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Lateral Multi-Pore™  
Sensor Technology
800 times more sensitive than human
touch, easily detects sloppy casts.

BROWN TROUT 2018 MODEL

ECO-CALIBRATED

TrueStream Camo Finish
Unique pattern provides ability to blend in,
making for a difficult target.270°

Hydra Optics
Wide angle of ultra-clear vison makes
it easy to spot stealthy predators.

T-Bud™ Dietary Discriminator
Suspicious feeding instincts protect from
falling victim to millions of fly patterns. 580 TECHNOLOGY

FISHING’S MOST ADVANCED SUNGLASSES

IS YOUR TECH UP TO THEIRS?

http://www.costadelmar.com
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SCOF Spring Fluffer

Photo:  Chiefland, FL  - March 2018, Steve Seinberg



Photo:  Homosassa, FL  - May 2018, Lacey Kelly



Photo: Watauga River, TN - February 2018, Rand Harcz



Photo: Indian River Lagoon, FL -April 2018, Steve Seinberg



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.

O n e R evo l u t i o n  S e a l e d  C a rb o n D ra g

/  SPECTRU M MAX
   H e av y- D u ty  Fe a tu re s

B i g  Wa te r, 
B i g  M e a ty  Fl i e s 

/    SPECTRU M LT
    Li g h tw e i g h t  Fe a tu re s

S tre a m e rs  to  Nym p h s ,  
S t i l l w a te rs  to  Ta i l w a te rs

H a tc h  M a tc h i n g ,  
Tro u t  S ta l k i n g
Fa l l  S te e l h e a d i n g

/  SPECTRU M
    M u l t i - a p p l i c a t i o n  Fe a tu re s

/  I ntro d u c i n g

SPECTRUM FAMILY

https://www.sageflyfish.com/products/reels/core?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=tablet&utm_content=SPECTRUM-Family-Spring18&utm_campaign=Reels
https://www.sageflyfish.com/products/reels/core?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=tablet&utm_content=SPECTRUM-Family-Spring18&utm_campaign=Reels
https://www.sageflyfish.com/products/reels/core?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=tablet&utm_content=SPECTRUM-Family-Spring18&utm_campaign=Reels
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• Easily roll into 8" x 13" stuffsack 

• Fully featured but weigh just 26 oz

• Innovative seamless packable booties

• Durable single-seam construction
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The lightest and most innovative waders we’ve ever made. 

Getting to remote water often means keeping your kit as small and light as you can. 
With a low-bulk design that rolls into a compact stuffsack, our all-new Middle Fork 
Packable Waders are the ultimate fully featured waders for the backcountry, warmer 
water or streamlined travel. Fine-tuned through three years of R&D, they’re the 
lightest, most packable and most innovative waders we’ve ever made. 

http://www.patagonia.com/fly-fishing.html?utm_source=Banner&utm_medium=SCOF&utm_campaign=Middle%20Fork%20Packable%20Waders
http://www.patagonia.com/fly-fishing.html?utm_source=Banner&utm_medium=SCOF&utm_campaign=Middle%20Fork%20Packable%20Waders
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https://www.scientificanglers.com/product-category/fly-lines/amplitude/
https://www.scientificanglers.com/product-category/fly-lines/amplitude/
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  A letter from Dave, editor and walking insurance claim...

Spring 2018
My rivers are blown, my carp flats are cold, 
and the wind on the coast has yet to take its 
final breath, so I know it must be spring in the 
South. Since nature’s annual rebirth has con-
spired to keep me off the water, I have decided 
to take up a different tack in this, our quarterly 
fireside chat. Every spring, a new class of se-
niors leaves the bosom of academics and en-
ters the harsh cruel world of adulthood. Every 
spring, a subset of these seniors will go forth 
into the world with the hopes of making a life 
for themselves in fly fishing. An even smaller 
subset of these future fly fishing professionals 
will, for some odd reason, contact me look-
ing for answers to the impossible question of, 
“How does one make a career in fly fishing?” 
Well, let this serve as the answer to every one 
of you young dreamers with flies in your eyes 
and nothing in your pockets.

As best I can see there are really only a few 
options. The first option is to marry rich. The 
source of the wealth is secondary in this equa-
tion—the important part is that your spouse 
has enough money to cover your childish be-
havior. Not having a boat payment makes life 
easier. Not having to earn as much as the guy 
mowing your lawn is a first-class ticket to Easy 
Street. Now to the secondary factor in the 
whole marrying above your means proposal: If 
your spouse has family wealth, you might be 
able to make this photography thing happen 
long-term. On the other hand, if your spouse is 
one of those ambitious types (think doctoring, 
lawyering, business tycoon-ing) who has cre-
ated his/her own wealth, well then your days 
are numbered, my friend. Your awesomeness 
will eventually be outweighed by their resent-
ment for spending their hard-earned money 
on your latest pipe dream. Enjoy every minute 
of your rad fly wallet company, because this 
might be the only chance you ever get. 

Moving down the option list, we come to in-
heriting money, trust funds, and general family 
wealth. This one is kind of self-explanatory, so 
I won’t spend too much of your time on it, as 
odds are it’s not you. I will say this, though: If 

this option describes you, I hate you and your 
rich face. Unless you want to be friends and 
pick up the tab. In that case, you’re cool.

Now option number three: Get two jobs. One 
in fly fishing and one that actually makes mon-
ey. This sucks I know, but this is the sacrifice 
a lot of us make. We do something that sucks 
so we can also do what we love. There are a 
lot of guides, media types, and small company 
owners who fit this bill, myself included. The 
reality is that the fly fishing industry is at best 
small and at worst a hobby industry. When 
the pie is small, the slices are often unsustain-
able. I think fly fishing guides should be paid 
like brain surgeons. Unfortunately, reality gives 
zero fucks what I think. So if you want to be in 
fly fishing yet you still want the other trappings 
of a successful life as they may be, my best 
advice is to go get yourself a real job. For most 
of us this as good as it’s ever gonna get, even 
though it’s still just meh.

The last option for you to exercise your youth-
ful exuberance in the fly fishing industry is 
pretty simple. Accept poverty as your fate. 
This option is not for the faint of heart. Not 
having shit can be a tough road to ho. Perpet-
ual motion will be your M.O. as well as con-
tributing to your B.O. Couches and ketchup 
packets will be your room and board. At some 
point you will probably ask if it’s cool to camp 
in my yard for a few weeks. I will say no. But, 
once the shackles of compensation are bro-
ken, all kinds of awesome shit can happen. Be 
everywhere when it’s at its best. Answer to no 
one, because no one of the opposite sex will 
tolerate you. Live in your truck so you never 
have to leave the water. Maybe even sell some 
weed to finance your next Keys trip. It doesn’t 
matter because poor and happy is still happy.

In conclusion, I hope this is of some help to 
those poor, wayward souls whose correspon-
dence I never bothered to answer. As for those 
of you who are just opening your ideas to the 
reality of your new world, go forth and don’t 
prosper.

photo: Rand Harcz
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with Anthony “The Rugman” Esposito
Haiku

The Diddle

Shimmy shimmy pause
Diddle diddle 
sweep stop
Chaos commences

http://www.howlerbros.com


Built to the unrelenting 
specifications of professional 
fishing guides, the IMX-PRO 
series is comprised of 15 
purpose driven designs to 
meet the performance 
demands of modern 
frfreshwater fishing. Striking 
the ultimate balance of 
handsome appointments, 
positive feel, and unflinching 
durability, IMX-PRO is a 
game-changing addition to 
the serious angler’s quiver.

NEW PRODUCT SHOWCASE WINNER

http://gloomis.com
http://gloomis.com
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I did not know 
Bernard “Lefty” Kreh 
on a personal level. 
I interviewed him once. I saw him at 
almost every major fly fishing show 
I went to from the time I was a child 
up to the time of his passing. I read 
his books. I fished his deceivers. 
Since his passing, people who were 
close to Lefty (there were many), 
have written tributes to a man 
whose legend on the water was 
only outshined by the reality of his 
kindness to all. At the mention of 
his name, countless people I have 
met will share a story of Lefty fixing 
their cast, regaling them with one 
of his countless tales of fish and fly, 
or even teaching their child how to 
tie a fly. No matter what form these 
memories take, it is easy to see that 
moment made possible by Lefty’s 
generosity is one of the most cher-
ished of any angler’s fishing experi-
ence. This love and admiration is 
truly unique because it is equally in-
tense in those who had one chance 
opportunity to meet him as it is with 
those who knew him for a lifetime.

Lefty’s generosity with his time and 
wisdom knew no bounds. I never 
saw him avoid anyone, be short 
with a stranger, or even roll his 

eyes after what must have been the 
8000th picture of a fish someone 
showed him on any given day of 
his public life. His generosity tran-
scended this handshake and con-
versational aspect of his life though. 
It was the underlying foundation of 
the way he taught fly fishing. Sim-
plicity is inclusion. If we teach fly 
fishing in a simple, straightforward 
way, more people will learn and 
hopefully share in the joy it brings. 
The simplicity of this idea obscures 
the visionary fact that it didn’t exist 
before Lefty. The “let’s make a big-
ger tent” mentality is what I believe 
to be Lefty’s most generous gift to 
all of us, stranger or friend.

Since Lefty passed, friends and I 
have often circled back to, “Who 
is going to be the next Lefty?” The 
only answer we’ve come up with 
is: no one. At least not in our life-
time. I don’t think we’ll ever see 
someone with his combined pas-
sion, innate knowledge, work ethic, 
and once again generosity. For that 
reason alone I feel duty-bound to 
say: Thank you, Lefty. Thank you for 
making everything better for all of 
us. Thank you, from those of us that 
didn’t know you, for making it pos-
sible to feel like we did. Thank you.

image: Peter Perch

- David Grossman



https://www.redington.com/fly-fishing-reels/id-reel?utm_source=SCOF&utm_medium=tablet&utm_content=iD-Spring18&utm_campaign=Reels


By David Grossman
Photos: John Smolko

THE GREAT CARPON MIGRATION
WHAT IF WE TREATED THE MUCH-MALIGNED CARP LIKE THE MUCH-REVERED TARPON?
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Every spring the warm water 
rivers and impoundments 
of the Southern United 
States bear witness to 
one of nature’s greatest 
phenomenons: The Carpon 
Migration. From the mysterious 
depths, they arrive, fanning out amongst 
the mud flats to sun, root, and cruise. 
Scientists believe water temperatures and 
libido are the key catalyst in this migration, 
but not much more than that is understood. 
To this day, we are still trying to understand 
where the carpon go during the winter, 
and if they hibernate like a fish-version of a 
bear. The only thing more mysterious than 
the carpon’s winter habits is the devotion 
they inspire in the faithful anglers who 
stalk them spring through summer aboard 
makeshift boats on man-made waters. To 
these intrepid enthusiasts, the carpon truly 
lives up to its name: the Golden Queen.
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Most anglers’ nighttime dreams fill with images of clomping carpon, 
but the few who are lucky enough to take the field with these scaled 
gladiators are never the same for it. How could one be? Their vacuum 
cleaner mouths, odiferous aroma, and greased watermelon viscosity leave 
no doubt of the regal status amongst man’s fishing queries. In the pre-
spawn period of a Southern spring, the carpon is as wiley as it is majestic. 
Seen fish very rarely convert to fish on the rod. You may see hundreds 
of opportunities slip through your fingers in a day’s expedition. Precise 
casting, innovative fly patterns, and just a touch of duck food will increase 
your chances of dancing the “Carpon Calypso,” but prepare yourself 
for an empty dance card. As any noble fishing pursuit, the difficulty of 
catching carpon is one of their main attractions, as no true

accomplishment can be appreciated without great periods of failure 
paving that golden road to success. 

Once the fishing gods smile upon you, you have the privilege of feeding 
a carpon the fight that ensues, which can only be described as an epic 
battle of man vs. beast locked into mortal kombat. You will doubt you 
have the resolve to weather one more run at some point during the tussle. 
This is when an angler truly discovers his/her mettle. You must reach deep 
into your reservoir of intestinal fortitude and fight that carpon as if it stole 
your 401k in some sort of poorly organized Ponzi scheme. Anything short 
of everything you have is not enough. If you do have what it takes to win 
the war, you will be rewarded with sticking your fingers in between those 
silken rubber lips and claim that you have arrived. No one, no one can 
take that moment away from you. 

Anything short of everything you have is not enough.





MOVING PICTURES
Brett Winchel and Matt Crockett

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/268508937
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I harken back to my own first carpon 
experience. I was a young 15, when I had 
my first introduction to the Golden Queen. 
Like any royal meeting, I was left on my 
knees. The morning started as any other. 
Fog blanketed the cove, only periodically 
jabbed at by the flotsam and jetsam 
collected on the water. The sun had just 
broke over the far tree line illuminating a 
beautiful specimen lazily slipping in and 
out of the shadow line. Everything but 

my knees went still. With the repetitive 
nature of a sewing machine, my heartbeat 
matched my knees. It was all I could do 
not to look away as if it was some sort of 
beautiful artifact too good for my pauper 
gaze. I summoned all my training in the 
yard to that point and managed to lay the 
fly mere inches away from her rubber-
lipped mouth. She inhaled the fly, wrapped 
me around a dock and left my life as quickly 
as she had come into it. In that moment, 
once the heartbreak had subsided, I chose 
to devote the rest of my days to pursuing 
what I believe to be the most noble and 
worthy adversary that swims. 

Like any royal 
meeting, I was 
left on my knees.



I hope all of you will one day be able to participate in this 
migratory battle that the Golden Queen lustily provides 
to Southern anglers every spring. If you do, please make 
sure to respect this, our most valued aquatic resource. 
They are the queens of the flats, after all.



The Anatomy of a Sucker Grenade Photos: John Smolko



NEW

Photo by Stephan Dombaj

HATCHOUTDOORS.COM

http://www.hatchoutdoors.com
http://www.hatchoutdoors.com


BRING IT ON

watch the video

http://www.floridaoutdoorexperience.com
https://vimeo.com/224687654


GUIDED TRIPS AND TRAVEL 

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

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


bench press
Harris Whittemore

tHe Kitchen Sink
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Harris Whittemore

This fly here is what I call the Kitchen 
Sink, because of all the materials 
used. Now this is an effective redfish 
pattern that’s probably just like a mil-
lion other redfish patterns, so whoever 
is reading this saying, “Hey, I invented 
that fly 10 years ago,” you’re probably 
right, and I’m sorry.  Let’s be honest, 
though. It’s very rare that a new pat-
tern gets invented these days. Most 
“new” patterns that show up on your 
Instagram or Facebook feeds are just 
riffs and remakes of past patterns with 
maybe a new material or two. I tie this 
pattern in a natural color combo like 
the one in this step-by-step for clear 
and clean water. When fishing in dirty 
or sediment-filled water, I like to tie 
it in a purple and black combination. 
So, here we go…

The Kitchen Sink

Materials List:

Thread:  Veevus 8/0 Tan
Hook:  Gamakatsu B10s sz 6
Eyes:   Lead Dumbbell eyes 
Claws:  Metz magnum hackle tan and grizzly
Egg Sack:  Senyo’s laser dub
Body:  Finnish Racoon
  Sparkle Braid, Fl. Hot Orange and Tan
            Metz Magnum Tan Hackle 



1 2 3

4 5 6

6a 7 8

9 10 11

12 13 14

Step 1: Put your hook in your vise and attach thread. Move your 
thread back until it starts up the bend of the hook.

Step 2: Take a small amount of Senyo’s laser dub (Fl. hot orange) 
and twist a tight rope of dubbing on to your thread. Then wrap the 
dubbing rope around the hook in a criss-cross fashion, creating a 
ball of dubbing on the hook.

Step 3: Select two smaller sized tan hackle feathers and two grizzly 
feathers of the same size.

Step 4: Lay one tan feather over one of the grizzly and tie them 
in with the natural curve of the feathers going out, just behind the 
dubbing ball that your created along the side of the hook.

Step 5: Repeat the same process as in step four on the opposing 
side of the hook, and then trim off the excess.

Step 6: Cut a medium-size clump of Finnish Raccoon, then tie it 
just behind the feathers. Use your fingers to spread the Finn around 
the shank of the hook. Tie down tight and trim off waste.  

Step 7: Advance your thread up the hook and tie in your lead eyes, 
size depending on water depth and current you’re planning on fish-
ing. Once your eyes are tied in, create a tapered thread body.

Step 8: Tie in a Piece of Fl. Orange Sparkle Braid and wrap forward 
to the lead eyes and tie off.  

Step 9: Select two more matching tan hackle feathers.  Hold them 
by the tip and stroke the fibers downward so that they will lay out. 
Then tie in the feathers just behind the Finn Raccoon. 

Step 10: Tie in a piece of Tan Sparkle Braid right where you tied in 
your feathers. Advance your thread to just behind the eyes.

Step 11: Wrap the Tan Sparkle Braid forward in wide wraps so the 
orange braid underneath is still exposed. (Is this step really neces-
sary? Probably not, I doubt the fish care, I just like the contrast it 
gives the underbody.)

Step 12: Palmer your two hackles feathers forward to the eyes 
while brushing the hackle fibers back with every wrap. Tie off the 
hackle, trim off the tips and all the fibers on the top side of the 
hook.

Step 13: Take three rubber legs of your choosing (Silly Legs) and 
tie them in just behind the lead eyes, folding them in half to create 
six legs in total. Pull the legs back toward the back of the fly and tie 
down. 

Step 14: Tie in another piece of your Fl. Orange Sparkle Braid, ad-
vance your thread in front of your eyes, then criss-cross the braid 
around the lead eyes and tie off just behind the eye of the hook. 
Whip-finish your thread and you’re done.



The man, the myth, the legend, Harris Whittemore moves like 
an apparition from salt flats to cold mountain trout streams. 
Few people actually know him, but those who do consider it 
an honor. No matter what the weather or water conditions, 
he always finds fish. This comes from a life devoted to noth-
ing but fly fishing, if that means working odd jobs to put gas 
in the car, sneaking into campgrounds for a place to sleep, or 
stealing the leftovers from the dumpster behind the local do-
nut shop, then so be it.  A true fish bum, Harris walks the path 
most can only dream about. 

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


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


http://www.hunterbanks.com


Photos: Willy Le
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Willy Le’s photography 
proves my long-held 
belief that everything looks 
better from the top of the 
poling platform. Being in the 
right place at the right time is 
just as important as any other 
photography skill. With Willy 
calling the Space Coast of 
Florida home and perpetually 
being on the water, it seems 
like he’s got the whole time 
and place thing pretty dialed 
in. At least, judging by his 
photography. What truly amazes 
me about this former competitive 
skateboarder (besides the fact 
that he’s a former competitive 
skateboarder) is that these 
snapshots of time, which 
transcend paper and ink, are his 
daily views. If only we could all 
see the world daily through a 
guide’s eyes.
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Capt. Willy Le is one of the Space Coast’s and 
Mosquito Lagoon’s top guides and is now also 
hosting trips at Bair’s Lodge in South Andros. This 
makes Willy a very busy man. If you are lucky, may-
be you will secure a spot on the front of his skiff 
this year. Find more here: nativeflycharters.com

http://nativeflycharters.com
http://www.floodtideco.com
https://vimeo.com/252354203
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RODENT BANDAIDS

BRAID NEST

TOOTHPICKS?

INK

LIPSTICK

HAIR BRUSH

CHEATERS

FLY BOX MESS

HATS THAT PAY BILLS

FLAME

PLIERS

BEVERAGE ENHANCER

ANOTHER BELT

MINTS???

OPEN

LIP SAVER

MESS O’ LEADERS

HAIR CRABS

LOOSE CANDY

Dirt Bag
Capt. Lacey Kelly

“MICROSKIFF LOW LIFE”

CHARGE

CAMERA CARDS

HEAVY

SIGHT

DAMN BUGS

WOMEN STINK, TOO

DUST
EXTRA CLOTHES

BELT

WHAT’S IN YOUR BOAT BAG?

???

RAG PILE



http://captainsforcleanwater.org
http://captainsforcleanwater.org/product/annual-membership/


Drew Chicone
TOP SALTWATER FLIES
Bonefish . Tarpon . Permit

Reading with SCOF
By Allen Gillespie
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Fly tying as an endeavor 
resides somewhere 
between art and artifice. 
If one were up to the task, 
you might fit individual tiers 
somewhere on a continuum 
between the two extremes. 
There are tiers whose products 
are to be admired in a shadow 
box placed upon the wall, and 
there are tiers who bang out 
hastily constructed imitations 
that should immediately be 
dunked into a watery realm 
where only fish have the 
opportunity to pass judgement. 
Within this sequence, my 
flies fit squarely into the latter 
category. Drew Chicone’s 
patterns inhabit the entire 
region; buggy creations 
utilizing both conventional and 
unconventional materials whose 
subterfuge is art in and of itself.

In his new three-volume set, 
Top Saltwater Flies: Bonefish, 
Tarpon, Permit, Chicone man-
ages what must be considered 
somewhat of an anomaly in 
the digital age. In an era of un-
precedented distraction, he has 
produced a masterpiece of ty-
ing excellence for the beginner 
and expert alike. Both innova-
tive and fastidious, Chicone’s 
latest product leaves no stone 
unturned with easy-to-follow, 
step-by-step instructions for 
every pattern, explanations on 
new techniques and materi-
als, as well as the story of the 
genesis of a pattern and the 
ecology and habits of the fauna 
they imitate. These are not your 
father’s patterns (with a few ex-
ceptions), rather a study in the 
evolution of saltwater flies 10 
years in the making. 
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The first volume, Bonefish, starts with the ba-
sics on how to choose your vise and tools 
as well as an introduction to some of the 
standard techniques utilized on the patterns 
throughout all three volumes. Perhaps more 
informatively, it also holds a three-page chart 
that details the advertised and actual weights 
and diameters of all the lead eyes from all of 
the manufacturers. A tool you may not ap-
preciate in your tying infancy, but will learn to 
love as your tying evolves and you develop a 
more informed relationship with a flat on its 
different tides and in different weather condi-
tions. Following the logical order of progres-
sion of an evolving saltwater angler, Tarpon 
and Permit complete the set. Anyone who has 
been frustrated by the captious nature of both 
species will immediately appreciate the diver-
sity between Chicone’s selection of patterns. 
Chicone approaches fly tying from a different 
angle with unconventional techniques such as 
using a pasta cutter to slice uniform strips of 
foam.

Top Saltwater Flies sells for $250 for all three 
laminated hardcover volumes. Each book fea-
tures a patented Ring-O concealed-wire bind-
ing, which allows you to flay the book wide 
open on your tying desk without fear of dam-
aging the pages. Individual volumes cost $100 
separately, so buck up and buy the set. Every 
lodge, outfitter, and serious saltwater angler 
within 200 miles of the salt should be scram-
bling to include it in their library. Luckily for 
me, I just stole Steve’s…

Get more info and order here: 
http://www.topsaltwaterflies.com

http://www.topsaltwaterflies.com
http://www.topsaltwaterflies.com


World-Class Expeditions in the  
Brazilian Amazon 

www.Nomadic Waters.com 

http://www.nomadicwaters.com
http://www.nomadicwaters.com
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http://www.tuckflyshop.com
http://www.tuckflyshop.com
http://www.tuckflyshop.com


Backyard Bass
By Josh Hendry
Photos: Steve Seinberg
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I have never lost sleep thinking 
about largemouth bass, or even 
tied a fly with the specific intention of 
deceiving one. My usual game plan is to 
grab whatever worn out baitfish pattern 
is currently stuck in my truck visor and 
hope it works. It hasn’t failed me yet.

I once told a girlfriend of mine that I re-
spect people who identify as “bass fish-
erman” less than I respect men who uti-
lize jazz hands. Since then, I have come 
to realize that my opinion may be a bit 
jaded as I live in an area that, during 
light flood stages, routinely allows you to 
pass bass on the sidewalk while head-
ing towards the closest canal containing 
juvenile tarpon. My typical springtime is 
usually spent on my skiff casting at big, 
laid-up, pre-spawn snook, and redfish 
crawling down sandy shorelines. So why 
on Earth would I waste time throwing at 
the Homer Simpsons of the fish world?So why on Earth would I waste time throwing at the Homer Simpsons of the fish world?





The suggestion of 
bass fishing is typi-
cally synonymous 
with a sinking of the 
shoulders and a reply 
of “absolutely not.” 
Still, the promise of 
afternoon margaritas 
will usually get me off 
of the Instagram and 
ankle deep in some 
retention pond muck. 
A short trek to any 
golf-centered hous-
ing development in 
the southeast will give 
anybody with a stick 
and some string a 
good chance at lip-
ping a three-pounder. 
These landscapes of 
cookie cutter subur-
ban architecture and 
uppity white folks are, 
with the exception of 
ponds poisoned by 
carpet cleaners and 
blue dye, slap-full of 

green turds that have 
never seen a fly.
 
The relative intelli-
gence of largemouth 
as a whole is indeed 
minimal. That intelli-
gence level diminishes 
even further when in 
the vicinity of a “No 
Trespassing” sign. 
Signs of this caliber 
have struck wonder in 
the eyes of all anglers 
since the beginning 
of time and are only 
outdone by the holy 
grail of signs, the “No 
Fishing” sign. These 
signs create the con-
ception of untouched 
fish. While sometimes 
untrue, the idea of 
truly ignorant fish, re-
gardless of species, is 
something every an-
gler fantasizes about. 







After a short time search-
ing, Steve and I stumbled 
(with a tip from a good 
buddy) onto the trifecta of 
neighborhood signs, “No 
Soliciting,” “No Trespass-
ing,” and the elusive “No 
Fishing.” Equipped with 
six-weights, a back story, 
and some old green clous-
ers, we snuck through the 
backyard of our fictitious 
“Uncle Jim.” Uncle Jim 
had asked us to check on 
the house while he was 
at his springtime home in 
Long Island. “Thank God 
Uncle Jim lives here, oth-
erwise we wouldn’t be 
able to fish here.” Steve 
said with a grin. His yard 
opened up to a gorgeous 
little lake with lily pads, 

grass, swans, and ar-
mored catfish tailing on 
the shoreline. My first cast 
resulted in about a two-
pound bass, then another, 
and another, and another. 
Two or three doubles later, 
I hollered “Hey Steve, why 
the fuck am I smiling?” 

He looked at me smiled, 
but his response was sim-
ple and direct, “Because 
you’re catching fish.” And 
that’s just it. Not all fly fish-
ing can be as romantic as 
casting to tailing redfish at 
sunset, or watching a juve-
nile tarpon dance against 
a backdrop of mangroves. 
Catching fish is still catch-
ing fish, no matter the spe-
cies or the setting.

"Tromping through the posted backyards 
of snowbirds and retirees brings back 
that glimmer of adolescent edginess."



My opinion on largemouth may never truly 
change, but I won’t deny there’s a certain 
intrigue to it. Tromping through the posted 
backyards of snowbirds and retirees brings 
back that glimmer of adolescent edginess. 
This swamp called Florida harbors mostly idi-
ots, golfers, and a shit pile of bass. You might 
as well take advantage of the bass, because 
idiots and golfers aren’t nearly as fun.



Capt. Josh Hendry walks the talk, and 
talks the walk. He guides the Indian RIver 
Lagoon and makes his way to Alaska 
to guide during the summer. He is also 
highly impressionable. On windy, shitty 
days, he seems open to a little bass tres-
passing and tacos. Josh also claims to 
be a professional gigolo. So ladies, reach 
him at captjoshhendry@gmail.com

mailto:captjoshhendry%40gmail.com?subject=
http://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com
http://www.facebook.com/ashevilleflyfishingco
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mlBrd-JCbds&list=PLLUDmoGxQzfnR10W_oLG_XaO_sypQh-kN
http://www.ashevilleflyfishingco.com


BTOWEE OATS

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

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

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

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


Fill your Belly
Ms. Apples Crab Shack

By David Grossman
Photos: Rand Harcz



MS. APPLES CRAB SHACK
Merritt Island, FL

A good crab shack is a 
true thing of beauty. Eating 
crab, an often pricey affair, 
in a dive setting satisfies all 
my itches. Situated under 
the causeway on the south-
ern end of Merritt Island, 
FL, Ms. Apples Crab Shack 
fits the entire bill from the 
front door to the back. Pre-
tensions are as out of place 
as utensils. The first sights 
and smells render more 
market then eatery. Seem-
ingly endless live tanks 
filled with pinchers and legs 
corroborate those senses. 
Live blue crab snatched 
from the tank to the bucket 
are then handed across the 
counter and steamed to 
Old Bay spicy perfection in 
the back. 

As you make your way to 
the cash register, a floor-
to-ceiling cooler full of 
premade combo platters 
greets you, ranging from 
rock shrimp to lobster and 
everything in between, all 
complemented by potatoes 
and corn boiled in the same 

spicy Old Bay mix and 
gluttonously smothered in 
butter and garlic. Order a 
combo platter and head 
out to the picnic tables on 
the water to eat your pre-
crab snack while you wait 
for the main show. Outside, 
the Indian River Lagoon 
greets you. Picnic tables 
covered in newsprint have 
mallets smartly secured to 
the table by wire, with bulk 
rolls of brown paper towels 
scattered about in con-
venient locations as your 
whole existence is about 
reek of the sea. You might 
as well walk down the pier 
to Doc’s Bait House next 
door. Inside, you’ll find the 
most gloriously divey bait/
bar establishment in all of 
Florida. Tall boy PBRs cost 
two bucks and change, and 
the bartender will give you 
as many as you want. By 
the time you get back out-
side with your beers, your 
crabs are probably done, 
depending on how busy 
they are. 



The next 20-30 minutes, 
nothing will be said. Noth-
ing could be heard over the 
din of carnage going down. 
Mallets flying, shells ex-
ploding, every crustaceous 
crevice searched for more 
sweet crab meat. Once you 
have sifted through every 
possible meat hidey hole 
and finished off another tall 
boy, sit back, take a look at 
the sunset and let the real-
ization wash over you: You 
just found the most per-
fect way to finish off a day 
of fishing in Florida ever 
conceived by mortal man. 
Thank you Ms. Apple. Your 
crab shack is my Eden—
with crabs.

http://www.waltersflyrods.com/


Fur and feather matinee
Tommy Baranowski

pile of leaves

https://vimeo.com/scoffishing
https://vimeo.com/268863805


By David Grossman

Revival
BRIAN KLEINCHESTER

Bamboo
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The idea of 
building a rod 
from bamboo is 
one that I could 
never quite wrap 
my head around. 
This is not to say I 
didn’t admire bamboo 
rods for their aesthetic 
characteristics, but in 
my mind bamboo was 
to be admired from afar, 
but never touched. My 
line of thinking was that 
if I held a bamboo rod, 
let alone actually fish it, 
I would inevitably break 
it, which meant I would 
have to pay for it, which 
in turn would necessitate 
a whole new identity to 
evade my new unpayable 
bamboo debt. Like all 
great minds, mine has 
changed over the years. 
I worked in a fly shop 
with an older gentleman 
who built rods in the 
back of the shop. He 
would then take those 

beautiful bamboo rods 
and fish them just as 
hard and treat them just 
as poorly as I treated 
my Korean graphite 
guide specials. Another 
elderly statesman I 
happened upon on a 
steelhead stream in 
upstate New York let 
me fish his bamboo 
taper joint switch rod 
for a few hours one cold 
December day. That was 
the first time I really saw 
the fishing advantages 
that are inherent to 
bamboo. Shooting big 
easy mends, feeling 
the rod load, and soft 
presentations were not 
characteristics I had ever 
experienced through my 
steady diet of the fast 
action graphite.  It wasn’t 
until I started hanging out 
with  Brian Kleinchester 
of Chester Rod Co. that I 
was convinced to buy my 
first bamboo rod. 
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Driving up to Brian’s home shop in Rock-
bridge Baths, Va., made me immediately 
wish I had brought my gun. I had gone to 
college in the closest town and thought 
I had been everywhere at in Rockbridge 
County at one point or another. I was 
wrong. It makes sense that someone who 
employs what I’ll call traditional meth-
ods of woodworking and metalsmithing 
to build every component of a bamboo 
fly rod down to the guides and reel seats 
would live in a place that time forgot. The 
thing that has confounded me since I first 
met Brian is that he is younger than me. 
In his early thirties, his baby face still war-
rants identification whenever we go out 
for beers. However, Brian’s outward ap-
pearance is only a charade. Inside that 
prepubescent exterior beats the heart of a 
crusty old rod maker made crustier by the 
fact that he’ll be waiting at least another 
30 years to get out.

Inside that prepubescent exterior beats the heart of a crusty old rod maker made 
crustier by the fact that he'll be waiting at least another 30 years to get out.
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Like a good horse, lineage matters in bamboo rods. While still in college, 
Brian started apprenticing under Rick Robbins, who himself had learned the 
craft under the tutelage of Tom Maxwell (the good looking Tom in Thomas & 
Thomas). These early days cemented the notion in Brian’s head that a rod 
is only handmade if every component of the rod is made by the builder’s 
hands. His shop is a working museum. Every tool has a previous owner, 

who in the annals of rod-making has made it to the great table of Valhalla 
through a worthy and honorable life building fly rods. As much as this his-
torical catalog of knowledge influences Brian, he has an eye toward the 
future of bamboo rods. His tapers are his own, and he produces rods that 
cast fast enough to satisfy my need for speed while still retaining that uma-
mi feel that makes casting bamboo to rising trout just seem right. 
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Brian knows making rods by hand from 
bamboo is a dying art form. Being one of 
the only full-time rod builders his age has 
left him with a sense of duty to make sure 
that he is the one screaming from the 
rooftop, “BAMBOO IS COOL!” 

The tradition of weird people in cramped 
rooms making beautiful bamboo rods 
can’t and shouldn’t die with our gen-
eration. To make sure it doesn’t, Brian 
has started playing with tapers and rod 
weights that branch out to the heavier 
side of today’s piscatorial pursuits. A 
10-weight prototype was kicking around 
his brain the day I visited him. His rea-
soning was simple, “It would be cool as 
shit to catch a musky on bamboo.” 

I hope it’s that attitude that keeps bam-
boo alive. Maybe “young bamboo rod 
maker” is an oxymoron, but without 
young Brian-like bamboo artisans, the 
crusty old ones might go the way of the 
dodo bird to the detriment of us all. Be-
cause bamboo is cool. 



Check out Brian’s rods at 
chesterrodcompany.com. 
Make sure you ask him about 
the new SCOF/Chester Work-
ingman’s Bamboo we’ve been 
working on.

http://www.thefiberglassmanifesto.com
http://www.chesterrodcompany.com
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http://www.3riverscarpcup.com
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stratergizing

POGO 
r i g
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The “pogo” rig, or drop 
shot rig as some call it, 
is one of those things 
that I resisted for a 
long time. It’s a pain 
the ass to cast, a pain 
in the ass to tie, a pain 
in the ass to store, 
and generally speak-
ing, a pain in the ass. 
Despite all this, there’s 
nothing better than a 
pogo rig for a narrow 
spectrum of situations. 
I fish the pogo on fast 
rivers with snaggy 
bottoms. The weight 
making contact with 
bottom means your 
flies are staying off of 
it and snagging sig-
nificantly less. Alterna-
tively if you do happen 
to snag, the 6x holding 
the weight is the most 
likely thing to break, 

saving you four bucks 
or 20 minutes of ty-
ing time. You can also 
really load the weight 
up since it’s at the end 
of the rig. The posi-
tioning of the weight 
alleviates the hinge 
effect that often leaves 
a snarled mess of an 
inline nymph rig when 
too heavy a weight is 
used. I generally add 
on twice as much 
weight when I utilize a 
pogo rig as opposed 
to an inline one. That 
extra weight makes 
sure the flies are at the 
bottom in the feeding 
lane almost instantly 
once they hit the wa-
ter. More time in the 
feeding zone means 
the difference between 
high fives and WTF’s. 
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Here are a few helpful tips when dealing with 
this unruly conglomeration of knots, flies, and 
weight:

• Use the tag line that’s going back toward 
your fly line (the top one) to attach your flies. 
The natural curve of the tippet helps a little 
when flies want to wrap around the main line.

• Use unweighted flies. Bead heads, or built-
in lead wraps will cause the fly to move less 
naturally in its drift. It also tends to want to 
find the mainline and wrap around it when 
weight is incorporated in the fly.

• Avoid a lot of false casting. This rig is some-
what unwieldy. The less time it spends in the 
air, the less time you spend untangling it. 

• Take a deep breath. You will get frustrated 
with this thing. You will also catch more fish in 
heavy flows with it. It’s a tradeoff you’ll learn 
to live with.

If you could only use one nymphing method 
for the rest of your life, it wouldn’t be the 
pogo rig. It’s one of those specialty tools that 
sits in your box a lot of the time, but when 
you really need a specific tool for a specific 
problem, you’re glad you have it. If you have 
the patience, and your rivers are swollen, 
throw the pogo rig and get those flies down 
deep where the big ones play.



southern culture on the fly magazine
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are the dolphins fair game?

You (and everyone you know) 
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The Back Page Journal
 
with Paul Puckett and Mike Benson

March 14th, 2015
Somewhere, Bahamas

Apparently, they are proof of his prowess in the art 
of “wooing” women as he keeps putting it. At this 
point, I’m too high and nauseous to care.  I wish my 
window rolled down... or the A/C worked. I would con-
sider puking if there were anything in my stomach. 
But thanks to the reliably unreliable Bahamas Air, 
our flight was delayed by about 7 hours and I’ve had 
nothing to eat all day. I don’t consider myself an 
overly reflective man, but it’s times like these that 
I find myself wondering, “How in the fuck did I get 
myself into this?” 

Inevitably the answer to that question is always the 
same. Fishing. In this case, bonefishing. We’re sup-
posedly driving to a lodge on the ass-end of an all 
but deserted island to spend the week wading and 
fishing to large groups of fairly un-harassed fish. 
That is, of course, if the brain cells currently be-
ing destroyed in the torrent of gasoline fumes I’m 
inhaling aren’t the ones responsible for the motor 
function needed to cast.  My buddy Tucker is ahead 
of me in the main shuttle vehicle, being driven by 
the owner of the lodge, and four Polish dudes who 
don’t speak English. And even though he has A/C, no 
leaky gas cans, a window that works, and most like-
ly fewer close-up pictures of vaginas being shoved 
in his face, the ride doesn’t look to be much better. 
Fortunately, the ride from the airport only takes 
an hour, so just about the time I was getting ready 
to pull a tuck-and-roll from the passenger door and 
just walk the last who-cares-how-far, we popped out 
of the bushes to find a very nice small lodge. The 
rooms were actually very nice, and the lodge owner 
as it turns out is also the cook for the lodge, and 
a damn fine one at that. I’m writing this from said 
nice room, full as a tick on a fat dog, and ready to 
fish tomorrow. Welcome to the Bahamas.

I’m not sure where I thought I’d end up today. But I’m pretty 
sure it didn’t involve huffing gas fumes from a leaky 10-gallon 
can in the back of a beat-up Ford Explorer, while bouncing down 
a limestone ditch that passes for a road in this part of the 
world. Nor did my non-existent plans involve taking life and 
dating advice from a my 20-something Bahamian driver. Not that 
I think he could do much about the rough roads, but I’m sure the 
ride would be a lot smoother if he wasn’t leaning across to show 
me his personal photo collection on his flip phone. 
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