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s a g e flyf i s h .c o m

 When we introduced our first-of-its-kind Sealed Carbon 

System it was a revolution in reel technology. Many have 

followed, but our new Spectrum family stays one evolution 

ahead. Our Sealed Carbon Drag – featuring numbered 

micro-adjustable detented drag sett ings in a single 

revolution – delivers unmatched reliability, repeatability  

and precision whether stalking the smallest spring creeks  

or wading legendary saltwater flats. Housed by fully 

machined, forged and tempered 6061-T6 aluminum, each 

member of the Spectrum family is solidly built with the 

detailed craftsmanship that defines Perfecting Performance.
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 From the Editor’s desk...                                                    to your bathroom.

Fall 2017

If you are a wildlife officer in a coastal 
area, please don’t read any further. If 
you insist, please understand I am only 
half kidding. 

What’s next in fly fishing? That is the ques-
tion that’s burning up the brains of every 
product developer holding an inter-office 
nerd meeting in the industry. Where do 
we go from here? How much lighter can 
rods get? How breathable can waders be 
without making them invisibly waterproof? 
What can you make a boat out of that’s 
stronger and lighter than Kevlar? There 
has to be an end to it. There are people 
out there right now, fishing to species I’ve 
never even imagined. Arapaima, tiger-
fish, milkfish, these are words that had no 
meaning to me as little as a year or two 
ago. I am only an amatueur soothsayer, 
but when I read my cards, and examine 
the chicken bones, I only see one thing left 
to do. That thing is dolphin. Flipper, your 
reckoning is nigh.

It is my understanding that a lot of people 
like dolphins. We are not those people. 
They eat redfish, they sexually assault us, 
they are the highly intelligent rats of the 
sea. I have no moral qualms about stab-
bing one in the face with an 0/7 hook and 
then releasing it to molest another day.

Why would anyone want to catch a dol-
phin? If I were so inclined, it would be 
for the challenge that prey this intelligent 
would provide. This was unequivocally 
proven by Ice-T, in the movie Surviving 
The Game. A dolphin is like a human of 
the sea, so the whole moral equivalency is 
a moot point. Now down to nuts and bolts 

of it. We already have the rod and reel 
technology to catch marlin, and one would 
think that musky fly technology could pro-
duce a large enough mullet or rat redfish 
pattern that would fit the bill. I’m thinking 
16-20”, and articulated at least 17 ways. 
Now here is where we depart from what 
we can do today. Due to their impressive 
mammalian intelligence, we will have to 
use invisible flouro in the 60-80 lb range. 
Leader invisibility is key and uncompro-
mising. I also think some sort of scent 
would have to be employed. Mr. Dolphin 
hunts with his nose as much as he does 
his sonar. Which brings us to our next ad-
vance: the fly would have to give a realistic 
sonar ping. The density of materials would 
be exacting, yet doable when our best 
and brightest minds put their brains to the 
grindstone. The last and possibly most 
important factor we lack in catching a dol-
phin is some sort of communication signal 
emanating from the boat to fool them into 
coming close enough for a reasonable 
cast. Imagine trolling sonic teasers from 
the back of the boat.

Catching the first dolphin on fly will be like 
our sport’s moonshot. Yes, we will have 
conquered the smartest animal in the sea, 
but the technological trickle-down will 
change the way we fly fish for generations 
to come. So I invite guides, manufacturers, 
and amateur dolphin haters from all over 
the world to join us in our quest to catch 
the first dolphin on fly. For if we don’t exer-
cise our dominance over this aquatic rival, 
we will continue to look over our collective 
shoulders, making sure that Flipper isn’t 
lurking with foreplay on his giant mind.
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with Knox Cambell
Haiku

Sam’s Gap at sunrise
Cows, Pal’s, slurps 
without vowels
Tiny dries, trout sighs

http://www.howlerbros.com


Form follows fishing.
Built with ultralight fabrics for comfort and breathability in the hottest conditions, our technical sun 

protection clothing helps you keep your cool when the mercury—or adrenaline—really starts to rise. 

Six days of travel stripped to a few frenzied seconds: on Sudan’s Red Sea coast, Josh Gallivan comes 
tight to a bluefin trevally while Stu Harley and Mike LaSota look on. Russ Schnitzer © 2017 Patagonia, Inc.

http://www.patagonia.com/shop/fly-fishing
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Unhappy Letters to the Editor...

Letter to the editors
Dear Editors,

I am a fly fisher who just happens to be 
female, and I’m writing to address David 
Grossman and his “Dock Box” piece, in 
the Summer 2017 issue #24. While I ap-
plaud the intent behind the article, at its 
core it perpetuates the very sexism and 
inequality it aims to address. I, too, have 
an Instagram rife with photos of fish caught 
on the fly. But unlike Mr. Grossman, I’ve 
never really thought about what any of the 
people happily brandishing their catches 
happen to be wearing in those photos. A 
bikini is a bathing suit, commonly worn 
in, on, and around the water. Unless she’s 
fellating the fish or otherwise engaged in a 
sex act, a picture of a woman in a bikini is 
not porn; it’s a picture of a woman, wear-
ing a bathing suit. To state otherwise is to 
inherently sexualize the female form, much 
like people who find women breastfeeding 
in public to be indecent, because boobs. 
Those women are feeding their children, 
not displaying their breasts. Similarly, when 
I get dressed to fish, I aim for comfortable, 
functional clothing. If it’s insanely hot out-
side, this may involve a bikini, because it 
suits the conditions. I don’t see how this 
either demeans me or takes away from the 
meritocracy, the passion, or the sheer joy 
of throwing a fly at a fish.

Mr. Grossman: Have you talked to any of 
the women whose pictures you find so 
objectionable? Have they told you they 
made their clothing choices “for the sole 
reason of revving [your] tiny lizard brains,” 
or is that an assumption you make when 
you see a woman in a bathing suit? Do 

you know that they “only fish in the loos-
est sense of the word,” or is that some-
thing you assume solely because of cloth-
ing choice? How covered does a woman 
need to be before you can look her in the 
eye? Are shorts too revealing? What about 
short-sleeved shirts, or [gasp] a tank top? 
Regardless, that problem should be yours, 
and not a reason for hand-wringing, oh-
dear, we’re-better-than-this articles like this 
one.

You write that you are the “father of a 
daughter,” and a man who fishes with 
women. If you truly want to be an ally for 

these (or any) women, I suggest that if 
you must think of their bodies, you try to 
think of them simply as their bodies, the 
only ones they have, instead of something 
sexual, there to titillate if not sufficiently 
covered. And maybe stop with the “fisher-
lady” thing, which is awful and makes you 
sound kinda sexist when you later write 
only of “great fly fisherman, and great fly 
fisherman.”

Sincerely,
Eily

Eily,

First and foremost I would like to 
thank you for writing us such a 
thoughtful note on the story, and 
even more so on women in fly fish-
ing. Surprisingly, this was the only 
letter we received on the article. I 
thought I would at least have gotten 
one decrying my miserable vissage 
donning a bikini. 
I would like to address a few of the 
points you made. First, I think the 
breastfeeding is a tangent here, 

but I personally have no problem 
with women breastfeeding in pub-
lic. I have two children and my wife 
breastfed both, sometimes in pub-
lic. I personally think the weirdness 
ensues when the child is 10 and still 
breastfeeding in public, but you are 
correct and that’s a personal opin-
ion of mine and this is America, so 
if a woman wants to breastfeed her 
teeenager in public go right ahead. 
Although since this is America, I’m 
still allowed to think that’s weird as 
shit. But I digress.

http://www.hatchoutdoors.com
http://www.hatchoutdoors.com
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Hello - I’m Keith 
_____ and com-
mented on your 
post. I’m not trying 
to be an asshole 
but I’m passionate 
about treating oth-
ers with respect. I 
was really surprised 
to see that post 
and wondered what 
Orvis, Patagonia, 
Simms... would 
think about having 
their brand associ-
ated with something 
that could be con-
sidered very insen-
sitive?

Of your 17.5k fol-
lowers I’m guessing 
you have at least 
a couple “gay” 
people, a parent, 
grandparent, broth-
er or sister of a gay 
person and they 
might also find it of-
fensive. 

I fish with a guy 
who is gay and he’s 
a damn good fish-
erman, but most 
importantly he’s 
a first responder, 
great person, and a 
human being with 
feelings so when I 
saw that I felt I had 
to respond and un-
follow the page. 

Anyway- I figured 
I’d share how I 
felt and hope you 
would at least un-
derstand my view. 

I loved your pictures 
and work but I felt I 
needed to share my 
views. 

Apologies for wast-
ing your time

Keith

Instagram comment

Keith,

You are not wasting 
our time. We always 
want to hear from our 
readers, the good and 
the bad. Both Steve 
and I also fall onto 
what we consider the 
extremely tolerant 
side of the spectrum. 
Honestly, the only 
reason I shade to that 
humor on occasion 
is that I feel some of 
our readers need to 
be more comfortable 
with an alternative 
viewpoint. Through 
humor, I hope that I 
can accomplish this. 
If you were offended 
by it, I am truly sorry. 
More so if you, or any 
of your friends, or our 

friends who are gay 
were offended by it. 
That was not at all my 
intention. I do feel, 
however, bridging the 
cultural gap by humor 
is not given enough 
credit these days. 
Thanks for bringing 
this to my attention, 
and please feel free 
to tell me whenever 
I’m being an insensi-
tive asshole, because 
I’m probably doing it 
unintentionally (hence 
the “insensitive” na-
ture of my asshole-
ness). As far as our 
advertisers go, we’ve 
never understood 
why they pay us any 
money anyways. 

- Dave

As fas as women wearing bikinis 
while fishing, I’m sure this hap-
pens but never on any fishing trip 
I’ve partaken in where women 
were fishing alongside me. I think 
the main reason for this is skin 
cancer. Every woman I know who 
fishes is just as worried about 
skin cancer as their male counter-
parts. This is especially true of the 
women I know in a saltwater envi-
ronment. They cover themselves 
in longsleeves, pant legs, buffs, 
hats and anything else to save 
them from the effects of UV rays. I 
also remember a famous photo of 
a female in the industry donning 
a bikini top holding a steelhead 
surrounded by snow, just saying. 
If a women wants to wear a bi-
kini while fishing, you are correct 
in saying that they should do so. 
I’m not Amish. My problem with 
it lies when the wearing of that 
bikini holds ulterior motives out-
side of comfort, self-image, or any 
number of valid reasons to wear a 
bikini while fishing. I just feel that 
it is often the case that said bikini 
is meant to garner favor among 
male fly fisherman on social me-
dia, and turning those social me-
dia affirmations into a more lucra-
tive position within the industry.
Now, I have not talked to every 
woman who has shown skin on 
the Internet while holding a fish. I 
did, however, talk to a lot of wom-
en in the industry who I respect 

(the term “Dockbox” was coined 
by one of them) in writing this 
article. Their concerns were the 
same as mine. I also at no point 
wrote this article with women as 
my target readership. The reason 
I wrote it to men was the fact that 
I fully understand that I have no 
business telling women what to 
wear when they fish or at any oth-
er time. I do feel that I am not on 
shaky ground telling men and our 
mostly male-dominated industry 
that we should support rewarding 
women who are flyfishing badass-
es more so than women who hold 
fish with nice asses. Yes, I know 
using the adjective “nice” in front 
of “ass” objectifies their ass, but 
I’m trying to make the case for 
the de-objectification of the ass, 
which may be unclear. Ass. 

If nothing else I’m glad we’ve fi-
nally started the conversation. 

- Dave

P.S. I have no excuse for the “fish-
er-lady” comment. My wife, who 
is also my copy editor, told me it 
sounded assholish and I didn’t 
listen to her. Not as an excuse, 
but that phrase was intended in a 
Jerry Louis “LLLAAAAAAADDD-
DYYYY” sort of way, and I just 
didn’t want to see the other side 
of the coin. Sorry.



The CRUX features our new Line Speed Taper, 
Angled Key Grip, and stunning aesthetics – 
which all work together to make it the best 
rod we’ve ever built.

INTRODUCING THE A L L  N E W

https://www.redington.com/fly-fishing-rods/crux?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=tablet&utm_content=CRUX5wt-Summer17&utm_campaign=Rods


By David Grossman
Photos: Steve Seinberg



Al started in with the trout setting shit before my foot even hit the boat. As soon as Steve 
mentioned a couple of days in Louisiana, I flashed back to the worst days of fishing ever. That’s actually a misno-
mer; the fishing was phenomenal for everyone else—my fishing skills in that marsh on those days, however, were 
the very definition of “shit show.” Al had been there to witness the second day of it. The only thing that kept me 
from committing hara-kiri with my nippers was knowing Andy, who had shared two of those miserable days on the 
boat, had fished just as poorly. So much so, he spent the 15-hour drive home muttering nonsense from the back-
seat about knowing how to fish. Over the years since then, Al made sure to remind me anytime I saw him. Exhibit 
halls from Atlanta to Orlando transformed into halls of horror as soon as I saw Al.



Driving down to Venice, I knew I was a better saltwater angler than the last time I was down there. Countless 
hours, dollars, and sanity spent in shallow salty water had told me so. I may not convert every shot, but my bat-
ting average was good enough for any AAA team in the grapefruit league. But as soon as I saw Al sitting on the 
boat at the dock, all that confidence and gained experience evaporated into the ether. I’m almost 40 years old, but 
when my father calls me a dumbass, I still feel like I’m six, standing over a puddle of silver model paint on his stone 
floors. I’ve never been on a run in Louisiana that took any less than 45 minutes—the first run from the dock on this 
trip felt like it took two days. Two days of me having a conversation with my brain, begging it to tell my body to do 
the right thing. I even promised my brain I would take better care of it if it would just give me this.



“When Venice is good, Venice is a freak show.”
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I gave Steve the first shot, and he promptly spot-
ted, cast at, and boated a 20-pound redfish. As 
I made my way to the pointy end of the boat, 
Al mentioned keeping the rod tip down. At this 
point in the morning, there was nothing else in 
the world I wanted more than to keep the rod tip 
down. We poled no more than 10 yards before 
a big red spun on my fly, and I kept the rod tip 
down. In the end that moment became pretty 
unevent- ful (well, as 
uneventful a 20-plus-
pound red- fish can be) 
because from that 
fish until the last fish 
I caught 48 hours 
later, I was redfishing 
beyond what I ever 
thought imagin-
able. The fishing did not require permit skills by 
any stretch of the imagination. Find a fish, put 
the fly in front of the fish, set the hook, get out 
of the way so Steve could double up, repeat. 
For two days. When Venice is good, Venice is a 
freak show. My last fish of the last day was on 
the way back to the dock. The school blew up 
underneath us and we cut the motor. I pulled line 
to cast, and within seconds a group of two was 
moving left to right. 

...from that 
fish until 
the last fish 
I caught 48 
hours later 
was redfishing 
beyond what I 
ever thought 
imaginable.
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-Two o’clock. You see them?
-Got ‘em.
-A big one and a small one. The one in the back is bigger, throw it 
to him.

As the bigger fish ate the fly and the smaller fish kept on swim-
ming, I felt pretty good about the way it had played out. When Al

said, “Ok, Grossman, you passed,” I felt pretty fucking great about 
it. I now fully understand that I wouldn’t have felt nearly as eu-
phoric without those horrible feelings all those many moons ago. 
As the great Tim Curry said in the movie Legend, “What is light 
without dark?”
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By Christian Fichtel
Photos: Alan Broyhill

Wild Things in Wild Places
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I’ve been called an elitist by 
those who know me best.  I 
didn’t buy it at first, but once you hear 
something a time or 20, you begin to 
believe it. It’s not that I look down on 
anything—I just find satisfaction in 
doing things a certain way. I have my 
reasons, of course, but I find these 
truths to be self-evident: that grouse 
should be shot with a 16ga. side-
by-side, anadromous fish deserve a 
swung fly, and brook trout are gener-
ally superior to all other salmonids. 

I maintain that there exists an im-
mense and lasting virtue in the pres-
ervation of native species. That things 
be left as nature intended is a goal 
worth pursuing even at great cost, 
and while we may have dominion 
over nature to a far greater extent 
than at any point in human history, 
our role is to protect and preserve 
rather than to subjugate. The life his-
tory of the Salmonidae family can 
be traced as far back as 20 million 
years, and more destruction has been 
wrought upon them in the last 100 
years than in all those millions before. 



“The cure is not a pill; it is 
trail miles, solitude, and the first 
soft light of morning as the sun 
crests a ridge and reaches down 
toward the forest floor. ”
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According to the Eastern Brook Trout 
Joint Venture, brook trout have been 
extirpated from about 90 percent of 
their native range. In the South spe-
cifically, I suppose we are fortunate 
that this number is closer to 40 per-
cent; about halfway gone, however, 
is still a damn shame. When a brook 
trout habitat is lost, many other native 
species follow. We don’t simply lose a 
fish; we lose our forests. 

I know that cure for my ills, the anxi-
ety and darkness that can sometimes 
tinge the edges of my world, can be 
found in the same places where brook 
trout can be found. The cure lies in a 
flushing grouse, the melting tracks of 
a just-missed black bear in the last 
snow of winter, and the cold waters of 
a brook trout stream. The cure is not 
a pill; it is trail miles, solitude, and the 
first soft light of morning as the sun 
crests a ridge and reaches down to-
ward the forest floor. 
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In A Sand County Al-
manac, Aldo Leopold 
wrote, “There are some 
who can live without wild 
things, and some who 
cannot.” I know only that 
I do not want to live in a 
world without wild things. 
These while things rely 
upon wild places, and so 
do I. Brook trout are but 
one small species, a frag-
ile, prehistoric jewel that 
the fortunate are able to 
encounter in our South-
ern mountains. They are, 
however, part of a much 
larger community of wild 
that we, as advanced pri-
mates slipping ever fur-
ther from our past, can-
not afford to lose. 

“Brook trout are but one small species, a fragile, prehistoric jewel 
that the fortunate are able to encounter in our Southern mountains.” 



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


http://www.hunterbanks.com
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bench press
Drew Chicone

CAPT. STEVE BAILEY’S

The No Name Shrimp
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Drew Chicone

In the winter months when the 
water temperature has cooled, the 
tempo of life in the backcountry 
seems to slow down with it. In 
my experience, the fish appear to 
prefer smaller meals and they are 
moving around at a more leisurely 
pace. Once the sun is up over the 
mangroves, there is a magic hour 
when you find lethargic bonefish, 
redfish or very large trout in some 
places, just sitting over the grass 
in less than a foot of water. If you 
have good light and you’re paying 
attention, you can make them out 
before they spook and change zip 
codes.

The key to closing the deal on 
these loafing lunkers is presenting 
them a modest offering that lands 
on the water nice and soft and 
doesn’t sink very fast. This time of 
year, tiny 2-3” shrimp are plentiful, 
and I like to match the hatch with 
a small, lightly weighted shrimp 
pattern (the utility fly for most flats 
species). Convincing them to eat 
isn’t as hard as you would think—
you just have to slow down as well. 
The usual rapid-fire six-inch strips 
aren’t the way to go here. I vary the 
strip depending on how cold the 
water is, but generally keep it rela-
tively slow, with a long pregnant 
pause between strips. It should feel 
awkward and prolonged compared 
to what you’re used to. As the sun 
gets up higher later in the day, and 
the fish begin to warm up, you 
don’t have to drag it out quite as 
long. If the fish seem to be feed-
ing more actively, I speed up the 

retrieve slightly and hop it along 
with a shorter and more aggressive 
stripping motion, but I continue to 
pause slightly longer than usual to 
let the fly sink for a second or so. 

When it comes to choosing pat-
terns, there are countless shrimp 
flies out there, and at first glance 
most of them look pretty similar. A 
pair of bead chain eyes, a barred 
Kraft fur tail and a palmered feather 
will get the job done, but usually 
only once. After the first fish you 
hastily land, the now chewed and 
unraveled “guide fly” has to be 
retired. Taking a little more time 
and thought to craft more durable 
creations will often save you time 
when the fish are feeding and 
increase your productivity when 
it counts. The tricky part is keep-
ing the balance between durability, 
castability, and sink rate. Any fly 
can be globbed up with epoxy and 
within minutes, it becomes an ex-
tremely durable “chuck ‘n’ duck,” 
and therefore loses its castability 
and soft presentation.  

When it comes to a soft landing, 
easy-to-cast bomb-proof utility fly, 
I haven’t found anything that even 
comes close to Capt. Steve Baileys 
No Name Shrimp. It may look simi-
lar to other shrimp patterns, but it 
is most certainly not your standard 
shrimp. His purposely selected 
materials and techniques transform 
this standard looking shrimp into 
the ultimate backcountry utility fly 
and a must-have in your wintertime 
fly box.

Capt. Steve Bailey
The No Name Shrimp

Materials List:

Hook: Mustad S71SNP-DT, Size 4
Thread: Beige Danville 210 waxed Fly Master Plus
Eyes: Medium brass bead-chain
Ribbing: Kevlar thread
Legs: Grizzly saddle hackle
Tail: Sand Pseudo Hair
Wing: Beige Aunt Lydia’s yarn dubbing
Flash: Tan Krystal Flash
Adhesive:  Loon Outdoors UV Fly Finish Flow 
                   Loon Outdoors Hard Head Clear
Weed guard: 15lb Hard Mason monofilament. 

Steve Bailey in Biscayne - circa 1980’s
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Step 1:  Start the thread at the eye of the hook and wrap back 18-20 turns (approximately 1/4”, make 
sure you have room for a weed guard in front of the bead chain eyes).

Step 2:  Secure the bead chain eyes with a series of figure-eight and doughnut wraps. A “doughnut” wrap 
is what I call making a few wraps around the base of the eyes, passing the thread underneath the dumb-
bell eyes, but over the top of the hook shank. This really helps to keep the eyes from spinning around the 
hook.

Step 3:  Directly behind the bead chain eyes, tie in the tip of the Kevlar thread that will be used as a rib. 
(A rib is a an extremely durable material that is used to protect or add durability to a less durable material. 
Often time a piece of wire is used to add a little flash to a fly while providing added weight and durability. 
For clear water fishing scenarios or when you want the color of the under material to show through, clear 
vinyl ribbing is used to enrobe. The more used to enrobe, the more delicate material.)

Step 4:  Make a figure-eight wrap around the bead chain eyes with the Kevlar thread and then cover the 
thread by wrapping rearward with the Danville 210 to the bend of the hook. This will lock the Kevlar rib in 
place and keep it from pulling free when palmering later. Move the Kevlar bobbin out of the way while you 
work on the fly. 

Step 5:  Cover the thread wraps with a thin layer of head cement.

Step 6:  Cut a pencil-size hank of Pseudo Hair and pinch the bundle at its middle. Pull free any loose 
short fibers from the trimmed end. Measure the tail of the fly so that it extends beyond the bend of the 
hook approximately two-and-a-half hook lengths. Trim away the excess butt ends and tie in directly 
behind the bead chain eyes. Press the material down with your index finger or thumb to disperse the 
material evenly around the hook. Once in place, secure with several tight wraps, covering the butts of the 
material with an even layer of thread.

Step 7:  Double over the thread four strands of tan Krystal Flash at their middle. Pinch one leg with your 
thumb and index finger and the other with your middle and ring finger, creating a V with the flash. Position 
one leg on each side of the fly and secure in place with four to five wraps. This technique will save you 
some time, ensure that your flies are symmetrical and that the flash will not pull out. 

Step 8:  Step cut the strands of flash (trim at different lengths). Staggering the lengths takes a little longer, 
but it will give the fly a more natural look in the water. What you actually see glittering in the water is the 
tips of the flash, so you want to spread out the distance between cuts.

Step 9:  Cut several sections of beige Aunt Lydia’s rug yarn at varying lengths, 1/2” to 1-1/2” and sepa-
rate the fibers of the yarn to create a dubbing. Hareline Dubbin makes a set of oversized wire brushes es-
pecially for blending dubbing, but you can use two pieces of velcro (hook sides) or a couple of dog brush-
es if you have them. Simply work the precut sections of yarn back and forth between the two brushes. 
Within seconds you have perfectly prepared dubbing. At the bend of the hook, tie in a pinch of dubbing at 
its middle, onto the hook shank and parallel to the hook. 

Step 10:  Using your index finger, middle finger and thumb, pull all the forward facing tips of the material 
back onto itself and secure with seven to eight tight wraps. This will add some bulk to the underside of 
the wing and keep it from sagging when the fly is riding in the hook point up position.

Step 11:  Pull off the bobbing six to eight inches of thread. Lightly dub five to six inches of the thread.

Step 12:  Palmer the dubbed thread forward, covering the shank of the hook. Figure eight around the 
eyes and make 1-2 turns in front of the bead chain eyes and remove any excess dubbing from the thread.
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Step 13:  Trim away the woody butt end of a grizzly saddle hackle, leaving you with the long 
supple tip of the feather that will not split when palmered. The barbs of the feather should be 
approximately 1/8” longer than the hook gap. Tie in the butt end of the feather directly in front of 
the bead chain eyes.

Step 14:  Whip finish in front of the eyes and cut away the beige Danville thread.

Step 15:  Flatten the Kevlar thread so it does not cut into the dubbed body. (It should still be po-
sitioned at the bend of the hook.)

Step 16:  Palmer the grizzly saddle rearward over the dubbed shank of the hook until you reach 
the tail. Tie off the tip of the feather with the Kevlar thread and continue winding forward, ribbing 
the body of the fly and locking the feather in place. 

Step 17:  Once you have advanced the Kevlar in front of the bead chain eyes, whip finish and cut 
away the Kevlar thread with side cutter. DO NOT USE YOUR SCISSORS! Kevlar is way too tough 
and will dull or damage your scissors very quickly.

Step 18: Trim away the excess tip of the grizzly saddle sticking out beyond the bend of the hook. 
If this portion is long enough, you can use it on the next No Name Shrimp. If not, I like to save 
them for over wings on bonefish flies or claws on crabs.

Step 19: Using a brown Sharpie, bar the tail on both sides of the hook every quarter-inch.

Step 20:  Cut a three-inch piece of 15-pound hard Mason monofilament and flatten both ends 
with a pair of pliers. 

Step 21:  Turn the fly over in the vise hook point up and reattach the Danville 210 thread in front 
of the bead chain eyes.

Step 22:  Give the monofilament post a half-turn or twist away from you and pull the other flat-
tened end down beside the first on the far side of the hook, creating a loop. If you don’t put the 
twist in the monofilament, the loop will not stand up straight and will be cocked off to one side. 
Secure in place with several tight wraps of thread over both flattened ends.

Step 23:  Pull the loop upward so that it’s perpendicular to the hook shank and make one wrap 
behind the loop and then another in front of the loop. Repeat this process four to five times. Whip 
finish.

Step 24:  With a pair of side cutters, cut the loop at it’s middle. Pull the weed guard backward 
over the point of the hook and trim the two monofilament posts slightly in front of the barb of the 
hook. If you trim the posts too short, they will not be effective. Flatten the ends of the posts with 
a pair of needle-nose pliers and bend the flatten tips backward slightly. This will insure that there 
are no burs in the monofilament that will catch grass or other debris. Coat the exposed thread 
with a thin coat of Loon Outdoors Fly Finish Flow or two part Epoxy. 



World-Class Expeditions in the  
Brazilian Amazon 

www.Nomadic Waters.com 

Drew Chicone is one of the 
most prolific and talented 
saltwater fly tiers of our 
generation. Drew has col-
lected the last 10 years of fly 
tying into a three-book col-
lection of patterns, tips, and 
techniques for permit, bone-
fish, and tarpon flies. At 900 
pages total, this collection is 
a celebration of Drew’s pat-
terns that we have come to 
love and rely on.
There is no doubt in our 
minds that this collection 
will become as ubiquitous 
as the dictionary on every 
saltwater fly tyers’ desk. 
www.saltyflytying.com

http://www.nomadicwaters.com
http://www.saltyflytying.com 
http://www.nomadicwaters.com
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southern salt

Photos: Steve Seinberg
Foreward by David Grossman



We can debate that the Southeast is the best place to fly fish in the world. (It is, by the way.) 
The one thing that no one unfortunate enough to live anywhere else can argue is the sheer miles of coastline and the 
diversity of that coastline we are lucky enough to call home. From redfish in the marsh to tarpon on white sand flats, 
we got the goods. Steve and I have been lucky enough to ride the magazine’s success to many of these Southern 
salt locales over the years. A retrospective seemed the only logical next step. The following pages will take you from 
the Outer Banks of North Carolina to the Mississippi Delta of Louisiana and everywhere in between. Do yourself a 
favor and go to these places as soon as reason and opportunity permit.



Mosquito Lagoon, FL Charleston, SC



Indian River Lagoon, FL Indian River Lagoon, FL



Charleston, SC Charleston, SC



Everglades, FL Everglades, FL



Cocoa Beach, FL Cocoa Beach, FL



Florida Keys



Biloxi Marsh, LA Hopedale, LA



Homosassa Springs, FL Chiefland, FL



Cocoa Beach, FL



Biloxi Marsh, LA Beaufort, NC



Florida KeysCharleston, SC



https://vimeo.com/227742018
http://www.floodtideco.com


THE SCOF GEAR 
FALL ISSUE GIVEAWAY
Check our Facebook page 
for details on how to enter

http://www.waltersflyrods.com
https://www.facebook.com/SCOF2013
http://www.captainsforcleanwater.org
http://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com
http://www.facebook.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
https://youtu.be/mlBrd-JCbds
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stratergizing
Scott Davis

‘TiDES
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Tides were one of those 
things we actually did 
learn about in school, but 
it was around 7th grade, 
and paying attention in 
a science lecture was as 
hard then as it is now. 

The gravitational pull of 
the earth, moon, and 
sun determine the tide. It 
never changes and can 
be predicted as far into 
the future as you care it 
to look. All saltwater fish 
are bound by the tides—
fish a killer flat on the 
wrong tide, and you’ll be 
waiting. Right place, right 
time. It’s easy to nail half 
that equation, but figur-
ing out your odds and 
getting better every time 
is elemental.
     
 
In the shallow grass flats 
of the southeast, redfish 
are king quarry. From 

what they eat, to the 
predators they are avoid-
ing, tides rule their world. 
During the peak of the 
high tides, areas of uni-
form depths of mud and 
grass are covered with no 
more than a foot or two 
of water, making prime 
haunts for prey (and thus 
predator). Small bait-
fish, shrimp, and crabs 
can only fight the cur-
rent temporarily and are 
forced into these areas. 
The fiddler crab that bur-
rows in these often dry 
areas are a favorite food 
of not only redfish, but 
sheepshead and black 
drum. The areas they live 
in are only flooded for 
a few hours, so the fish 
enter as soon as they 
can, well before the tide’s 
peak. Get there early: it’s 
better to wait and not 
miss anything than to be 
late for the party.

“What was once a submerged oyster bed or 
acre of flooded grass, full of protection 
for shrimp, small fish and crabs, becomes a 
suicide swim to remain shallow and unseen.”
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As the water drains out, it washes baitfish 
and shrimp to the edges to areas where 
they are easily ambushed. The refuge of the 
marsh dwindles, and less water means fewer 
places to hide. What was once a submerged 
oyster bed or acre of flooded grass, full of 
protection for shrimp, small fish and crabs, 
becomes a suicide swim to remain shallow 
and unseen. If we think like a redfish, we’ll 
seek out these places where there’s nowhere 
to run. Stay on the edges and find key plac-
es like pockets or points where prey items 
would likely be. Fish are also generally more 
spooky, as they are exposed to their major 
predators like dolphins. So stay stealthy in 
your approaches (think bead-chain eyes and 
soft landings).
      
If you’re trying to catch shallow-water 
gamefish, stay shallow, right? Sounds easy 
enough, but be careful on falling tides until 
you learn the area and your route to deeper 
water, or you will have a few hours to reflect 
while stranded.
      
Do your homework and check the tides in 
advance if you’re planning a trip. Pick a 
week with higher high tides and/or lower low 
tides to up your chances. A good tide chart 
will show you the tides in relation to the sun-
rise/set, etc., so you can plan accordingly. 
Here is where it can get tricky if you let it.
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In South Carolina, there are 252 tide 
stations that measure the height and 
flow of the tides. If you try to learn 
what this means for you, your hair will 
fall out and your anger and frustration 
will scare children and small animals. 
Make it easier on yourself and oth-
ers, and pick a central tide station 
as a resource and forget learning all 
the tide heights at certain places. For 
example, in Charleston Harbor (my 
preferred tide station, as it’s on the 
news, in the paper, etc.), if it’s a six-
foot-high tide at noon and I know that 
six feet will flood all the areas north 
and south of town, I can disregard 
the fact that it actually takes 7.2 feet 
to flood that flat down south and 6.9 
feet for those up north...it’s all rel-
evant to that six footer in the harbor. 
Times are different than heights, but 
times don’t change. The peak of the 
tide can be several hours later upriv-
er, so just remember the change for 
where you are—they are listed in the 
back of tide books or the bottom of 
charts and remain constant.
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Once you know the tides and where you are fishing, the weather pat-
terns can play a role in the tides as well. Websites such as NOAA’s, 
have charts that show the actual versus predicted tides and can be 
very helpful. Where we fish in the lowcountry of South Carolina, a 
strong Northeast wind will push more water onto the flats. This small 
increase can turn a mediocre day of fishing the high tide into a ban-
ner one. Small amounts of water can have a big influence on your 
success on the flats, but your knowledge of the tides is the first step 
in shortening the saltwater learning curve. 

Join Today. Protect Tomorrow.

www.btt.org

stewardship | research | education | advocacy

http://www.bonefishtarpontrust.org


Fur and feather matinee
Rich Strolis

the simple Minnow

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/242372567
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http://www.tuckflyshop.com
http://www.tuckflyshop.com


The Adopt-A-Fly 
Guide Program
By David Grossman
Photos: Rand Harcz
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There are few 
things in life that 
are undeniable: The 
sun will rise, the trees will 
shed their leaves in the 
fall, and inland striper eat 
bait better than they do 
flies. There’s no arguing 
these things even though 
a lot of us wish the last 
wasn’t so. So what’s a 
striper fly guy to do? You 
can spend months on the 
lake and get less feed-
back from fish than the 
bait guys will in one ses-
sion. The answer to this 
conundrum is somewhat 
counter-intuitive in a pris-
oner’s dilemma kind of 
way. You befriend the bait 
guy and sponge up as 
much knowledge as he’s 

willing to give. I under-
stand that this logic goes 
against every grain of our 
fly fishing souls. I, myself, 
have even designed a 
“Bait Sucks” T-shirt in the 
image of my favorite Red 
Sox shirt. What I have 
learned in befriending 
the bait crowd is this ri-
valry/hatred we have of all 
things bait is a completely 
one-sided deal. Bait guys 
don’t hate us. Their feel-
ings toward us can best 
be described as curious 
indifference. At worst, 
they just don’t think about 
us. So put away your bi-
ases and learn something 
about stripers. Hug a bait 
guy. Jon Oody did, and 
he’s loving every minute 
of it.

 “I understand 
that this logic 
goes against 
every grain of 
our fly fishing 
souls.”
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Bill Davis, or “Melton 
Hill Bill” as most know 
him, has a reputation so 
storied that I assumed 
he had to be a crusty 
Hemingway character 
who was just as likely to 
catch big stripers as he 
was to breathe a breath. 
Much to my amazement, 
Bill happens to be my 
age (not too young, not 
too old) and has built this 
reputation on the backs 
of huge stripers for only 
the past 10 years. What’s 
even crazier is that Bill 
has only been guiding 
for 10 years. For those 
of you who don’t troll ev-
ery striper board in the 
South, Bill is kind of like 
the Boogeyman and El-
vis all rolled into one. The 
dude constantly produc-
es striper that are bigger 
than the imagination can 
process. It doesn’t hurt 
that his namesake lake 
system, Melton Hill, has 

quietly become a land of 
giants. But in this land of 
giants, Bill, who can’t be 
more than 5’6”, stands 
the tallest. 

When Jon Oody returned 
to his hometown of Knox-
ville from a stint guiding 
in Colorado, his mind and 
heart were immediately 
given over to apex spe-
cies. Instead of learning 
these fish in this fishery 
through sheer brute force 
trial and error, Jon chose 
a shorter but just as re-
warding path. He made 
a friend. Bill and Jon met 
at some Musky event, 
and after fishing together 
a few times, Bill realized 
that even though he and 
Jon went about their fish-
ing days using different 
implements, what lurked 
under the surface was the 
same for both of them. 
Big fish are better than 
small ones.





If you ask Jon, learning striper from Bill on bait makes him a better striper angler on the fly. If you ask Bill, being able to pass on his knowledge to 
a young guy who really gets it is the reward in and of itself. Either perspective you take, the friendship they built over stripers has everything to do 
with the fish and very little if anything to do with what’s at the end of the hook. 

The day all three of us fished together (on bait) was a lesson in striper behavior, patterning, and how to operate a balloon rig for me. Every time I’d 
look at Jon while Bill was holding court, Jon would be listening just as hard as I was. Knowledge is knowledge. Arrogance means believing that 
because we fish on fly, knowledge should be shunned from people who don’t fish the same way we do. So next time you see that bait guy at the 
dock, don’t turn your back on him. Buy him a beer, give him a hug, and maybe if you’re lucky he might adopt you and you’ll actually learn some-
thing. Unless he’s fishing trout on bait. That shit’s just lazy.





http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com


SCOF Blueliner Tshirt
Glow in the dark ink
$20

http://www.southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
http://www.southerncultureonthefly.bigcartel.com
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