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Fall 2019

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

I generally combine my social media 
time with my pooping time. I find 
the two activities to be symbiotic. 
While very different in nature, both 
are full of shit, and if you do either 
more than a few times a day, you 
should seek help. The wide world of 
social media can be best described 
as a raging dumpster fire with a side 
of garbage sauce. Fortunately, the 
fly fishing world has yet to embrace 
“un-boxing” or selfie sticks, but as 
far as curating life’s moments for 
our feeds, we are right up there with 
every influencer and soccer mom in 
America. The light is always perfect, 
the fish are always huge, the bro-
dom is always rich, and the whole 
thing smells fishy (and not in a good 
way). 

I am not a good looking man. I often 
catch nine-inch stockers (always 
rainbows), and I never find myself 
on a boat with bikini clad anglers 
(unless I’m the one wearing the bi-
kini). I would like to think that more 
people find themselves in my situa-
tion than those beautiful hand mod-
els holding GTs in the Seychelles, 
while large-breasted women shower 
themselves with Cristal in the back-
ground. Would it be nice if that was 
my fishing experience? Yes. Should 
I feel like shit because it’s not? No.

Take a look at the picture opposite 
this text. That’s me. It is not flatter-
ing. I’m holding out hope that the 
wind was at my back and I can save 
myself the sweeping declarations 
about eating right and going to the 
gym. But whether my man lump 
was wind-aided or not, in that mo-
ment that’s what I looked like, the 
way God and PBR made me—an 
overweight, slovenly, swollen shell 
of 18-year-old Dave. I’ve seen a 
lot of you out there, and let me be 
the first to say, most of you don’t 
look much better. A few of you (and 
you know who you are, Steve) look 
much, much worse. But that’s ok. 
We’re all just fly fisherman, and the 
overwhelming majority of fly fishing 
is beauty in the small and otherwise 
unglamorous.

I haven’t gone full grandpa yet and 
started yelling about the good ol’ 
days in between flatulence and nap-
ping. Scrolling through grip ‘n’ grins 
of Greek-godlike anglers still holds 
far less value than holding a real life 
fish in the real world. Even if that 
fish is a nine-inch stocked rainbow 
being held by my own very own 
sausage fingers. So if you’re go-
ing to consume social media, make 
sure you do with a healthy dose of 
perspective, and toilet paper.
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with Robbie
Haiku

So long western 
waste.

Sweet tea will 
keep the dust 
down.

Southern warmth 
waits.

http://www.howlerbros.com


CRUSH 
VARIABLES.

gloomisflyfishing.com

Conditions in saltwater environments can slide sideways in 
seconds. Walloping wind and cloud cover pack the potential 

to hinder the performance of even the most experienced 
tropical angler. When favor’s stacked in nature’s corner, level 

the playing field with fishing tools forged to conquer these, 
and other common variables.

Rolled with our most advanced compound taper construction 
to date, NRX+ S provides the power, line speed, and loop 

stability expected from modern fast-action rods, without 
compromising “feel” and finesse for short shots when 

clouds turn the lights down. NRX+ empowers anglers with 
confidence-boosting control in less-than-ideal situations.

http://gloomis.com
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Cleveland flat
By Jason Tucker
Images: Steve Seinberg
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Johnny Cleveland sat in the bow seat of the 
boat facing away from the sunrise, the wind 
pressing his sunglasses into his face as Boris motored the skiff 
out to the flat. He didn’t like Boris, didn’t like the Russians at all, 
but that was business sometimes. Boris was good with a push 
pole and had sharp vision, which was all that mattered.

Funny story about the skiff. It was a Flatliner 190, made in Florida 
for stalking bonefish and permit on shallow saltwater flats, and 
redfish on the coast. It had a shallow draft and a platform on the 
back over the engine for a guide to stand on and spot the fish, 
using a long fiberglass pole to push the boat around and put cli-
ents within casting range. It was owned by a fly fishing guide from 
North Carolina named Thomas Dunford. Mr. Dunford also had a lit-
tle gambling habit, and when he got behind on repaying his debts, 
Johnny and Boris were sent to collect. When they rolled into the 
driveway and hitched up to the boat, Tom’s wife came out and 
screamed at them, but Tom refused to go outside. He opened the 
door a crack and said something, and she blanched, went silent 
and disappeared back inside. The screaming would resume later, 
after Johnny Cleveland and Boris Yeltsin left. Boris’ real last name 
was Gastinov, but this was America, and the only Boris Americans 
knew was Yeltsin. No one Johnny worked with went by their real 
last name anyway. When they got back to Cleveland, their boss 
told Johnny he didn’t care about the boat, that it was the principle. 
He told Johnny to keep the boat.



Now they were zipping across Lake Erie at 50 miles per hour heading 
for a flat of their own. Boris hated this, but drank enough whiskey and 
snorted enough coke to get him through. They were just trying to buy 
time. Johnny had to convince Boris not to wear a suit so that he didn’t 
stand out like a sore thumb out on the water.

“Haven’t you ever been on a boat before?” Johnny asked. Boris 
shrugged and said, “Da. Cruise ship,” which he pronounced “sheep.”

It amused Johnny that Boris probably had two outfits for his cruise, a 
three-piece suit and a Speedo, which also summed up the Russian phi-
losophy: all or nothing.



Fishing for carp was 
Johnny’s idea. He was 
an Irish kid who grew 
up on the Cleveland 
streets. He was bright 
but his devious tenden-
cies worried his mother, 
so she sent him to a 
summer camp in Michi-
gan for a few years run-
ning. It was on the Rifle 
River, and along with 
skills like orienteering 
and fire-starting, John-
ny learned to fly fish 
and tie his own flies. 
His last summer there 
he got sent home early 
for running a numbers 
racket, and was kicked 
out of high school that 
winter for the same. 
The rest, as they say, is 
history.

Johnny didn’t get to go 
to Michigan anymore. 
He tried to fish for 
steelhead trout when 
they ran out of Lake 
Erie into the Cuyahoga 
River, but he didn’t like 
the crowds, and when a 
drunk mill worker tried 
to fight him for getting 
his line tangled, Johnny 
quit going. He didn’t 
need that kind of provo-

cation. There were too 
many witnesses.

When Johnny saw the 
giant carp swimming 
around the Cleveland 
harbor and marinas, 
he decided he was go-
ing to catch one with 
a fly rod. It took him a 
couple years, but he 
eventually got good at 
it. It was perfect. He got 
to fish when he wasn’t 
otherwise engaged, he 
was usually alone, and 
the fish were challeng-
ing and large, like hook-
ing onto a bus.

His outings with Bo-
ris developed after 
they collected the skiff 
from Thomas Dunford. 
Johnny finally enjoyed 
his job. It was the per-
fect cover for monitor-
ing shipping traffic in 
the harbor. No more 
sneaking in and out of 
abandoned warehouses 
or trying to be surrepti-
tious in a vehicle parked 
on the waterfront. They 
could hide in plain sight 
as long as they just 
kept fishing.
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He and Boris knew the name of 
every ship that came through 
Lake Erie. They knew the names 
of the sailors on the ships. They 
knew the bars that the sailors 
drank in. They met those sailors 
at those bars and exchanged 
parcels. Sometimes the parcels 
were large, sometimes small. 
Sometimes a sailor did not re-
turn to his ship, but this was 
rare.

They all knew and respected the 
rules, knew the consequences 
all too well. Everyone’s goal 
was to make money, and not be 
eaten by crawfish on the bottom 
of Lake Erie. It was like eating 
at McDonald’s: You walked in, 
ordered your Big Mac. Your Big 
Mac got delivered to you, you 
paid for it, and everyone was 

happy, except that in this case, 
if the Big Mac was not deliv-
ered, Johnny and Boris shot you 
and dumped your body off-
shore.

On this day they zipped out 
to the flat west of town. It was 
early yet, but it would give them 
time to find a vantage point to 
intercept the carp coming up 
out of deeper water to feed. It 
would also give them a good 
place to watch for the Doris Day 
coming in from Duluth. There 
was a Slovenian man aboard 
that ship they had an appoint-
ment with. They wanted to see 
it come into port, and also see 
if any other small boats ap-
proached or left the ship. They 
pulled up onto the flat, and 
Boris cut the engine and let the

skiff drift to a stop. He climbed up 
onto the poling platform and held 
the small boat still with the push 
pole. Ten minutes ticked slowly 
by.

“Feesh. One o’clock, forty feet,” 
Boris said in his Russian accent. 
Johnny Cleveland thought it was 
like fishing in a James Bond mov-
ie.

Boris had the push pole jammed 
into the marled bottom. He knew 
not to move it. With the sun be-
hind him, Johnny could plainly 
see the fish. It appeared to be 
cruising slowly, soaking up the 
sun until it felt warm enough to 
feed. Johnny stripped out line and 
stood ready to cast, but he wait-
ed for the fish to tell him what to 
do. Casting too soon would just 

cause it to spook. When it was 
50 feet out, the fish tilted its head 
down and Boris said, “Cast!”

Johnny did a one-two false cast, 
shot the line and landed his fly 18 
inches ahead and just right of the 
fish.

“Streep. Streep. Streep. Shtop. 
Tweetch.” Boris spoke as if he 
was torturing the words. The fish 
swam off, unimpressed. “Fuck,” 
said Boris.

Two minutes later Boris again 
said, “Feesh, ten o’clock, feefty 
feet. You no see?” Johnny 
strained to see the dark shape in 
the greenwater. “Feefty-five feet. 
You see mud, no?”

"They all knew and respected the rules, knew the consequences all too well."
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Johnny saw the swirl and, guessing the direction 
of the fish, made his cast just past the muddy 
spot in the water where it had fed. His fly landed 
and green water boiled in a filthy swirl, and again 
Boris cursed.

“Okay, feesh three o’clock, forty feet. You cast. 
You don’t see? Cast. Cast. Forty-five feet. No, 
don’t heet feesh. Two o’clock, feefty-five feet. 
Cast, now.”

Johnny sent the line furling out, his rod arcing 
under the load, the line sailing out to deliver the 
fly. It landed close to the fish and he paused. 
“Eet ees loooking” Boris said. “Streep. Short 
streep. Tweetch.” Nothing happened. Johnny 
stripped the line back in, retrieving it hand over-
hand. “You geev me. I feesh, you poosh.” “Se-
riously?” Johnny asked. “This is harder than it 
looks.”

“You poosh, I feesh. Geev me rode.” Boris re-
peated, rolling the “r” as he said it.

“Suit yourself. Let me know when ya want a les-
son.” Johnny said. He handed the fly rod to Boris 
and climbed up onto the poling platform.

“Okay, I have three fish coming in, one o’clock, 
but they’re still too far.”

“How far?”

“Eighty feet,” said Johnny, and before he could 
say anything else, Boris made one back cast, 
sent the line flying, straight as a laser, and landed 
the fly two feet in front of the fish.
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“Ach!” Boris shouted as the line 
burned his fingers, more in sur-
prise than from pain. Then the 
fish was pulling line off the reel. 
The fly line was over 100 feet 
long. It disappeared, and the 
fish continued peeling backing 
line off the reel until it had taken 
over 100 feet more. It reached 
the end of its run and sat there 
pulsing in the water. Boris be-
gan the arduous process of reel-
ing it back to the boat, pointing 
his rod to the side to turn its 
head, cranking for all he was 
worth to keep pressure on the 
fish. Sweat began to seep down 
his face despite the cool morn-
ing. When the fish got within 
40 feet of the boat, it ran again, 
taking just as much line as be-
fore. The pressure from the fish 
caused the entire boat to turn 
until the bow was pointed to-
ward it. The fish took one more 
shorter run, and after 25 min-
utes of this it came into the boat 
and lay on its side on the sur-

face, working its thick lips like 
a fat person slurping spaghetti, 
its large scales gleaming gold in 
the morning sun, its eye staring 
downward at the nasty object 
piercing its mouth.

“Jesus Christ!” shouted Johnny, 
“That thing is 30 pounds!”

“Da,” said Boris.

“Where did you learn to fish like 
that?” Johnny asked.

“You think business is all I do?” 
Boris replied, pronouncing the 
words “theenk” and “beezniss.” 
“You feesh now.”

Johnny Cleveland stepped 
down from the poling platform. 
He stepped up and shook Boris’ 
hand and Boris actually gave 
him a slight smile. “You feesh,” 
he said. They unhooked the fish 
and watched it swim off. 

“He’s on it, he’s on it, twitch, 
twitch, wait...set!” Boris saw 
the fish eat from 75 feet away, 
and he set the hook with a 
firm pull on the line with his 
left hand. The shallow water 
seemed to erupt in a massive 
boil. The other two fish fled at 
right angles, their dorsal fins 
cutting tiny wakes across the 
surface. The fish on Boris’ line 
shook its head angrily then 
turned and sped straight for 
the boat.

Boris line went slack and he 
began stripping it in as fast as 
he could. They could hear it 
hissing through the water as 
the fish raced toward them. He 
made two long strips before 
the carp reached the skiff. It 
kept going and now line flew 
off the deck like Silly String 
sprayed from a can.



Johnny got back on the bow. Boris poled him around and called out fish, giving the direction and distance. Johnny missed another 
fish, but then hooked up on a large carp that took 20 minutes to land. He caught two more after that.

Then he caught a smaller carp that was only about 12 pounds. It didn’t fight hard. It was gray, and had open wounds with fungus 
growing around the edges of the wounds. Johnny released it and watched it struggling on the surface. When he turned his head to 
look for more fish, the water erupted next to him and he heard the distinct metallic whoosh of a silenced weapon. He could see there 
was a hole blown through the boat’s gunnel. Johnny turned to face Boris, who stood there with his silenced Makarov pointed at him.

“What is this?” Johnny asked. Boris remained silent, his weapon aimed resolutely. Johnny’s mind raced, going over all the details of 
all that they did together, but nothing came to mind. His own weapon was buried in the cloth tackle box next to the console. Their 
cover on the water was so good he never wore it. Then as he stood there, one thought, one name came to mind.

“Natalya?” Johnny asked. 
“Da,” Boris replied.

If Boris knew about Natalya, then the bosses knew. They knew how she had died, and they knew it was Johnny’s fault. It didn’t 
matter that he had tried to save her, or that he had loved her. Only that it was time to pay.
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up over the western ho-
rizon and saw the ship 
heading his way. He 
grabbed the binoculars 
off of the console and 
confirmed what he al-
ready knew: the Doris Day 
was coming into port. He 
looked down at his bare 
feet and realized he had 
one more task to perform.

He went to the console 
and grabbed a lighter and 
electrical tape. Taking 
the tape, he wrapped the 

loose end of the anchor 
rope several times with it.

Then he struck the lighter, 
lit a cigarette, took a long 
drag from it, and as he 
slowly exhaled smoke, he 
proceeded to scorch and 
melt the newly cut and 
frayed strands of the rope 
to keep it from unraveling. 
Then he stepped to the 
console, fired up the en-
gine, and headed for the 
marina. There was work to 
do.

There is one rule to being 
a mob enforcer, and that is 
to be more valuable alive 
than dead. If you are good 
at the job, you are valu-
able, but the moment you 
pull the trigger, you are 
also a liability. You worked 
every day to keep the 
complex algebra balanced 
in favor of keeping you 
alive. Until now Johnny 
was successful. Until now.

Johnny set the rod down. 
Turning his back to Boris, 
he lit a cigarette, took a 

pull on it, and watched as 
a ship appeared over the 
horizon.

Boris stood on the bow of 
the boat. He tried to spot 
fish, but a southwest wind 
began to ripple the sur-
face. It was time to leave. 
With no anchor and no one 
to hold the boat in posi-
tion, the breeze was push-
ing him off the flat.

If he started the motor it 
would just spook all the 
fish anyway. Boris looked



Jason Tucker has transplanted himself from Michigan 
to Georgia. Besides his raging ketchup habit, he has 
adjusted nicely, once again proving the widely held 
sociological theory that country is country is country. 

http://www.costadelmar.com


https://www.rioproducts.com/products/intouch-technical-trout?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=TechnicalTrout-Fall19&utm_campaign=Line
https://www.rioproducts.com/products/intouch-technical-trout?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=TechnicalTrout-Fall19&utm_campaign=Line


SAVANNAH... 
The Other 
Charleston...
But Different
By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg



Yes, Virginia, there is a 
Lowcountry outside of 
Charleston. Savannah sits right across 
the river from the South Carolina border, 
but it is unapologetically Georgia. Walking 
around downtown is an exercise in gentility 
of times past. The ghosts of those times 
are now peddled to tourists as haunted 
tours, but the possibility of a paranormal 
encounter does seem plausible as you round 
every cobblestoned corner, confronted with 
another gothic revival church shrouded by 
live oaks and Spanish moss. When sprectres 
and tourists have lost their luster, the marsh 
awaits. Tides rule the fishery with an iron fist. 
Your fishing schedule is meaningless. Up to 
eight-foot tidal swings will dictate the terms 
of the day to you, not the other way around. 
The windows of fly-accessible feeding fish 
may only be a few hours, so every shot is 
taken with the utmost sincerity. Reserve the 
horseplay for the ride home.



While the mental pressure can be crush-
ing, the rewards feel more earned than 
they do in other locales where the redfish 
roam. Savannah fish are generally earned, 
not given. That’s ok though because when 
it does happen you can almost guarantee 
that no one else will be around to see it, as 
the number of fishable flats can be counted 
in thousands of square miles. 

Something that can’t be said about a coast-
al city to the North that shall not be named. 
Savannah may not always get the spotlight 
in the Lowcountry, but please don’t mistake 
that for anything other than a proper South-
erner knows it’s rude to draw attention to 
oneself. It would just be unbecoming.
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Chadwell Dubose has guided in every trout mecca you can think of. For-
tunately for me, he decided to move back to Savannah and get dialed on 
the local redfish. The more dialed he is, the less I have to be. Check him 
out at talltidescharters.com.

http://www.epflies.com
http://www.epflies.com
https://www.facebook.com/epfliestm/
http://talltidescharters.com


https://www.redington.com/fly-fishing-waders/prowler-pro-boot?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=PROWLER-PRO-Fall19&utm_campaign=Wading
https://www.redington.com/fly-fishing-waders/prowler-pro-boot?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=PROWLER-PRO-Fall19&utm_campaign=Wading


Fur and feather matinee
Nate Hensley

SOBER
OCTOBER 
CADDIS

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/372209332


http://www.hunterbanks.com
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I see a lot of cow shit in the 
lowlands of the Appalachians. 
Smallmouth and trout chase my wooly bugger 
where the river cuts a pasture in half. In May, I 
stood downstream and watched a Holstein with a 
brown mask stop and drop an inordinate amount 
of offal that tumbled over itself past me like a foul-
hooked brown trout trying to escape.

Dog and goose shit clings to the bottom of my 
boots when I walk through lawns. If I don’t check 
my trail across the asphalt parking lot for yellow 
and green streaks, I’m likely greeted the next day 
with a truck cab saturated in the stench of scat.

Up-mountain, I take pictures of swallow-tailed but-
terflies fanning themselves on logs of coyote ex-
crement. The shit is so stuffed with hair I can only 
think of articulated streamers, and try to reason 
a connection among offensive lengths of fur and 
feathers and trout and butterflies.

400 Words on...
By Noah Davis
Illustrations: Peter Perch We eat, we evacuate, survivors that we are.

     -The Excrement Poem,
     Maxine Kumin
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Two falls ago, at a pond I fish 
for bream and bass, I flushed 
a grouse out of an autumn ol-
ive. The bird lightened itself 
as it cleared the cattails, and I 
watched as two bluegills nibbled 
on the comma-shaped scat. I 
couldn’t shake the realization 

that this was not the first time 
the fish of the pond had eaten 
shit. Of course, I had eaten 
these fish more than once, too. 
A good lesson in the binding na-
ture of commas hovering below 
the surface.

While crawling through a laurel 
hell to a brookie stream no wider 
than my 6’6” 3wt, I brought my 
hand down in a pile of deer pel-
lets. The sensation was not un-
like pressing my hand into a 
bowl of softened grapes, three or 
four loose ovals settling between 
my knuckles.

A turkey’s turd falling from the 
crown of a tulip poplar onto the 
forest floor sounds like a 

squirrel who missed a branch, 
violent and heavy.

I can tell the time of year and de-
termine fly choice by bear refuse. 
Spring’s tight clumps bound with 
fawn’s lean muscle: blue-winged 
olive. Summer’s dark purple 
pocked with raspberry seeds: 
royal wulff. October’s auburn 
pureed with downed acorns: elk 
hair caddis.

Noah Davis hunts and fishes along the Allegheny Front near his home in central Penn-
sylvania. His essays have appeared in American Angler, Southern Culture on the Fly, The 
Drake, The Flyfish Journal, Anglers Journal, and Fly Fishing & Tying Journal. Davis studies 
poetry at Indiana University.

We haven’t met Peter face-to-face yet, as he is Dutch? Netherlandian? Whatever they 
are in Amsterdam, so we can’t speak to the fact of whether he is actually a Perch. We 
can say that his stuff is about to be everywhere you look and we’re kinda happy about 
knowing him when. Check out and buy his work at peterperch.com.

http://peterperch.com


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


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


By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg

JAY JOHNSON

Spotlight On 
Special People: 
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The largess of Jay’s 
notoriety in the fly fishing 
world is only eclipsed by the 
kindness of his soul. I can’t re-
member the first time we met. It could 
be the weekend he gave me a tattoo in 
the back of a Tacoma, but since we have 
known each other I am always amazed 
by the depth of his empathy and the gen-
erosity he shows every person he comes 
in contact with no matter who they are or 
who they aren’t. It must be weird for every 
stranger you see at an event to know not 
only who you are but feel a sense of ac-
tually knowing you, even if just remotely 
through your videos. That kind of false fa-
miliarity would temper most people’s per-
sonality with a healthy dose of cynicism. 
Not Jay. People feel like they know him 
and he immediately reinforces that feeling 
with open arms as if you really had been 
on all those adventures with him.
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Jay’s film credits are long 
and punctuated by the 
fact that he was the one 
who was editing all those 
classics of the early fly 
fishing film days. Watch-
ing those old cuts, his 
eye for composition and 
sense of story are what 
separated the Anglers 
Exploration Group (AEG) 
and Motive Fishing stuff 
from the rest of the pack 
and propelled him and his 
crew all the way to the big 
time: Animal Planet. The 
show “Fish or Die” was 
only the most recent suc-
cess Jay has had pursu-
ing fish all over the world 
with nothing but his wits 
and general fishiness to 
make it happen. He’s been 
every weird place you’ve 
never heard of, but would 
definitely want to fish. His 
encounters with canni-
bals, drug runners, various 
beasts of the jungle, and 
many an armed man of the 
bush all but guarantees 
that he will never have to 
buy his own beer at a bar 

ever again. The tales of 
international intrigue and 
exotic fish is well worth 
the price of admission. 

If you ask Jay, though, the 
work he’s done for Indifly, 
teaching the vocation of 
guiding in under-privileged 
areas, and the creation of 
Pig Farm Ink (think grass-
roots fly fishing activism)  
are the best things he’s 
done in fly fishing. Both 
endeavors have allowed 
Jay to do what he was put 
on this earth to do—make 
people’s lives better with 
the radness that is fly fish-
ing (I’m paraphrasing here, 
but the essence is the 
radness). He’s been lucky 
to live a life in fly fishing 
that most men twice his 
age and a million times 
his bank accounts cannot 
claim. But if you ask him 
about all his wanderings, 
while unbelievably fulfill-
ing in their own right, have 
really just been the fuel 
to allow him to help other 
folks. 



Surprisingly enough, as long 
as Jay and I have known 
each other, we have never re-
ally fished together. Between 
his insane schedule and my 
general affinity for not get-
ting dysentery, we have yet 
to make it happen. I’m sure 
we will one day. I’ll either take 
him to a bluegill pond by the 
house with three weights, or 
he’ll take me to Africa. We’ll 
see. But, for someone I’ve 
never fished with, I’ve certainly 
woke up on a lot of floors with 
him, helped him build a barn 
to dry his hemp, and even took 
him on a fruitless hunt for the 
white squirrels of Transylvania 
County. I think that’s enough 
to know he’s a pretty special 
person in my book. But Africa 
would be cool, too. Just sayin’.



TALLTIDESCHARTERS.COM
SAVANNAH  |  GEORGIA

http://www.talltidescharters.com
http://www.TALLTIDESCHARTERS.COM
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SCOF RED TSHIRT
-PETER PERCH
$24

SCOF STORE
SOUTHERNCULTUREONTHEFLY.COM

https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
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Far From Home...

Photos: John Smolko
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http://www.floodtideco.com


TARPON | 2019

http://www.riversandglen.com
https://vimeo.com/191316180
https://vimeo.com/191316180
http://www.riversandglen.com


bench press
Scott Davis

2 minute
   minnow
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Scott Davis

I've gotten to the point 
that fishing dock lights is 
my drug of choice. In do-
ing so, I sleep a lot dur-
ing weird hours and have 
trouble focusing on any-
thing other than the next 
night and how the hell I'm 
going to get the hall pass 
from the warden. My solu-
tion: tie flies faster to save 
time for folding the laundry 
and doing the dishes be-
fore begging for one more 
night with your hoodlum 
friends. Here's how to 
save your marriage with a 
two-minute fly.

Material List:

Kona XSS (extra strong streamer) #4
Fish-Mask #5
5mm Living Eyes in Fire or Ice
1/8" Chocklett's Body Tubing
Marabou
Senyo's laser or fusion dubbing

2 minute 
   Minnow
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1 2 3 4

Step 1: Cut your body tubing to length and 
insert marabou feather (leave the feather 
stem protruding out of the other side). Se-
cure this assembly by first tying down the 
stem followed by the tubing, then trim.

Step2: Stack and fold a small clump of Se-
nyo's laser dubbing and tie in by its center so 
you have two folds veiling backwards.

Step 3: Repeat Step 2 to complete the bot-
tom and sides and tie off thread.

Step 4: Slide on a Fish-Mask and secure a 
thread dam at its front.

Tying/Fishing Notes: 

I generally fish this unweighted 
version under the lights on an in-
termediate line. A copper/ mottled 
version, the chartreuse/pink, and 
an all-white are my best producers 
for the lights. I've had good luck 
with low tide redfish with an all-
black version as well.



Scotty Davis has been a fly shop owner, guide, and now finds 
himself as the cruise activity director for The Flymen Fishing 
Company. No matter the title, he’ll always be Scotty D to me.

http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com


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


Boat People
Problems

By David Grossman
Photos: SCOF



138 S.C.O.F MAGAZINE 139S.C.O.F MAGAZINE

Hello, my name is Dave, and I’m 
addicted to boats. I started off boating 
way too young. My first boat was a green two-man 
pontoon purchased over the internet. From the 
moment I wrapped my fingers around the oars I 
was hooked. That small boat satisfied my itch for 
a few years, and life was pretty normal. I’d fish, I’d 
work, and I’d fish again. The problems really start-
ed a few years later in Colorado. The pontoon was 
no longer coming close to the high I needed. No, 
a drift boat would be needed to jack the serotonin 
in my brain beyond previously achieved highs. 
This purchase would be the first in a long line of 
financially questionable decisions I made based on 
boats. These bad decisions would not only affect 
me, but my family, friends, and fishing partners in 
ways that I am now just beginning to understand.

The purchase of my first drift boat was financed 
by my severance package after being laid off from 
my last job in Colorado at the beginning of the 
recession. Not once did it ever enter my mind that 
the severance money should be used for anything 
other than buying my first drift boat. Not moving 
expenses, not college funds, not even groceries. 
That money was destined to be converted into 
joy from the minute the ax fell on my career. Zero 
fucks given, that’s how it starts.
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I rationalized my complete lack of responsibility with grand plans of guiding and in my sick and boat-twisted head I 
had even convinced myself that my drift boat would start making money instead of sucking it out of my every orifice. 
The depravity of a boat-addicted brain has no bounds. While not healthy, this vessel represented a watershed mo-
ment in my life. I could have been happy with that boat and gone on to live a reasonably healthy existence. But one 
fateful trip to Arkansas sent me down the other path. That path was dark and marked with signs that read “Do Not 
Enter” and “Peanut Free Zone.” I blew past them without even taking notice. Jet boats are one helluva drug.
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The motor on my first jet cost more than 
my drift boat. It didn’t matter, I had to 
have it. Begging, borrowing, stealing; 
none of these were below me. I wanted 
to ass-slide around corners, drive over 
wet rocks, and scare the shit out of my 
friends. There was nothing that could talk 
me off that ledge. The only way to pry that 
tiller handle out of my hand would have 
been to sever it. But that jet boat became 
a psychedelic game of dominoes with one 
boat leading to the need for another boat, 
and another, until the last domino fell and 
I had a boat for every situation. This prop- 
and oar-fueled bacchanalian frenzy has 
now gone on for the past 10 years and left 
me hollow, with four boats in my yard. 

I currently have two drift boats, a raft, and 
a flats boat. The flats boat should have 
been rock bottom. I live in the mountains, 
and the closest flat to my house is four 
hours away. This cerebral fracture didn’t 
even register as just last week I bought 
the second drift boat. I now fully realize 
the depth and breadth of my depravity. I 
need help. I want help. I also want a new 
raft.

Editor’s Note: I am in no way trying to equivo-
cate buying boats to drug and alcohol addiction. 
Boats are way worse. Just kidding.
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stratergizing

Ye Olde 
Just The Tips 
Of Fly And Fish 

With 
Capt. Cornelius 
McGillicutty
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When tis the season of 
spawning, one must show extra care 
when wading, lest one might be a 
dick.

A proper inspection of flies both 
after fish and trees will save the 
servant a flogging.

Never trust a Frenchman with 
thy fishing hole or thy woman’s hole.
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If one sees foam than thy know 
thee is home.

When fishing amongst the 
savages, one must always 
remember to wear a condom 
made of lamb.

When putting on one’s 
pantaloons for fishing, the cuff 
must be stuffed into the stocking 
to guard against the pantaloons 
from creeping up one’s 
Canterbury.

Fishing a fly subsurface is the 
moral equivalent of kissing one’s 
cousin with one’s tallywhacker.
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When one’s cast goes foul, do 
not despair. Many a fine drift have 
begun with a mugwump’s touch.

Proper etiquette is of utmost 
importance, lest one wants to 
receive a proper drubbing about 
the head and the chest.

A mixture of petrol and paraffin 
does a fine floatant make unless 
one smokes. Then a disfiguring fire 
is your fate.



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