trim of the excess on and tie down. 

1 2

3 4

65



Step 7:  Cut about 3 clumps of white Pseudo 
Hair off of the patch and lay on the table. Use 
your patented (not really) 239 Lice Brush and 
comb out the fluff on the side you cut from. 
Pinch the fibers together and taper in your fin-
gers. You’ll measure these up to be just lower 
than the SF fibers below them.

Step 8: I like to trim it to length, then tie them 
in. This lets me eliminate a lot of space and un-
wanted thread wraps. Be cool, be clean.

Step 9: You’ll do the same with the olive Pseu-
do Hair next. Only you’ll tie in about 10% more, 
and just a little bit longer.

Step 10: It’s super important to trim this bunch 
before tying down. You’ll also want to take 
some scissors to the front fibers and trim as 
tight as possible. Cover up the exposed fibers 
with some thread, but don’t go too hard.

Step 11: Take a few strands of Polar Flash and 
cut them off full length. 

Step 12: Tie in the Polar Flash down one side 
of the fly, bend around the nose thread hump, 
then tie it down the other side. You’ve added a 
lateral line.

7 8

9 10

11 12



Step 13: Pull the flash back and trim slightly 
longer than the Polar Fiber. Now whip finish 
your mono thread 2 times and cut it off.

Step 14: Apply a thin candy shell of Loon UV 
Thin over the tread. It’s vital to use a UV resin 
over the mono thread.

Step 15: Apply Zap-A-Gap.

Step 16: Now put a little Zap-A-Gap gel on the 
end of your bodkin and apply to the back of a 
3mm stick on eye. Place the eyes on the Pseu-
do Hair near the hook shank. Pray to whoever 
you pray to that they stay on.

Step 17: Tie a half-dozen in every color combo 
you can think of.

13 14

15 16

17



Nick Davis is the owner and proprietor of 239 Flies, and more importantly 
who you want filling your box...for your next saltwater pursuit. When he’s not 
filling boxes, he’s stabbing tarpon in the face around Bonita Springs, FL.

http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com
http://239flies.com


COMING to a CITY NEAR YOU!
WORLD PREMIERE  BOZEMAN, MT – 1/19/19

NEW CITIES BEING ADDED ALL THE TIME!

         UNITED  STATES
 ANCHORAGE AK
 SITKA AK
 WASILLA AK
 JUNEAU AK
 FAIRBANKS AK
 BIRMINGHAM AL
 FAYETTEVILLE AR
 MOUNTAIN HOME AR
 MORENCI AZ
 MAMMOTH LAKES CA
 ENCINITAS CA
 MODESTO CA
 NEVADA CITY CA
 REDDING CA
 SEBASTOPOL CA
 SACRAMENTO CA
 SANTA ANA CA
 SAN FRANCISCO CA
 SAN CARLOS CA
 TRUCKEE CA
 ASPEN CO
 BOULDER CO
 COLORADO SPRINGS CO
 LONGMONT CO
 EVERGREEN CO
 WINTER PARK CO
 DENVER CO
 DURANGO CO
 FORT COLLINS CO
 EDWARDS CO
 GRAND JUNCTION CO
 GUNNISON CO
 MONTROSE CO
 SILVERTHORNE CO
 STEAMBOAT SPRINGS CO
 PARKER CO
 BRIDGEPORT CT
 DANBURY CT
 HARTFORD CT 
 NEW HARTFORD CT
 STAMFORD CT
 TRUMBULL CT
 APALACHICOLA FL
 DESTIN FL
 SANIBEL ISLAND FL
 MELBOURNE FL
 ST. PETERSBURG FL
 FT LAUDERDALE FL
 ORLANDO FL
 SARASOTA FL
 ATHENS GA
 ATLANTA GA
 CARTERSVILLE GA
 YOUNG HARRIS GA
 IOWA CITY IA
 WEST DES MOINES IA
 BOISE ID

 LEWISTON ID
 SALMON ID
 IDAHO FALLS ID
 SUN VALLEY ID
 MOSCOW ID
 SANDPOINT ID
 VICTOR ID
 LAKE FOREST IL
 CHICAGO IL
 INDIANAPOLIS IN
 OVERLAND PARK KS
 WICHITA KS
 LEXINGTON KY
 BATON ROUGE LA
 LAFAYETTE LA
 GREAT BARRINGTON MA
 BOSTON MA
 TAUNTON MA
 COCKEYSVILLE MD
 HAGERSTOWN MD
 BALTIMORE MD
 BETHEL ME
 BRUNSWICK ME
 FRYEBURG ME
 MARQUETTE MI
 FLINT MI
 EAST LANSING MI
 ANN ARBOR MI
 BAY CITY MI
 BOYNE FALLS MI
 FREMONT MI
 GRAND RAPIDS MI
 MIDLAND MI
 OKEMOS MI
 ROYAL OAK MI
 SAULT STE MARIE MI
 TRAVERSE CITY MI
 DULUTH MN
 MINNEAPOLIS MN
 LEBANON MO
 ST LOUIS MO
 BIG SKY MT
 RED LODGE MT
 THOMPSON FALLS MT
 BILLINGS MT
 BOZEMAN MT
 BUTTE MT
 CORVALLIS MT
 HELENA MT
 LIVINGSTON MT
 MISSOULA MT
 WHITEFISH MT
 BREVARD NC
 HICKORY NC
 WILMINGTON NC
 ASHEVILLE NC
 BOONE NC
 CHARLOTTE NC

 OMAHA NE
 NORTH CONWAY NH
 SANTA FE NM 
 SUNLAND PARK NM
 ELKO NV
 LONG ISLAND NY
 SCHENECTADY NY
 ARKVILLE NY
 ROCHESTER NY
 HANCOCK NY
 LAKE PLACID NY
 NEW YORK NY
 WILLISTON PARK NY
 TOLEDO OH 
 CLEVELAND OH
 COLUMBUS OH
 OKLAHOMA CITY OK
 TULSA OK
 THE DALLES OR
 MEDFORD OR
 BEND OR
 CORVALLIS OR
 EUGENE OR
 PORTLAND OR
 FRANKLIN PA
 GLEN MILLS PA 
 KENNETT SQUARE PA
 LAKE HARMONY PA
 PHOENIXVILLE PA 
 STATE COLLEGE PA 
 WELLSBORO PA 
 COUDERSPORT PA
 BETHLEHEM PA
 ERIE PA
 MEDIA PA
 OAKMONT PA
 EAST PROVIDENCE RI 
 RUMFORD RI
 WESTERLY RI
 GREENVILLE SC
 CHARLESTON SC
 RAPID CITY SD
 BLOUNTVILLE TN
 BRISTOL TN
 NASHVILLE TN
 CHATTANOOGA TN
 KNOXVILLE TN
 DALLAS TX
 AUSTIN TX
 WACO TX
 DRIPPING SPRINGS TX
 EL PASO TX 
 FORT WORTH TX
 HOUSTON TX
 LUBBOCK TX
 NEW BRAUNFELS TX
 PLANO TX
 PROVO UT

 LOGAN UT
 OGDEN UT
 PARK CITY UT
 SALT LAKE CITY UT
 BRISTOL VA
 ARLINGTON VA
 CHARLOTTESVILLE VA
 HARRISONBURG VA
 RICHMOND VA
 UPPERVILLE VA
 MIDDLEBURY VT
 SUQUAMISH WA
 ELLENSBURG WA
 LEAVENWORTH WA
 MT. VERNON WA
 NORTH BEND WA
 SEATTLE WA
 SPOKANE WA
 TACOMA WA
 WEST SEATTLE WA
 HAYWARD WI
 GREEN BAY WI
 MADISON WI
 GREEN RIVER WY
 CASPER WY
 SHERIDAN WY
 LANDER WY
 CHEYENNE WY
 JACKSON WY
 LARAMIE WY
 ROCK SPRINGS WY

                         CANADA
 CALGARY AB
 EDMONTON AB
 LETHBRIDGE AB
 ABBOTSFORD BC
 CHILLIWACK BC
 KELOWNA BC
 SMITHERS BC
 VANCOUVER BC
 WINNIPEG MB
 CAMPBELLVILLE ON
 MISSISSAUGA ON
 THUNDER BAY ON
 HAMILTON ON
 WINDSOR ON
 OSHWA ON
 DAWSON CREEK BC
 SASKATOON SK

        INTERNATIONAL
 SAN PEDRO BZ
 LONDON UK
 STOCKBRIDGE UK
 CAPETOWN ZA
 DURBAN ZA
 JOHANNESBURG ZA

http://flyfilmtour.com
http://flyfilmtour.com




UNCLE BLANE’s
CHOCKLETT FACTORY
By David Grossman
Photos: Rand Harcz
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I’m pretty sure our buddy Murphy 
came up with the moniker, 
“Uncle.” I can’t for the life of me remember 
why. I do know that it stuck. Which is odd because 
with a last name like Chocklett, nobody saw, 
”Uncle” coming. These days Blane has has people 
coming out of the woodwork at shows to meet 
him. A lot of them, delightfully enough, lay the 
familiar “Uncle” on him. As unlikely as it was to 
stick, it kind of fits—if your uncle just happens to 
be quite possibly the fishiest person on the planet, 
and definitely the fishiest person of our generation. 
It doesn’t fit at all if you’re thinking of the creepy 
uncle model. Blane is dreamy, not creepy. Super 
dreamy.

The first time I fished with Blane was the first time 
I ever fished musky, or threw a Blane-sized fly. We 
were anchored on a big slick and Blane handed 
me the rod and told me that the musky in that hole 
hangs out at 80 feet towards the bank. I thought 80 
feet might be a reach for my casting of a chicken 
on a line, but I gave it a shot. I shot it 65 feet, 70 
feet, 75 feet, and then physics took over. No mat-
ter how many times I flailed, loops were collaps-
ing, f-bombs were dropping, and the shame was 
spiraling. I turned around, and in the desperate act 
of a broken man, I asked Blane to move the boat. 
He unflinchingly told me that if we moved the boat 
closer, the fish wouldn’t eat. I had no choice but 
to give up the bow. Blane cast the fly 80 feet with 
ease and caught the fish. Blane is a better caster 
than you.





152 S.C.O.F MAGAZINE 153S.C.O.F MAGAZINE

Another time I was supposed to meet up 
with Blane to fish cicada-eating stripers—
one of those natural occurences that only 
comes once every so many years. On the 
way out from the dock, Blane told me we 
were gonna take a side trip so he could 
show me something. Internally, I was 
about to burst with the thought of catch-
ing a striper on a bug. But over the years 
I’ve learned when Blane wants to show 
you something, it’s always worth it. We 
pulled into a back cove and Blane busted 
out a prototype Game Changer. For the 
next two hours, I was perfectly content 
watching that fly swim and giggling like 
the school girl I am. I did not get a strip-
er that day. I did see the future though. 
Blane is a better fly tyer than you.

I have never fished with Blane the same 
place two different times of year. He’s got 
spots for every predatory fish we chase 
in the South, and only fishes a spot when 
it’s at its best. By spot, I’m not referring to 
rivers or lakes. I’m talking specific floats 
between specific ramps, and specific 
coves at specific times of day and moon-
phase. Chasing a bite and not necessarily 
chasing fish any one place takes a level 
of scouting, and commitment that almost 
none of us are familiar with. Blane is 
more dialed than you.





Today, I see my buddy 
Blane’s alarmingly hand-
some face everywhere. 
It seems like he’s the 
poster boy for what the 
kids would call a butt-
load of different com-
panies. I don’t know of 
anyone who deserves it 
more. We all get a front 
row seat for the evolu-
tion of the next real deal 
in fly fishing, and it’s 
pretty cool that he’s one 
of ours. I’m also proud to 
say he’s the same Uncle 
Blane who took to me to 
musky school all those 
years ago. Humility flows 
from Blane just as freely 
as his flies. Always will-
ing to take the time or 
just call when y’all haven’t 
talked for a while, there’s 
no ego in his game. So, 
you might know him from 
such hits as the Gummy 
Minnow, the T-Bone, the 
Game Changer, but to 
me he’ll always be Uncle. 
Blane shits standing 
up, you still have to sit 
down.



http://www.floodtideco.com
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SCOFFACE  TSHIRT
$20

SCOF STORE
SOUTHERNCULTUREONTHEFLY.COM

https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com


stratergizing
Louis Gaudet

Way 
Down 
Deep



Sink tip fly lines are something 
that should be in everyone’s fly 
fishing tool box, be it saltwater or 
freshwater. They allow your fly to get in 
the water column deeper, faster, and more 
efficiently. When streamer fishing for trout, 
sink tips can seriously increase your hook up 
rates. Sure, they are not the end-all and be-
all, especially for streamer fishing. There are 
a lot of techniques for streamers that work 
very well. But sink tip lines are a piece of the 
puzzle that you need. For the saltwater an-
gler, they are also very effective when fishing 
deeper water, off the beach in the surf break, 
or even on deeper flats when you want to 
crawl a fly on the bottom.
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Sink tip lines have evolved quite a bit over the years. Origi-
nally, the only way to get a sink tip was to splice a sec-
tion of sinking line to floating running line. This technique 
worked very well, but the biggest drawback was the crude 
connection between floating and sinking lines. Knots or 
loops used to make the connection didn’t easily slide 
through the guides and would often hang up. Over the 
years as technology grew, most line manufacturers started 
making sink tip lines that were seamlessly connected to 
floating running lines. Nowadays, the only visual difference 
between the two is the color change.  The new lines cast 
and feel just like a regular fly line when running through the 
guides on your rod.
 

When shopping for sink tips, there are a few things of note:

● Sink tip lines are typically sized by grains, not weight  
(more on this later).

● Pay attention to the length of the sinking section, as they 
can vary from 15ft to 30ft-plus.

● Depending on your planned application, the length can 
play a huge factor. 

Grains (gr):

All fly rods on the market are designed to cast by the weight of 
the line. But grains have historically been the unit of measure-
ment for fly lines. Even your standard floating trout lines can 
be converted to grains. The mean average grain weight for a 
5wt line is 140gr. Depending on the 5wt fly rod, the amount of 
grains it can cast effectively is somewhat varied, but it should 
be around 140gr. You can look up AFTA standard fly line rat-
ings to find out the mean grain weight for a specific line. When 
choosing the appropriate line, your rod’s action also comes into 
play. If you have a faster or stiff-actioned fly rod, you can lean 
toward heavier grained line from the mean standard, conversely 
if you have a softer more medium-actioned rod you will want to 
be closer to the mean standard or slightly lighter.

 
For a quick reference:
130-150gr, 4-5wt rods 
150-200gr, 5-7wt rods
200-250gr, 7-10wt rods
250-300gr, 10-11wt rods
300gr and up, are good for fast 10wt rods, to 12wt and above
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Density (Sink Rate):
When looking at the box of a sink tip 
line, you will also see a sink rate. This 
relates to the density of the line. Just 
because the grains are high, doesn’t 
mean the line will sink faster. All sink tip 
lines come in different densities, which 
relate directly to how fast the line will get 
down. So a 130gr line with a 3 inches 
per second (in/s) sink rate will get down 
as fast as a 300gr line with the same 
density. You will see anything from .5in/s 
sink rate to 10in/s. So depending on the 
application you want to use the line for 
the density will play a huge factor. 
 
What makes sink tip lines so effective is 
that they can get your fly to depth the 
fish are at relatively quickly. Say your 
fishing a moderately size stream for trout 
and it seems most of the trout are hold-
ing mid way down the water column. An 
appropriate sink tip line will allow you to 
fish at the depth the trout are holding, 
therefore increasing your hook up rate 
and success. If you know the density/
sink rate of your line, you can time it so 
that when you start striping your fly, it 
has reached the depth of the fish. This 
can be very effective for a multitude of 
saltwater species when they are feed-
ing on schools of bait fish. Very often 
the largest fish will hang out underneath 
the bait schools letting the smaller fish 
do the hard work, and just collect the 
stunned bait that sinks down.



I WANT YOU...
ON MY BOAT THIS SUMMER
LIMITED GUIDE DAYS WITH DAVE
OFFERED BY SCOF MAGAZINE

LIMITED DAYS

SOUTHERNCULTUREONTHEFLY@GMAIL.COM

mailto:SOUTHERNCULTUREONTHEFLY%40GMAIL.COM?subject=


http://instagram.com/southerncultureonthefly
https://www.facebook.com/SCOF2013
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/subform.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com


ph
ot

o:
 S

te
ve

 S
ei

nb
er

g



For me, the days leading up to a 
trip are possibly more important 
to the overall experience than the 
trip itself. The anticipation, mind-
numbing preparations, and slowly 
increasing dose of excitement and 
anxiety are an important precur-
sor to what comes after—that one 
fleeting moment in time.  That mo-
ment comes later. The moment when 
you let that worry and anxiety go. 
The moment you get just far enough 
away from home that you’re not go-
ing back to get anything. The mo-
ment that your momentum has car-
ried you past a point of correction 
and you find yourself caught up 
within the entropy of the trip it-
self. In that moment, when you ac-
cept that you are no longer in con-
trol, and must sacrifice yourself 
over to it, flow with it. In that 
moment, you are free.  Your mind, 
once addled and confused, now comes 
into focus. Your patience, once non-
existent, now knows no bounds. You 
have no other obligations except to 
the trip itself. It is that release 
of tension, that refocusing of the 
brain that brings me the most joy. 
Fishing is great, catching fish is 
awesome, but those moments of clari-
ty brought on by the simple release 
of pressure, those are the true 
gifts of a fishing trip. Sometimes I 
feel like perhaps those moments are 
the whole point of planning a trip 
in the first place. But then again, 
I really do love fishing… 

The Back Page Journal
 with Paul Puckett and Mike Benson

My hands are bleeding. Again. And I’m 
fairly certain I’ve loosened a tooth 
tightening that last knot. I’m five days 
out from a big trip, tying leaders, and 
making packing lists. I’ve been blessed 
to have a life that allows me the lux-
ury of taking at least one big fishing 
trip every year, in addition to the many 
smaller ones, and the frequent time I 
get to spend on the water here at home. 
But before every trip, I find that I 
slip into the same vortex of planning, 
packing, overthinking and analyzation. 
I’m perfectly comfortable and satisfied 
in my daily life most of the time. But 
the week leading up to a trip, the en-
tirety of my existence becomes a morass 
of unbearable tasks, and intolerable 
people. My patience is nil, and my toler-
ance for even the most normal of incon-
veniences non-existent. Ask my wife, I’m 
a real joy to be around. Every ounce of 
my thoughts and concentration are con-
sumed by what inevitably will come down 
to conditions and situations complete-
ly out of my control. Weather and wind 
forecast websites become permanent fix-
tures on my computer screen, dialed into 
locations thousands of miles from where 
I’m sitting. Tide charts and satellite 
images are burned into the back of my 
retinas. I’ve completely played through 
a million possible scenarios, some real-
istic, others in the fantasy genre. Life 
at this time exists in a fog of excite-
ment, uncertainty, and impatience. 
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