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We’re grateful. We’ve always had fly fishing to connect, comfort 
and console us. But gratitude isn’t enough. Now, more than 

ever, it’s time to stand for the waters we stand in and fight for 
a future of wild fish and wild waters—for everyone.

Join us.

It’s All
Home
Water.

Ella Paini and her mom, Millie, ponder the fly box before stepping into the Henry’s Fork  
for a mid-summer evening session. SEAN KERRICK SULLIVAN  © 2020 Patagonia, Inc.
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40% stronger than the premium competition.
29% stronger than our previous material.

Independent 3rd party lab tested.
Proven wet knot strength.

Trust the facts. scientificanglers.com

Introducing Scientific Angler’s Absolute Leader and Tippet.

*Competitive materials in no particular order: Rio Powerflex+, Rio Powerflex, Umpqua, Trouthunter, Trouthunter EVO

https://www.scientificanglers.com
https://www.scientificanglers.com
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Summer 2020

  A letter from Dave, "Trouble" is his first name...

My life of excess has finally 
started to come full circle. I 
now imagine each of my vices 
waiting in a long line to take their 
respective turns kicking me in 
the dick. There’s the 20 years 
of yellow American Spirits, the 
questionable chemical college 
experiences, but first in line 
apparently, is the beer and the 
meat. I’m not sure how much 
beer and meat you have to 
consume to get The Gout at 41, 
but apparently it’s exactly the  
amount I consumed. What started 
off as a broken toe, quickly took 
a left turn and ran squarely into 
a lifetime of very little will power 
towards the dark arts of barley 
and flesh. I was hobbled by 
my own awesomeness, and no 
amount of blaming the cow or the 
old red, white, and blue of a PBR 
can was gonna help me now. No, 
a round of steroids and a heavy 
anti-inflammatory did the trick 
a couple days later, but that’s 
not the point. The point is my 
most excessful indulgence is still 
lurking somewhere out there in 
the tallgrass just waiting to strike 
like a junkyard dog ordered to sick 
balls.

What is this excess of excesses 
you ask? Why yes, yes it is 

fishing. I’ve indulged more in 
fishing than I’ve drank, smoked, 
eaten, or screwed by a long 
shot. I have fished far and wide 
as well as near and shallow. The 
hours I’ve spent tying, scouting, 
reading, and writing about fishing 
are the only ones that outnumber 
the hours actually spent fishing. I 
have ghosted family events, quit 
jobs, and slept in the dirt. None of 
these things can be considered 
anything but excessive when 
measured against what is socially 
acceptable by today's standards. 
If inpatient fishing rehabilitation 
centers existed, I would've cycled 
in and out most of my life with 
nothing but dozens of relapses to 
show for my friends’ and family’s 
best intentions. I’m a fishing 
crackhead, a fish head, or a crack 
fish (it’s funny because it works 
both ways).

I have a pretty good handle 
on what the personal fallouts 
of fishing excess will be. 
Friendships, marriages, 
bankruptcy, dying alone on a river 
somewhere—these are things 
that have already been calculated 
into the equation. But so help me 
Lord, if I wind up with something 
called “tennis elbow,” I am going 
to freak the fuck out.
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with Dick Pickens
Haiku

The virus makes you sick.
The unknown will 
make you crazy.
Drink and fish post haste.

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://gloomisflyfishing.com
http://gloomisflyfishing.com
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deal
By matt smythe
art: Peter perch



When I was four or five, I watched my 
mother carrying me into the hospital. 
From above, like the blackbirds floating against blue, heads 
cocked, I watched.
Fading into and out of the dark.
The sun is barely over Bare Hill. Certain thoughts should not be 
given this much light. 
Summer is over at the speed I'm driving. 
This road heads south. 

At the end of this backbone will be the promised land, I'm sure. 
Signs in truck stop windows 
tell me on the way in, cleanest rooms. 
On the way out, please come again! 
I can't say I won't. 
I've been here before.

Oh to reach that promised land. 
Oh to drive until daylight's gone. 
Oh to drive all night. 
Oh to find cheap gas. 
Oh why the hell am I leaving? 
Oh road (you'd better be worth it). 

12:38am somewhere between Beckley and the Appalachians.
The waitress smokes between tables. 
Seven truckers use payphones. 
Two elderly couples are having eggs, toast and sausage. 
My coffee is half gone. The waitress slides over with a refill, 
winks. She never brought the bill. 
I left $2 and an empty mug. 



I don't drive through Fort Benning to my old 
barracks. 
I don't stop for cheap gas 
or to buy an air assault sticker from the US 
Cavalry. 
I do make a couple phone calls 
to answering machines. 
I forgot everything just across the bridge in 
Phenix City (Alabama). 
 

I was used to forgetting in these parts. I had 
been this way with Eric (road trip, Memphis). 
Graceland would set us free and his Honda 
Civic would get us there. 
He hadn't changed the oil in almost 10,000 
miles. 
It was dead Elvis week. We forgot about the 
Army. 
We drank all the way. We mocked the King.
We stumbled down Beale Street.

Beale Street at night. It hadn't moved, but 
something in me did. Everything did. 
I sat down on the curb. I was 100 years old 
right then. 

Dreams come. Almost always they involve 
great heights. 
Rooftops, cliffs, mountain tops, bridges. 
I'm always surrounded by people I know but 
do not recognize. 
There's always a woman. Always a woman 
there. 
I wake as she allows me to touch her. It is 
never daylight. 
This time I'm parked at an abandoned gas 
station. 

Columbus, Georgia. 
The old bar hasn't changed except for the 
employees. 
It's been 10 years. A beer for old-time’s sake. 
A second for the emptiness. 
It’s an off night. Stale and overwhelmingly 
quiet.
I wanted the place to be packed like it was 
when I left. 

Once I saw a gator snatch a deer by the head 
and drag it flailing into a small lake near here. 
We were fishing for bass in a 15-foot jon 
boat along a weed bed 50 yards from the 
explosion. 
The deer was quietly sipping at the shore. 
We left the water ringing with the growing 
concentric silence 
and blackbirds lighting out from the trees. 
Years later blackbirds still remind me. 

I was used to 
forgetting 
in these parts.



PRESENTATION & CONTROL. 
HANDBUILT FROM SCRATCH.
SCOTTFLYROD.COM • (970) 249-3180

Left over and full of nothing. That night I 
made a deal with myself over the toilet.
I had made this deal before with whiskey 
and beer. 
There's something empowering about 
making a deal. 
The finality is settling.

When sleep came, it was like I was dead. 
Blackbird-black and real quiet. 
I’d like to believe that. When you die 
nothing comes and gets you. 
Nothing snatches you away screaming to 
the fire and pain. 
When I die, I’ll just slip back into the dark 
like a bass returned to its shadows. 

https://www.scottflyrod.com
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Castaway Films, Grant Wiswell

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/441208829/4f6be1124e


https://www.redington.com/strike-euro-nymph-fly-rod?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=STRIKE-Summer20&utm_campaign=Rods
https://www.redington.com/strike-euro-nymph-fly-rod?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=CPM&utm_content=STRIKE-Summer20&utm_campaign=Rods


Fur and feather matinee
Bend-it Flies - Robbie Powell

ShrimpSlurpee

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
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By David Grossman
Photos: John Smolko

Cicadian Rhythm
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As we came off the plane on the 
opposite side of the channel from 
the jet boat, we figured these guys belonged 
to the Pennsylvania plates in the parking lot. It 
wasn’t surprising that guys would come that far for 
the periodics, and there’s no other reason to cast a 
fly rod on Philpott Lake besides cicadas. We would 
go to Pennsylvania for a decent brood. Imagine 
if the McRib was on a 13- and 17-year rotation. 
Probably worth the highway time. Catching the 
cicada hatch right is infinitely more pleasurable 
than shoving a boneless mound of rib meat 
pressed into a rib shape into your facehole. 

Customary waves were given, and we continued 
on to our destination at the back of the cove. We 
found them there yesterday before the afternoon 
storms ran us off. We got to Philpott too late. The 
difference between Friday and Monday proved 
to be a difference of inhibition. Fish that ate with 
reckless abandon had learned the hard way that 
their gluttony came with consequences. Not that 
there weren’t fish that still fell prey to faulty risk-
versus-reward calculations, but good carp fishing 
rings somewhat hollow when it should be great 
cicada fishing. By our fourth day, the carp started 
reminding me of an old prize fighter who’s been 
hit too many times. He’d still get in the ring but 
he’s clinging to the ropes, never willing to get hit 
again. After so many refusals, drive-by’s and never 
cared’s, I was wondering if we might be getting 
that same punch-drunk mentality. Losing breeds 
losing, and eventually you’d just rather not play. 
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For the last three months, I 
gathered research, prodded 
everyone I knew everywhere 
it might happen to make 
me their first call. I missed 
the last cicada circus in my 
backyard due to a lack of 
proper boat ownership. I 
squatted in a friend's 14 jon 
with a mini motor watching 
everyone else with adult-
size propulsion find monster 
cicada nomming grassies 
while we were still just trying 
to get across the channel. 
This time should have been 
different. I took my destiny 
into my own hands, acquiring 
an almost marriage-ending 
freshwater flats boat born in 
the salt. Never again would 
I spend a cicada emergence 
under-horsepowered. No, this 
emergence would not pass 
me by due to technical issues. 
We found an app that some 
college entomology department 
had created to track the 
emergences. At the end of May, 
I started checking the cicada 
app before I checked the news, 
weather, or my kids’ homework. 
I started checking guides in the 
expected emergence areas, 
scouting social media for bread 

crumbs to get a jump on the 
inevitable crowd that would 
be coming soon after the shit 
started to go down. 

Philpott Lake was identified 
and there was enough chatter 
on Instagram that Monday was 
chosen for our four-day sojourn 
to Martinsville, VA. We figured 
the work-week fishing would 
be the way to go to avoid the 
weekend hooligans driving 
as fast as they can on a jet 
ski only to repeat that same 
straight-line route in reverse for 
four straight hours before going 
home to beat their dog from 
the leftover adrenaline. There 
were also pontoons. (I fucking 
hate pontoons, unless I’m on 
one.) The hatch usually went 
on for a couple of weeks. All 
things looked right in the world. 
There was no way to know 
ahead of time that the small 
lake would have such a highly 
concentrated hatch, three or 
four banks on the entire lake. 
This cruel joke on the part of 
Mother Nature had conspired 
to produce very put upon fish 
on those banks a mere two 
days after the emergence 
cranked up.





This would be our last bank of the trip. With no expectations, we deployed 
the trolling motor and heard the familiar whir of the propeller kick on. By 
a blow down we spotted his golden scales moving slowly on a course to 
intercept the fly. With an overabundance of caution, he swam up to the hard-
bodied black morsel. We could see him open his mouth, and in that frozen 
moment I saw his Fu Manchu ever-so-slightly brush the fly, and then time 
resumed normal rules and he violently refused it like the last 20 had. Enough 
was enough. We pulled up the trolling motor and put our thoughts towards 
the road home. Exiting the cove, we came off plane as we approached the 
guys from Pennsylvania. As we idled by, one of them yelled over, “Hey, you 
guys getting whisker-fucked, too?” We all nodded our heads having never 
heard the term before, but knowing exactly what he meant.
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russ schnitzer

photos: russ schnitzer

still frames
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Photographs have always 
moved me. I suppose it began with the 
stacks of old National Geographic magazines in 
my great-grandmother’s basement. Each time 
I visited her home, I immersed myself in those 
pages, embarking on hundreds of journeys. The 
impact of those editorial excursions cannot be 
overstated. I came to view the world around 
me in still frames, but not simply as snapshots 
in time, but as emblems of a million intimate 
stories. It has always been about the stories.

I grew up in a rural corner of northern 
Minnesota, surrounded by farms, forest, 
swamps, and lakes. In my family, fishing wasn’t 
just a leisure pursuit. Fishing was fundamental 
to existence. Fishing was how I related to 
place and the nucleus around which the rest 
of life revolved. For me, fishing was also an 
exercise in constant refinement and evolution. 
Many anglers spend years going to the same 
spots, using the same methods—trapped by 
nostalgia or the indifference stemming from the 
contentment of just being on the water. I have 
always been hungry for more. More answers, 
more challenges, more experiences. I suppose 
that’s what led me to fly fishing. Why else would 
one choose to stack as many odds as possible 
against the actual catching of fish?
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I was 23 when I began teaching 
myself photography. I was given 
a Canon SLR with a 50mm lens, 
and I spent what little money I 
had on cases of slide film and 
processing. I didn’t get into it 
with the intention of shooting fly 
fishing, but fly fishing is what I 
spent most of my time doing, as 
did my friends. It didn’t take long 
for me to realize that attempting 
to tell fly fishing stories through 
photography provided personal 
gratification. Back then, outdoor 
journalism was dominated by hero 
shots. Grip-and-grins on almost 
every single cover. I tried making 
a few of those shots, and it left 
me feeling empty. The stories in 
my mind were not about individual 
dominion over a fish, but about 
the people and experiences 
surrounding those moments. 
Midnight road trips, sleeping in 
the dirt, cheap beer, shoestring 
budgets, blood and sweat. A 
sense of adventure, whether on 
the back 40 or in a different time 
zone. I also came to recognize that 
fly fishing and photography don’t 
necessarily go neatly together. One 
cannot simultaneously fish and 
photograph well. You may bring 
a camera along to go fishing, but 
you will invariably struggle with 
choosing between the two. Getting 
comfortable with those choices 

makes a huge difference between 
a satisfying day and a profoundly 
frustrating one.

While I’ve dabbled in full-time 
photography over the years, my 
career has been in non-profit 
conservation. That path has led me 
all over the country in a variety of 
capacities, and has also provided 
a wealth of photographic fodder. 
I currently oversee conservation 
grant-making in Colorado for the 
Gates Family Foundation. In this 
role, the importance of visual 
storytelling to further conservation 
efforts is constantly reinforced. So, 
too, is the significance of human 
stories.  I’m convinced now more 
than ever of the timeless power of 
the still frame. I still spend a lot of 
time fishing, particularly with my 
young son. But my photographic 
passion is connecting people 
with places and, perhaps most 
importantly, with other people. I 
hope that my photography can 
serve as a bridge of understanding 
between people’s vastly different 
places in the world, and help build 
an appreciation and respect for 
those diverse roles, values, and 
experiences. No matter one’s 
place in today’s society, we swirl 
among a sea of cultures and are 
constantly shaped by cultural 
influences. 
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Russ Schnitzer is a Colorado-based conservationist and 
professional photographer whose love for the landscapes and 
people of the American West shines through in all aspects of his 
life. Russ is the Senior Program Officer for Natural Resources at 
the Gates Family Foundation, one of Colorado’s most effective 
and generous conservation funders. As a photographer, Russ has 
worked with companies including Patagonia, R.L Winston Rod 
Co., Orvis, The Drake Magazine, The Flyfish Journal, and more.
schnitzerphoto.com

http://www.costadelmar.com
https://www.schnitzerphoto.com
http://schnitzerphoto.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
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Rand Harcz
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Rand Harcz

Hey, all you cool 
fly flingers. Hot 
Randy comin’ atcha 
with another late 
summer smallie snack. 
When the water gets 
low—and I mean real 
low—our bass get a 
little heeby-jeeby on 
all those big poppers 
you got in your box. 
Their sonic signatures 
are just too big, baby. 
Don’t scare that fish... 
catch that fish and 
be the man your lady 
always thought you 
were. Just remember: 
No matter what you do, 
don’t ever—and I mean 
ever—pop that fly once 
it’s on the water. You 
can’t be makin’ no 
ruckus when you’re 
trying to feed that bass 
Hot Randy’s Dirty “D”.

Material List:

Head: (1) Flymen Double Barrel Popper Head (small/blue)
Hook: TMC 9395Size 4 4x Long
Collar: Medium Cactus Chenille (Minnow Blue)
Legs: Grizzly Barred Fine Rubber Legs (White)
Flash: Crystal Flash (Blue)
Body: 2mm Foam (White or Blue)
Thread: 6/0 Damselfly Blue Thread
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Step 1:  Start thread behind the eye of the hook, and then 
wrap thread to barb of the hook, creating thread base.

Step 2:  Tie in 5 pieces of crystal flash.

Step 3:  Cut foam to the width of a hook gap.

Step 4:  Tie in foam ⅓ of hook shank behind the eye.
Wrap backwards to the barb. 

Step 5:  Fold foam forward and secure at barb initially 
with wraps and then further secure by creating a thread 
dam in front of the foam. The resulting foam loop will 
act as a float for the rear section of the fly, creating a 
delectable profile.

Step 6:  Overwrap thread at foam point with crystal 
flash and then advance thread forward over hook point. 
Lay foam down over the shank and secure as you did 
previously.

1 2

3 4

65
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Step 7: Repeat step 6 to create body segment 2 out of 3.

Step 8:  Repeat step 6 to create the final body segment.

Step 9:  Trim foam and crystal flash.

Step 10:  Tie in chenille.

Step 11:  Wrap 2-3 times and cut off excess.
 
Step 12:  Heat bodkin with lighter. 

9 10

11 12

87
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Step 13:  Create hole in the popper head with the 
heated bodkin.

Step 14:  Whip finish.

Step 15:  Apply adhesive to the thread base where 
the popper head will be situated.
 
Step 16:  Slide popper head onto hook.

Step 17:  Create hole with heated bodkin behind eye 
of popper head for rubber legs.

Step 18:  Pull rubber legs through the body with a 
bobbin threader or leg puller.
 
Step 19:  Pinch legs, apply downward pressure and 
trim to roughly length of the body.

17 18

15 16

13 14

19
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http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com
https://youtu.be/FPRKwOit3xM
http://www.instagram.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
https://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com
https://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com


SIDDCARPA

By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg

PART THREE

3
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Siddcarpa 
wandered away 
from the lake 
knowing he could 
never go back to 
the ways of the 
BASS circuit. Were 
tthere any debaucherous acts 
that he could imagine that he 
had not already committed 
three or 10 times over? He 
had bathed in the champagne 
of indulgence in ways that 
seemed like a distant dream. 
The only way to tell that it 
had really happened was 
the intense emptiness that 
was left in its aftermath. No 
snorting, drinking, screwing, 
and cranking of baits would 
give him any more spiritual 
satisfaction than he felt at 
that moment, which was 
less than he had ever felt 
before. He was tired and the 

thought of death seemed like 
a reasonable and satisfactory 
death. Like the thousands of 
dead largemouth he left in his 
wake of poor fish handling 
practices, it just needed to 
be over. If only one of those 
dead bass could drown him 
by holding his head in the 
water. 

Siddcarpa found himself at 
the banks of the great warm 
river he had crossed on his 
way to the lake. As he stood 
on its banks and looked 
into the muddy water, the 
nothingness he saw in the 
stained water reflected the 
nothingness he felt in himself. 
As his body gave way to the 
thoughts he had in his mind, 
he sank down with the intent 
of letting himself drown in the 
river, finally able to stop his 
search. There was nowhere 
else to go and nothing else to 
find.

The River

Part Three
Editor’s Note: Part 1 of Siddcarpa appeared in the Winter 2020 “Rumspringa" 
Issue of SCOF (pg. 114).  Part 2 Appeared in the Spring 2020 “In Absentia” 
Issue of SCOF (pg. 108) You can find the back issues on our website. 
I highly recommend you read Part 1 and Part 2 before reading Part 3. The reason 
I assume is self-explanatory.

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/scof_winter2020.html
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.com/scof_spring2020.html
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At that exact moment from 
deep within Siddcarpa, a 
sound began to form, and 
as this sound, this word 
began to rise up in him his 
lips began to purse and 
finally form the word out 
loud: Plop. This sound from 
his youth, of fish eating off 
the surface, began to course 
through him. With every 
plop he realized the error in 
his wish for death. His spirit 
was revived and he knew 
he once again must seek 
enlightenment. This was not 
the end, but a mere stop 
on his journey. This internal 
awakening was only a flash 
of clarity, and Siddcarpa 
collapsed, uttering “plop” 
incoherently as he fell into 
a deep sleep where he lay 
on the banks of the river. He 
had no dreams and slept 
for a great period of time. 
When he opened his eyes it 
was as if he was a new man. 
Not only was he rested but 
he felt that this sleep had 
allowed him to be reborn 
into himself as a child. 
Curious, at wonder with the 
natural world and once again 

ready to learn all the lessons 
the water had to teach. As 
his eyes raised up to meet 
the day, he saw a monk of 
Megalops sitting across 
from him. It did not take 
Siddcarpa long to recognize 
his old friend Govarden. It 
was clear Govarden had not 
recognized him. They both 
had aged since the last time 
they saw each other.

Siddcarpa thanked 
Govarden for watching over 
him while he was asleep, 
and Govarden gave him 
a gentle admonishment 
for choosing such an 
unorthodox place to 
slumber, seeing as he must 
be a bass fisherman judging 
by his attire. It was only then 
that Siddcarpa realized he 
still was still wearing his 
Berkley jersey and blonde 
mullet. With Siddcarpa 
awake, Govarden wished 
him farewell and left to join 
the rest of the monks of 
Megalops. Siidcarpa wished 
Govarden goodbye by name, 
which gave Govarden pause.



122 S.C.O.F MAGAZINE 123S.C.O.F MAGAZINE

“How do you know my name?”

“You do not remember your best friend Govarden?”
With that Govarden finally recognized Siddcarpa. His 
shock at seeing his old friend in the garb of a BASS 
angler was visible.

“Siddcarpa, you have made many changes since we 
last saw each other.”

Siddcarpa told his friend of his fame and wealth on 
the lake. How he had taken part in every carnal and 
depraved behavior known to men of the lake, and 
how it had left him hollow. He also told Govarden 
of his new found desire to continue on the path to 
nirvana, but he didn’t yet know where that path would 
take him. After a while Govarden left his old friend 
a bit more confused by his friend and his seeming 
aimless path.

Siddcarpa’s heart was warmed by seeing his old 
friend’s sun-worn face. As he walked down the banks 
of the warm wide river, its meandering water eased 
his pace. He noticed the damselflies dipping their 
backsides in the water, a mulberry tree dropping its 
fruit, and under that tree a golden ghost ate the fruit 
as it fell, making a distinctive plop sound as it ate. 
Siddcarpa felt strongly that he needed to spend more 
time on the warm wide river.
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The Boatman

Siddcarpa walked 
upstream, taking 
notice of how the 
river was always 
moving but water 
always remained. 
He was entranced by the 
transient stability of the 
river and took comfort in 
it. Eventually, Siddcarpa 
remembered the old Boatman 
who had taken him across the 
river. He recalled his kind old 
face, and the sense of peace 
he had in the boatman’s 
presence. Siddcarpa decided 
he must seek out the Boatman 
and learn more about the 
golden ghosts and the river 
they called home. Later that 
day, Siddcarpa reached the 
Boatman’s hut. 

“Venerable Boatman, would 
you be kind enough to take 
me across the river?”

The Boatman was somewhat 
shocked that a wealthy man 
from the BASS lake dressed 
as richly as he was, had 
walked upon him with no 
truck or glitter boat in tow. 
The Boatman, of course, 
obliged. As they began to 
cross the river, Siddcarpa told 
the Boatman that although he 
had no  money for the ride, 
he would happily give him all 
of his UPF-rated, self-wicking 
clothes. 

“You want to continue your 
journeys in the nude, sir?” 
the Boatman replied to the 
unusual proposition.

“Actually, what I most desire 
is to take on the flip-flops 
and loin cloth that adorn your 
body and stay with you to 
learn the secrets of the golden 
ghosts, and the river where 
they choose to spend their 
existence.”
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The Boatman looked at Siddcarpa, and the 
thought of him naked sparked his memory 
and he remembered the man when he was 
younger and a monk of Megalops. The 
Boatman realized the river and the fish 
had spoken to this man like it had him so 
many years ago. There was also something 
about Siddcarpa, an inner willingness, that 
reassured the Boatman that Siddcarpa was 
also ready to listen. 

The Boatman told Siddcarpa that he could 
stay with him on the river, sleep in his hut, he 
would teach him to ferry the boat, and they 
would fish for the Golden fish when the fish 
would allow it. But first the Boatman wanted 
to hear the tale of Siddcarpa’s life up until 
this point. As they pulled into the opposite 
bank, Siddcarpa began to tell the Boatman 
everything he had experienced as the son of 
a trout fisherman, and then his wanderings 
with the musky tribe. From his tales of musky, 
he transitioned to his studies at the feet of 
Megalops, and finally his time on the lake and 
the vacuum left behind his time spent flipping 
frogs and juicing baits. Siddcarpa’s tale went 
on long past sundown. Throughout all of it 
the Boatman leaned his back on a tree and 
let the entire tale wash over him. He did not 
speak, nor ask a single question. Siddcarpa 
was amazed at the Boatman’s capacity to 
listen. To listen without judgement, opinion, or 
even as much as an ambiguous sigh. Telling 
his story to the greatest listener he had ever 
met acted as a cleanse for all of Siddcarpa’s 
remaining burdens, longings, and regrets. 
After a  moment of silence, the Boatman said 
that it was late and they should sleep.
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Govarden

Siddcarpa lived on 
the river for many 
years with the 
Boatman. He learned the 
ways of the warm wide river, 
how to run the boat between 
its banks, and when there 
was time, he would sit on the 
banks of the river with the 
Boatman, rods at the ready for 
any sight of the Golden carp. 
Even when they would see 
one cruising lazily up the bank, 
the Boatman would silently 
motion to Siddcarpa to let him 
pass. The Boatman did not say 
much, but the little he did say 
taught Siddcarpa that every 
carp should not be cast to. 
Siddcarpa must learn to listen 
to what the carp is telling him. 
The subtle tip of a tail, or a 
swirl of mud. That carp is ready 
for the encounter. As the river 
has secrets to tell, as well do 
the fish if one is to only devote 
himself to listening to it. 

Over the years, the two men 
guided the boat between the 
banks of the river thousands 
of times, always listening to 
the river, the fish, and their 
passengers. Their passengers 
had an immediate sense of 
the pair’s great capacity for 
listening, and would unburden 
themselves to two poor 
Boatmen whose only riches to 
speak of was their silence. 

The Boatman eventually grew 
too old to traverse the river 
or watch and occasionally 
encounter the golden carp. He 
informed Siddcarpa his path 
had come to an end, and he 
would walk alone in the woods 
till the end. Siddcarpa told the 
Boatman he understood, and 
that like the river and the fish, 
he would come back in one 
form or another. Years passed 
and Siddcarpa continued his 
residence on the river, feeding 
the occasional carp when one 
told him it was ready to eat.
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Siddcarpa became very old on the river, and one day a monk of 
Megalops came to the banks seeking passage across. The monk was 
as old as Siddcarpa, but his face was immediately familiar to him as 
his old friend Govarden. As they crossed the river, Siddcarpa said, 
“Many years ago you happened upon a lake fisherman sleeping on the 
banks of this river, do you remember?”

With these words Govarden immediately recognized his friend in this 
grizzled old visage. 

“Siddcarpa, my old friend you have spent all these years on this river? 
You must tell me what you have learned from your time here. Have you 
found enlightenment? Nirvana?”

As they disembarked on the other bank, Siddcarpa invited Govarden 
to sit by his fire at the hut. Siddcarpa told Govarden that he no 
longer followed any teachings of others to the fish that swim in water. 
Although he took no teachings, he had spent these years listening to 
all that the river and the fish had to tell him. From this, he had gained 
wisdom that Govarden would consider full enlightenment, but that he 
considered to be a wisdom of all natural things and the interconnected 
web that binds them all. Furthermore, this wisdom he now understood 
could not be taught to others as others were unable to receive this 
wisdom. 
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This wisdom I have is not the same as knowledge. 
Knowledge can be gained, bought, and taught to anyone. 
Wisdom carries a much higher price.....
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Govarden was perplexed by this, “Siddcarpa, if 
you have through our experience the wisdom you 
claim, you just teach it to me, I am willing, nay I am 
devoted to listen to all you have to teach me of this 
natural world.”

Siddcarpa was silent for what seemed like hours 
and when he spoke he told Govarden, “This 
wisdom I have is not the same as knowledge. 
Knowledge can be gained, bought, and taught 
to anyone. Wisdom carries a much higher price, 
the price of devoting oneself to what the river, the 
ocean, or the lake bestows upon the quiet soul 
who is willing to spend their life listening instead of 
questions and proselytizing.”
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Govarden found these thoughts strange, 
but out of deep deference to his old 
friend and the aura of nirvana that now 
surrounded him, bent down to kiss the 
head of his old friend and first mentor. 
As Govarden’s lips gently touched 
Siddcarpa’s forehead, he was struck by 
a vision. The vision snatched him from 
the present and every fish that swam 
anywhere began to flash before his 
eyes. Tarpon, musky, trout, bonefish, 
bass, carp, thousands and hundreds of 
thousands of fish passed before him all 
separate but somehow together in one 
long blur of scale and fin where time 
ceased to exist.

As quickly as it came, it passed. 
Govarden bowed deeply to his friend as 
tears flooded his eyes and softened the 
dirt around him.
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Sanity in the Summer of 2020
CLOSE TO HOME:

Photos: steve seinberg
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SCOF STORE
SOUTHERNCULTUREONTHEFLY.COM Southern culture on the fly

https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
https://southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
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I would love to offer a positive outlook 
at this point. A light at the end of 
the tunnel. But the truth is that most 
Americans don’t want to hear what I have to 
say. "It’s a hoax. A conspiracy." It’s getting 
ignored so that you can hang out with 
your friends or have your annual summer 
beach trip. The truth is that America’s 
response to this pandemic has made us a 
laughing stock and subject of pity around 
the world. A quarter of my co-workers have 
fallen to this virus. I’m still standing by 
some miracle, but I’m working overtime and 
stressed to the max to make the supplies 
last until the end of a pandemic that will 
only cease when people acknowledge that it 
even exists. I scream into the darkness…
there’s no reply...

This is not a joke. It isn’t satire, nor any 
form of deception. This is a physically, 
morally, emotionally, and spiritually 
exhausted man pleading to you from his 
keyboard. Please, for the sake of your 
family, mine, and everyone in between: Stay 
socially distant.  

I almost sank a boat 10 miles off the coast 
of Charleston, SC, once. I made it home 
safely without sinking the boat. The only 
way I was able to pull that off was to 
accept the fact that the boat was indeed 
going down and address the problem head-on. 
We are sinking — do something about it. 

The Penultimate Page P.S.A.
 with Mike Benson

“Life is a near-death experience.” 
– George Carlin.

As a younger man, I adopted a fatalistic 
approach to life fairly quickly. I assumed 
that only old people died, and if I were 
to get into a situation where death was a 
possibility that I’d have some heroic exit 
strategy or divine intervention would 
save me. Basically, like all young people, 
I thought I was immortal.  

Immortality is a weird thing. The 
strangest thing about it? It doesn’t 
actually exist. Many people only discover 
this fact, however, by getting really close 
to death, and that’s a shame. 

The COVID-19 crisis is real. It is not a 
hoax, nor some political ploy. I, Mad Mike 
Benson, your quarterly voice of reason 
(or at the very least the guy at the tail 
end of your fishing Ezine), can tell you 
as much because in my “real” life, I’m 
an ICU nurse. As I write this, a full-
blown COVID-19 outbreak continues to grow 
here in South Carolina. Our hospitals 
are filling up, and we’re running out of 
nurses to take care of patients. I watch 
people die routinely now, with no family 
members beside them. No last words, no 
peace. Just me, or one of my co-workers 
trying our best to give them a good way 
out. 
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