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NEARNEAR

TOWNTOWN

Saltwater
Fly Fishing

by Captain Chris Phillips

April is always a tough call. It's

like one of those kids you say

has great potential but suspect

will turn into a delinquent.

With warming waters and high-

er tides, April should be a great

month, theoretically, but invari-

ably nature pulls a fast one.

April is a month of ups and

downs and the poor fish just

don’t know what’s coming next.

If I had to characterize April in

a word, it would be “wind,” Of

course wind in excess of 15

miles per hour is a four letter

word to us flyfishers. If wind

only ended in a hard consonant,

like a “k” or a “t” instead of a

passive “nd,” I would add it to

my rather extensive vocabulary

of expletives. Yes, April can be

frustrating with strong, variable

winds and the last of the pass-

ing fronts, but I will be out

there every chance I get.

April is the true spring to us

saltwater flyfishers. It is a month

full of renewal and promise,

when we can shake off a winter’s

rust and hope for a good day

with some degree of probability

beyond an anomaly. April means

alligators, new leaves on the live

oaks, daylight savings time, com-

fortable temperatures, short

pants and a nice lawn. It means

wet wading and hungry fish if

the weather cooperates. I’ve

always said that if there are two

days I just had to fish, it would

be April 15th and October 15th. I

love October because the weather

is usually predictable and the fish

are hungry all day. April excites

me because it is the start of

things to come and a month of

anticipation. I know I will see

significant signs of the year’s new

bait crop. It’s the month when

nature’s babies seem to be every-

where. April means renewal and

maybe, for just a short time, old

salts like me get a spring in their

step and feel a few years younger.

I like April, not because the fish-

ing is good, but because it can be

and it soon will be. In my

favorite words, it's fixin’ to break

wide open!

I have heard enough reports

to know the flounder are back

in the bay or, I suspect, many

Continued on Page 3



The auction was terrific fun for

all and a financial success. Rick

Rawls did a great job as auction

chairman. Thanks, Rick. The

numbers aren't final, but exit

poll data indicate around

$8,900.00 will go into our gen-

eral fund. This is a huge num-

ber, but we need it to pay the

cost of our monthly meetings,

Windknots, instructional classes,

outings, and special events.

An important sidebar: We are

a somewhat benevolent group.

One of our secondary founding

purposes is promoting conser-

vation through the sport of fly-

fishing. Therefore, TFF does

support some conservation

causes by donating money on a

case-by-case basis. The dona-

tions TFF makes are fairly small,

to be sure, but money is money.

The executive committee favors

causes and issues local in nature,

but this is by no means a hard

and fast rule. Any worthy con-

servation issue relating to fly-

fishing can be brought to the

board meeting for considera-

tion. If you have one in mind,

present it at the board meeting.

I have seen several proposals

about donations and spending

money put before the board.

Few of these were acted upon

immediately. Decisions are

reached after discussion, interac-

tion, and a little time. Seven

years ago, a number of members

wanted to donate to the Coastal

Conservation Association.

About that same time a CCA fly

fishing tournament was search-

ing for a new host. This desire

and opportunity were combined

into the Redfish Rodeo Fly-

Fishing Festival. In its current

form, the Redfish Rodeo (1) is

an outing, (2) is a promotion

for the sport of flyfishing, (3)

promotes conservation through

"catch & release," and (4) gener-

ates a donation to the CCA. This

donation to the CCA is whatev-

er is left over from the entry fees

minus expenses.

Back to the auction. It was a

plan well worked. The current

format evolved from the very

first auction. I wasn't there, but

John Scarborough was, and his

story is worth repeating. It was

held at some hamburger saloon

on the western outskirts of

Houston. It was a cold, windy

January day, and due to the

nature of the building, the tem-

perature inside was not much

higher than outside. However,

the hamburgers were warm and

the beer was cold. John Hannah

commented in the Windknots

that "as the beer went down, the

bidding went up".

There have been many auc-

tion committees since that first

one. All were a success to some

degree or another. Several years

ago, auctioneer Corey Rich sug-

gested I write a military-style

"after action report" following

each auction. The report would

note what worked well and

what didn't, so adjustments

could be made to make the next

auction better. Accordingly, the

small changes made over time

in procedure and timing might

explain why this year's auction

was smooth and efficient. It was

one of our shortest, yet most

productive auctions.

Yet, no matter the leaders or

plans, nothing happens without

participants. You guys and gals

made the auction. Seventy-one

bidders and over three hundred

donated items made the auction

work. A special sincere thanks

to everyone who donated. Take

a look at Rick Rawls's auction

report elsewhere in this issue,

and express your thanks to

those who donated to our auc-

tion. Life is good.

Jerry Loring

April 29, 2003
Monthly club meeting featuring

Lefty Ray Chapa with a presen-

tation on fishing photography.

If your fishing pictures bring

yawns, don't miss this meeting.

7:00 p.m. at the Holiday Inn on

I-10 between Antoine and

Silber.

May 3, 2003
Sunfish Spectacular fishing

tournament, casting contest,

barbecue, and all-around good

time at Seven Lakes, Damon,

Texas. Contact Clarke Thornton

for sign-up and details: cthorn-

ton@ehshouston.org. Clarke

also needs volunteers to help

with the event. Give him a call

and lend a hand.

May 9 & 10, 2003
12th Annual Houston Fishing

Lure Show & Sale. This is the

largest antique collectible show

in the area. If you want that

antique bamboo rod, or if you

have that rare item you want

appraised, or if you like wan-

dering between aisles of rare old

fishing stuff, this is the show to

go to. Get there early for the

bargains. In-room trading

begins noon on Friday. The

public show runs from 8 a.m. to

3 p.m. Saturday. Crown Plaza

Hotel, 12801 Northwest

Freeway. Call Ben Kocian 713-

666-1966 for more information.

May 27, 2003
Monthly club meeting featuring

Fox Statler. Fox will talk about

fishing in Arkansas and will

demonstrate tying his famous

Fox minnow. 7:00 p.m. at the

Holiday Inn on I-10 between

Antoine and Silber.

June 24, 2003
Monthly club meeting featuring

Kevin Hutchinson, a highly

entertaining guide on the Llano

River and neighboring streams.

Kevin will tie some effective Hill

Country patterns before the

meeting. 7:00 p.m. at the

Holiday Inn on I-10 between

Antoine and Silber.
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have been there all along and

are finally getting hungry. This

time of the year, as in the fall,

flounder are more an outgoing-

tide fish and tend to position

themselves at ambush points

along the mouths of bayous,

guts, and along points in the

main bay system. I guess since

eating-size bait is scarce, they

need to position themselves in

the best possible place. One

notable exception is that

migrating flounder will feed in

or near major channels on the

incoming tide. I have heard

good reports of flounder in the

Moses Lake channel and around

Seawolf Park, if you don’t mind

combat fishing. Later in the

summer, when food is freely

available, they will spread out

into the back bays and lakes and

all along the shorelines.

For now, go after reds and

trout or other species when the

tide is low, high or coming in,

but when the tide is on its way

out, head to one of the many

feeder bayous in Galveston Bay.

You can find them on any bay

map if you don’t already know

where they are. Look for the

smaller, more obscure bayous

and guts draining water from the

marshes, and the muddier the

bottom, the better. Stand twenty

feet back from the edge or the

current and throw a jig-like fly,

like a weighted Clouser or rattle-

rouser or anything that will sink

fairly quickly, make noise, and

push water. Don’t cast more

than about 30 feet or so. Let

your fly fall to the bottom and

then bring it back in slow, very

short hops, allowing it to swing

with the current, mending your

line as needed. Call it flounder

nymphing or what you want, but

it’s quite predictable action this

time of year and will save an

otherwise skunked day, especial-

ly when it's windy. It may not be

glamorous or spectacular, nor

will it test your limits, but it is

still flyfishing.

April/May is big-trout season

for those with stout shoulders

and a great deal of patience. Find

clear water, fish early and late

with large flies or poppers. As

most of you probably already

know, large sow trout eat infre-

quently and eat big. They may

not want to waste much energy

chasing something small, so

throw them the whole burger

and not just the fry. Find areas

that are not overrun with other

people and boat traffic or you

will be wasting your time. Cover

as much water as possible but

don’t make noise when you

wade. Remember, if you can

hear yourself, the fish can cer-

tainly hear you. Trout don’t grow

big by being stupid, not with the

intense fishing pressure and lib-

eral limits here in Texas.

Tight lines,

Chris

Captain Chris Phillips is a Galveston

Bay and offshore fly fishing guide

and can be reached at 1-409-935-

0208 or go see him at the new Cut

Rate store - Fishing Tackle Unlimited

(12800 Gulf Freeway just inside the

Beltway at the Fuqua exit; 281-481-

6838) for free advice on equipment,

flies, and destinations, or if you just

want to talk fishing.

This weekend I had a reminder

of how important it is to have

flotation devices or life jackets

handy when you are on or near

the water. Saturday evening I was

drifting around in a small farm

pond in a 16-foot aluminum

canoe. Earlier in the day, I was

fishing with a friend for bass and

bream in the same canoe, but

now I was sitting in the stern by

myself. About 7 p.m. I decided to

try for “the big one” with my

new 7-weight fly rod and some

excellent bass bugs.

As I drifted around, I would

cast to the shoreline and be sur-

prised by a strike, and occasion-

ally a nice small bass. Forgetting

about the boat and concentrat-

ing on my casting and the fish,

my pickup and back cast must

have been too vigorous. The next

thing I knew, I was splashing

around in 12-foot deep water

about 50 feet from the shore.

Fortunately, my brand new fly

rod and reel made it back into

the boat. The rest of my stuff

was floating around me and the

tips of the canoe were barely

above the water's surface. When

I put my hand on the gunwale,

the canoe went down. There was

just enough positive buoyancy to

keep the very tip of the bow and

stern out of water. At first, I tried

to paddle and push the canoe to

the bank. A canoe full of water is

slow to move, and my energy

level was heading south. I

remembered from my Red Cross

life saving course (40 years ago)

that 90 percent of drownings

occur within 50 feet of safety.

Small consolation for me!

After a few minutes, I noticed

the green boat cushion floating

next to me. I had used it to

compensate for the hard, skinny

seats in the canoe. I latched on

to the cushion and was able to

catch my breath and relax for a

minute. My two friends came

around the dam with a 40-foot

rope and a sneaker attached for

throwing. The nylon rope and

sneaker found the mark, and I

was towed to the bank. Fighting

my initial reaction to “stay with

the boat,” I abandoned the sub-

merged canoe and side-kicked

to the bank, holding the cush-

ion under one arm and my fly-

box in the other hand.

April 12th is an early date for

me to swim outside, even in

Texas. The water wasn’t too

cool, and I was fortunate to

retrieve all of my gear safely and

resume fishing and catching the

next morning. The bream pre-

ferred a small green popper, and

the bass ate up my olive green

spun-deer-hair leopard frog.

This story is a reminder

to those going forth on the

water with great expectations.

Don’t forget the life jacket or

boat cushion. It could be a

life saver!

P.S. The company hasn’t issued

us submersible pagers yet, so my

first piece of business Monday

was to order a new one.

Dunkin' Dave Sheaff

STAYING AFLOAT!

5000 Westheimer

Suite 620

Houston, Texas 77056

713-993-9981

15% off of all

Fly-tying Materials for

all TFF Members.
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by Tom Lyons

On the cold Saturday, March 29,

my son and I decided to give

the Guad a try for trout. I had

no reports on the fishing but I

wanted to get out of the house

no matter how bad the weather.

I e-mailed Bill Waldron and

invited him to join us but he

went on a rant about 35 m.p.h.

winds and sub-zero tempera-

tures and declined to join us. It

turned out this was a mistake

on his part.

We started fishing near Doug

Ming’s place at Pots. We were

there about 30 minutes and it

seemed a new raft of people

came through every ten min-

utes. The three-raft Boy Scout

troop was the final straw. We

decided to move upstream and

scout around to see how the

flood had changed the area. We

ran into Scott Graham guiding

a pair of fly fishermen at the

first deep water above Pots so

we kept going until we hit the

big pool below the dam below

Rio Raft.

My son is new to fly fishing

and, at the tender age of 32, still

doesn’t take advice from his

father very well. I tied on a big

woolly bugger for him and told

him to fish it across and down,

figuring he could handle that

without decorating too many

trees with my flies.

On one of his first casts he

hooked a beautiful rainbow. The

fish jumped four times com-

pletely out of the water and was

taking line so my son clamped

down and cleanly broke the 4x

leader. This was his second flying

release of a good trout on the

Guad. I caught two nice 16-inch

rainbows after that, and then it

happened.

I had a good strike and had a

good fish on but it wouldn’t

jump. When I finally got it in it

was a real nice 16-inch white

bass. I thought this was a fluke

so I released the fish and decid-

ed to tie on a big woolly bugger

to see if I could get a big trout

like my son had hooked. I

caught another white bass that

looked like a sister to the first

one. When I caught my third

one I decided to fish for the

white bass and leave the trout

unmolested.

I fished for white bass with

Charlie Cypert a few years ago.

He put Keith Conarroe and me

on whites that we could catch

only by fishing deep and slow. I

decided that if it worked on the

Brazos it ought to work on the

Guad so I put a big woolly bug-

ger on my son’s outfit and we

both fished low and slow. We

caught whites for the rest of the

day and on a 5-weight they are

all you could want. We released

them all and they were, to a

fish, all well above the 12-inch

keeper limit. Jim Bridges tells

me I should have kept them

because TU doesn’t want them

in the river. These were beauti-

ful spawning females all heavy

with roe. It will be a long time

before TU will convince me to

kill fish like these.

I keep hearing people talk

about catching stripers in the

Guad while fishing for trout. I

have caught stripers in both

fresh and salt water and these

fish were not stripers. They

were too deep-bodied and their

stripes were not continuous to

the tail. Whatever they are, I

love catching them and I hope

they stick around.

This year's crab trap removal

program was another success,

ridding our bays of nearly 3,900

abandoned traps. Last year's

effort, the first ever, yielded

more traps because they had

never been picked up before in

large numbers. Also, conditions

this year on the main pick-up

day left a lot to be desired.

Winds were high and bay waters

murky from both wind and

fresh-water runoff.

Abandoned traps keep on

fishing – and killing. The dead

and dying crabs and other ani-

mals in the traps attract more

victims, sometimes for years.

The traps also foul propellers,

tangle shrimp nets, and snag

fishing lines.

In this year's effort, nearly 500

volunteers on about 150 boats

fanned out along the coastline.

The area with the greatest return

was San Antonio Bay, where

1,558 traps were picked up by

159 volunteers. More than 50

organizations helped with the

project this year by donating

resources and services, among

them CCA, Anheuser Busch,

Inc., the Coastal Bend Bays and

Estuaries Program, the U.S. Fish

and Wildlife Service, and, of

course, the Texas Parks and

Wildlife Department.

Until recently, crab traps were

considered private property that

could not legally be moved

except by their owners or TPWD

officers, even when obviously

lost or abandoned. A change in

the law created a closed season

for crabbing during which own-

ers must remove all traps from

the water. Those that are not

removed are defined as litter that

anyone can pick up during the

closed season.

A DAY ON THE GUAD

Second Crab Trap Cleanup a Success

A load of crushed traps heads for the dumpster provided by Waste Management. CCA's
Austin Chapter provided man- (and woman-) power on shore at the Port O'Connor TPWD
dock. CCA's Port O'Connor chapter served an excellent barbecue lunch to volunteers.

Volunteers in Port O'Connor offload the morning's catch
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If you haven't yet heard, the

2003 auction was another

financial and social success. The

money numbers don't matter as

much as the fact that our oper-

ating budget is funded for the

following fiscal year, July 2003

through June 2004. This bur-

den, now lifted off our shoul-

ders, was made possible by

those who donated their time

and resources. Thank you.

Please read through the list of

donors below, and take time to

thank them personally.

This was my first year to head

up the auction committee. The

first year at anything is a learn-

ing experience and everyone

worked hard at organizing and

conducting the event. Publicity

started with the Houston

Chronicle listings in their

Outdoors Calendar. The thirty

or so Houston Community

Newspapers each printed a pub-

lic service announcement about

the auction. Another great help

was Larry Bozka and his out-

doors radio talk-show.

The auction is organized into

three parts. First, the silent auc-

tion has approximately two

hundred items to bid on.

Second, the live auction has

excellent articles and services

donated by professionals, ven-

dors, and very talented flyfishers

and artisans. Third, there is a

raffle, designed to give everyone

a chance to win a rod or guided

trip, both of which are top qual-

ity. And this year we added an

additional kind of raffle

described below.

The auction starts with dona-

tions. The list of donors is long.

Numerous club members

donated more than two hun-

dred items for the silent auc-

tion, plus a few items that went

in the live auction. John Beck

and John Scarborough each

donated a large number of flies

from their own collections. Five

guided trips, donated by some

of our own seasoned, sun-

tanned members, were in the

silent auction. Joe DeForke,

Norbert Burch, Mike Eberhard,

Cruz Lamas and Pescado Pete

donated those trips. To all those

who donated, thank you. These

silent auction items accounted

for a fourth of the proceeds.

The largest revenue producer

was Judy Lehmberg's fly plate

made from flies from the Fly

Tying Festival. This year Ken

Murph of I Fly, the Angler's

Edge, proxy-bidding for a buyer

in Colorado, purchased the fly

plate for $1,500. Thank you

Ken, Colorado, Judy, and all the

fly tiers at the Fly Tying Festival.

The local fly shops donated

generously. Marcos Enriquez of

Orvis donated several items,

topping them off with a new

kayak. The kayak was raffled off

by selling all the cards from one

deck and drawing from another

deck to come up with the win-

ning card. It was a new twist in

the action and a big hit. I Fly,

the Angler's Edge also donated

top quality items to the live auc-

tion, thanks to Mike Wilson and

Ken Murph. Bass Pro Shops,

Cut Rate Sporting Goods, and

Barkley Souders were important

donors, also. Cary Marcus of

CM Sales donated a Sage 5-

weight rod. Eric Kramer, of Red

Herring Sales, donated an 8-

weight Scott rod.

Outdoor art always plays an

important role. Ben Kocian and

Sam Caldwell, both famous

local artists, donated wonderful

framed prints. Pat Murray, exec-

utive director of CCA-Texas,

donated a Herb Booth print

and an offshore print. Jerry

Derryberry donated a print that

remains available for purchase

at I Fly, the Angler's Edge.

This year, twelve guided fish-

ing trips were donated. The

professionals who donated these

highly prized trips were

Canoesport, Chuck Glass, Tom

Horbey, Eric Glass, Sally

Moffett, Chris Phillips, Getaway

Adventures (Bruce and Shirley

Shuller), Ronnie Ray, Chuck

Scates, Shonto Ranch, Chuck

Uzzle, and Palmer Simpson. We

thank them for donating their

knowledge, expertise and time

to help the Texas Flyfishers.

Please study this exceptional

group of professionals who

donate so much to our club

year after year. I urge you to

express your thanks for their

donations in any way you can.

Patronizing their business is a

good start. Thanks again to all

the donors and buyers who

made this year's auction such a

great success.

Rick Rawls

Auction Chairman

Fishing has been pretty good in

Port O'Connor lately. On

Sunday, March 23, Corey Rich

took Mike and Suzanne

Eberhard into one of the lakes

on a tip from guide Scott

Sommerlatte and found lots of

reds. Corey caught and released

six, the biggest about 26 inches.

A black Clouser, a brown-over-

orange Clouser, and a tan/brown

Kwan fly all worked. Mike

caught a big mullet – hooked in

the mouth – and got a couple of

nice jumps. He zeroed on reds,

however. Suzanne saw several

but never managed to get a fly to

them. They were too close. She

reported that one almost ran

into her leg.

That same day, Norbert Burch

fished alone on a flat nearer

town and reported catching five

nice reds and two speckled trout

over 25 inches. There were no

witnesses, however. He took a

couple of the reds on a Borski

slider, the rest on a chartreuse

Clouser. The specks fell for sead-

ucers, one cinnamon, the other

white and red.

Scott Fossom and Steve

Young were seen at the ramp on

Saturday, April 5. They reported

doing "very well" but were coy

about details. They didn't want

any witnesses.

On Sunday, April 6, Norbert

Burch was back, but the weather

gods had it in for him. Pea

soup fog had him drinking

coffee until 10:30. When it

finally lifted, he fished a lake

and scratched out two little

specks blind casting a yellow

and red seaducer.

AFTER AUCTION REPORT - 

CAN WE THANK OUR DONORS ENOUGH?

Port O'Connor Fishing Report
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“I don’t know exactly

what fly-fishing teaches us,

but I think it’s something

we need to know.”

“One of the most inter-

esting elements of fishing is

how the same things can

matter so differently from

moment to moment.”

-John Gierach, Sex,

Death and Fly-Fishing

Throughout the years I have

learned there are many impor-

tant qualities I should possess as

both fly fisherman and guide,

examples being respect, humili-

ty, and appreciation. But I’ve

come to think of simplicity as

being the most important, and

in an indirect way, the source

from which other positive qual-

ities are born. Assuredly, the

desire to accomplish this grew

out of many fly fishing experi-

ences and the many simple ele-

ments derived from them. Yet,

there was one lesson in particu-

lar on the shores of a remote

lagoon in south-central Cuba

with a small group of Cuban

fishermen when I discovered a

foundation by which I refined

my overall approach to angling

and reevaluated what I expected

to gain from it.

In January, 1999, I set off to

Cuba with three friends, fly

rods, an assortment of bonefish

and tarpon flies, and a big ques-

tion in my mind as to what I

was getting myself into. Of

course we knew we weren’t sup-

posed to be there but that’s real-

ly why we went in the first

place.

After having fulfilled our

required three-night stay at the

hotel designated for us by the

government (I still swear it was

bugged) two of us set out in a

miniature car with no idea of

where we could fish, what roads

would get us there, or for that

matter, how to get out of

Havana. But by mid-afternoon

our first day out of the city we

spotted a quiet and very remote

lagoon with a nice beach for

our tent, some decent shade

trees, and an incredible view of

the Caribbean. Most important-

ly, it appeared to offer some fly

fishing potential – something

we had yet to find. Looking

back, it’s amusing I was never

able to overcome a nagging

sense, in any of the new places I

came to, that I was entering

somewhere I wasn’t supposed to

be. This lagoon was certainly no

different. That uneasiness about

what might be uncovered

seemed to follow me all across

the island, as I guess it would in

any Communist country.

A steep and eroded hillside

served as the only road into the

lagoon, but downward we went,

and how beautiful it was when

we touched down. Not a large

body of water, it was enclosed

on all sides by dark, sharp lava

rock – very common on Cuba’s

southern coast – in turn pro-

tecting the water from strong

winds and weather with its

immense height. In many ways

it resembled a canyon and it

was only by our curiosity that

we found it in the first place.

Referring to a map of the island

I snuck back into the States, the

name of the lagoon may have

been “Laguna del Tesoro.” But

it’s not a very good map and I

can’t be too sure.

We had fished a while and

caught an assortment of small

barracuda and pompano when

a group of local fishermen

arrived. The experience that fol-

lowed was unforgettable and

equally incredible in that it

would ultimately teach me a

very important lesson. Our visi-

tors had never seen a fly rod,

much less seen one cast.

Curiosity started the communi-

cation process.

We did the best we could to

carry on a conversation with the

group. (Our friends who had

served as our translators had

left that day for Belize.) We

explained where we were from.

They laughed. We explained

what we were doing there at the

lagoon. They approved. As the

afternoon and the conversation

wore on, I realized these men

were honest and friendly,

despite the many hardships they

faced. And, I felt that though far

apart in our origins, we did

share a common thread. Simply

stated, everyone who sat on the

sandy white banks of the lagoon

that afternoon was a fisherman.

And, it seemed obvious that in

ways different for each of the

anglers present, we all fished to

live. The Cubans fished for that

little something extra to help

support their families, while the

Americans sought the thrills fly

fishing at the lagoon held in

store. In either case, the end

result was a positive effect on all

of our lives.

We sat around a fire for a

while, watching what we could

of the sunset, sharing a bottle of

Havana Club Rum, and making

our best attempt at Spanish

(coincidently, rum has been

known to improve one’s fluen-

cy) until the time for them to

start making their preparations

for the night that lay ahead of

them. We watched as they

recovered two row boats hidden

in the trees, two lanterns and

their hand-line rigs. I absolutely

couldn’t resist. I had to know

more about their simple

Simplicity
by Capt. Palmer Simpson
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approach to angling. What I was

able to piece together was this:

An old milk jug or similar con-

tainer served as a “reel.” The

line, made up of whatever sort

of old twine or strong string

they could dig up, was wound

around the jug. The leader

(some principles of fishing are

universal), made of piano wire,

and who knows where they

found it, was attached to the

line by a knot I can’t recall. The

hook was made of some type of

strong wire that was bent,

curved rather neatly, and sharp-

ened by hand. Bait consisted of

a small piece of squid or fish.

They said the squid was pre-

ferred. Other travelers may have

seen such a thing before but this

was new to me. The hand-line

rig and the men who slung it

with incredible accuracy and

distance (they could really make

it fly) was symbolic of the sim-

plest form of fishing I had ever

encountered.

The Cubans didn’t fish this

way for sport, though I imagine

catching any fish over twenty

inches probably gets a little

sporty with a line wrapped

around your hand. Instead, they

fished for something much

more important. They fished to

provide their families with

something more than what the

government allowed them. They 

made the best of what they had

– never taking anything for

granted. I can’t even guess as to

the number of fish hooks that

are thrown away or lost in the

rocks on a daily basis in Baffin

Bay alone. And here were four

guys forced to make their own

hooks by hand. What frustra-

tion they must feel any time

they’re broken off.

The lesson in simplicity given

to me at the lagoon that day

was based on thanks and appre-

ciation. I'm thankful I have the

freedom to fish how and where

I choose. I'm appreciative of all

of the elements that simply

being on the water can provide.

I knew I would forever be

thankful for a salt breeze; a sun-

rise with such vibrant colors

painted onto a flat gray sky that

alone makes the day a success

even before the first hook hits

the water; the sight of a tailing

fish; poling a skiff on a warm

January day; or just the fact that

I have the freedom to do and

see it all. In short, being thank-

ful for the most simple of ele-

ments fly fishing gives us. It also

demonstrated to me that the

simplicity of angling is directly

related to the level of personal

satisfaction attained at the very

moment you are where you are

on the water. And it’s by taking

in and accepting all of the sim-

ple elements that I know I’m

preserving what is the most sat-

isfying for me.

I also realized that fly fishing

was the simplest form of fishing

for me, despite the fact that oth-

ers regard it as one of the most

complicated approaches to fish-

ing. By its nature, I’ll admit, it is

inherently difficult. But the ref-

erence to simplicity is not

intended to be about the

required skill level. Instead, the

simplicity lies somewhere

alongside the element of per-

sonal satisfaction. That is to say

that if I am content for having

devoted both my guiding and

personal fishing time to fly fish-

ing, then fishing, as a whole,

cannot be any simpler for me.

It’s an evolution of angling. Not

many present-day fly fishermen

can claim a fly rod was the first

rod they used successfully.

Many of us, then, have decided

it was the right path to follow

and I don’t know too many who

are sorry for the decision.

And for my Cuban friends, I

think they were content even

though this was their sole

means of fishing. They had no

other option and they made the

absolute best of the situation.

And I think for them the end

result far outweighed the lack of

glamour by which they did their

job. Sure, they probably would

have preferred to fish by some

other, more efficient means.

The significance of the chase

plays a strong role in the out-

come of the situation. I certain-

ly don’t think a hand line could

represent anything any more

simplistic or be any more sym-

bolic of the significance of their

chase.

I think often about my old

friends from the lagoon. I won-

der if they’re still making the

same walk down the steep hill

with their hand lines. I wonder

if they’re still rowing out

through the small pass with

lanterns lit and if they’re still

fishing all night and returning

at daylight with cut hands but

also with a bit more hope for

the future. I truly hope they are,

for I know that as long as their

lines fly there will always be a

model of simplicity for other

anglers to discover. Maybe

another group of adventurous

anglers will stumble onto the

lagoon, meet the same Cuban

anglers and return home with a

similar inspiration. I hope they

do as I hope we all do..

May the four winds blow

you home…

Capt. Palmer Simpson

www.baffinbayoutfitters.com
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by Jerry Loring

The management style of the

Texas Flyfishers is a combina-

tion of volunteering and doing

what you like. All the officers

and committee heads are volun-

teers, and do their jobs within

the framework of our by-laws.

The by-laws have remained the

same, but the personalities have

changed over the twenty-seven

year history of our club.

The executive committee has

some freedom in the execution

of its responsibilities. Once in a

while we take a step out of the

box. That happened this year

when David Murrell announced

his work prevented him from

being the saltwater outings

chairman for the next fiscal

year. We were in search of a new

chairman.

Along came Bruce Heiberg.

(Actually Bruce was already

there as our treasurer.) He had

an idea about how to organize

outings that, in his mind, would

work well for the Texas

Flyfishers. Not that the outings

needed improving. Actually,

they were going along as well as

any time in the past. But Bruce

had participated in some group

activities outside the Texas

Flyfishers and noted how these

were organized, realizing the

potential for us.

Bruce first outlined his out-

ings plan to me over lunch at La

Madeline. The brie and quiche

were much easier to swallow

than his outline, so I asked him

to repeat it. Sure enough, I had

heard him correctly. Basically, a

master list of outings is posted,

with hard destinations and soft

dates. This list is generated by

members who know where the

fishing is good and what time of

year is best. The assumption is

that someone will volunteer to

be the trip leader. That's right,

no leader is assigned on the

master list. We assume one will

step forward.

Now, when I first heard this

concept from Bruce, the impor-

tance of the master list was lost

on me. I was concentrating on

finding a volunteer to lead.

Bruce kept bringing me back to

the list. "Don't worry about the

leaders; they will come," Bruce

said. The key is to create a large

list of outings, to good fishing

destinations, at the proper time

of year, to have a great day fly-

fishing on the water. The large

list assures that everyone can

find an outing or two they can

fit in their schedule. The good

fishing destinations assure that

most of the outings will be

appealing. Scheduling at the

right time of year offers the best

chances of productive outings.

I could see the potential, but

the volunteer leader thing still

seemed a drawback, a loose end.

We parted and talked again the

next week. Bruce remained cer-

tain this would work, so we

agreed to write up a trial list of

outings. The list grew. The list

got better. The list got reviewed.

The list got funded. The list got

posted. Leaders volunteered.

The first two outings went very

well. Bruce was right. The vol-

unteers did step forward. Why

do we predict continued suc-

cess? First, there is a little bit of

expense money provided to ease

the leader's budget constraints.

Second, some members are

always searching for new places

to fish. Third, there are flyfish-

ers who know an area better

than some professional guides,

and don't mind sharing their

knowledge because one trip

doesn't give away secret spots.

Fourth, there is always that one

place you have wanted to go to

or learn about. Fifth, as the

master list improves year after

year, so will the chances

improve of having that great

day of flyfishing.

Yes, that is how our outings

program is designed to work. If

you know of a sure-fire, beauti-

ful, challenging, or just plain

old good fishing area, give it up

to Bruce Heiberg or Clarke

Thornton. It may go on the

master list and someone, maybe

you, will step forward one day

to be the trip leader.

by Tom Lyons

We had 13 members and guests

show up for the outing at a very

nice 60-acre lake near Damon.

The day started cold and very

foggy and ended as one of the

prettiest days one could ask for.

This outing was a first for the

club because we held it on two

days rather than the usual

Saturday only. Clarke Thornton

ran the Sunday outing and he

will report on that day's results.

The fishing started slowly

because of the cool tempera-

tures and thick fog. As the fog

burned off it got a lot better

and you could finally see far

enough to see people fishing on

the lake. Bob Pauli and Jesse

Pittman partnered up in a flat

bottom and seemed to have a

good time. Bob caught one

good bass that I know of but

Jesse disappeared after lunch

and I didn’t get to hear how he

did. Corey Rich, Bruce

Heiberger, Randy Pinter and Ed

Hogan all brought Kayaks. I saw

Randy and Corey land nice bass

and both Ed and Bruce claimed

to have caught fish. Bud Turner

and Gary Kivell brought friends

as guests and all caught fish.

Gary brought his cousin and

used him to row the boat. We

nicknamed Cousin Ed the “

Kivell Trolling Motor.” I did see

both catch fish, however, and

they seemed to have a good

time. The Kivell group stayed

and fished until dark. They are

both avid fishermen and stayed

at it hard all day.

Nick Samogyi started early

wading the shoreline and stayed

to the very end with my son and

me. He will get to take my

“Marathon Man” title in the

future. He just doesn’t quit,

except, like all younger types, to

eat when threatened with the

imminent possibility of having

all the food eaten before he gets

there. Nick caught 18 including

four catfish. My son and I did

very well. We fished deer hair

bugs and a rubber tailed fly I tie

and we quit counting in the

early afternoon when we passed

ten. We caught all bass except for

two nice bream my son caught.

We found the pattern in the

early afternoon and everybody

concentrated on one shoreline

that had a submerged weed line

about 30 feet from the shore. The

bass were in this weed line and

we managed to catch them from

this area until dark. Corey Rich

parked in the midst of a huge

weed bed and caught fish steadily

for a long time in that area.

The New Outings Concept

April 12th Bass Outing Report
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Capt. Chris Phillips, Galveston

guide and offshore flyfishing

expert, reports that the pelagic

crevalle jacks are back in our

near-offshore waters. Chris had

a charter on Saturday, April 12

with two anglers who wanted to

fish West Bay. He talked them

into fishing off the beachfront,

and they got a lot more than

they bargained for.

Chris had information that

jacks had appeared off the 91st

Street Pier in recent days, so he

picked up his anglers at the

Texas City Dike and shot out

the jetties into the flat, calm

Gulf and headed southwest.

They saw occasional signs of

fish, but never got close enough

to make a cast. He turned

around at the west end of the

seawall and headed back toward

the jetties. Within a half mile of

the rocks he found a giant

school of jacks blowing up.

It was run-and-gun rodeo

time as Chris maneuvered in

front of the fast-moving fish so

his anglers could get a shot.

After several frustrating

attempts, one of them hooked

up to a very big jack estimated

at nearly 40 pounds. It took

nearly an hour just to break the

fish out of the school, pulling

on it with an 8-weight Sage

RPLXi. Sadly, though, an hour

and a quarter into the battle,

the hook pulled loose.

That gave the second angler a

chance, and he connected, too.

His fish wasn't quite as big –

about 25 pounds – but he was

able to subdue it in just 25 min-

utes on an 8-weight Sage XP,

skillfully using the old down-

and-dirty technique of pulling

in the opposite direction the

fish is headed, rod tip down,

fighting with the butt section of

the rod rather than putting it

into a springy deep bend.

The fly of choice that day was a

large streamer Chris calls the

"fruit-fly," a purple, yellow and

green affair that looks like a pogie.

Chris reported seeing several

hundred cow-nosed rays near

the jacks, most in small groups.

The jacks and rays were about

two-and-a-half to three miles

off the beach in 22 to 25 feet

of water. The water temperature

was about 68 degrees where

the fish were, though Chris

found pockets of water as

warm as 75 degrees during

his initial search.

Changes from last month's listings are shown in bold type.

Not all the events are confirmed, so use the schedule for your long-

range planning only. A club member will host each outing. The host

is responsible for signing up participants, coordinating destination,

times, and at least one meal. You must be signed up with the host to

get updates as final plans come together.

Some events already have hosts assigned and some don’t. If the event

says “Contact TBA,” you can volunteer to host. Just let Jerry Loring,

Bruce Heiberg or Clarke Thornton know. Together we can make it

happen.

April 26, 2003 Nighthawk Bay, Corpus Christi, Texas. Contact Bruce

Heiberg for details. bheiberg@bc-arch.com, 713-623-0381w or 281-550-

2993h. Meet at Bird Island. Boat, kayak or walk-in, camping optional.

May 3, 2003 Sunfish Spectacular, Seven Lakes, Damon, Texas. Walk-

ins, canoe or kayak; alligators. Contact Clarke Thornton for sign-up

and details, cthornton@ehshouston.org,

May 31, 2003 Shamrock Bay near Port Aransas. Contact Ed Hogan

for details, ehogan@tepi.com. Boat, kayak. For kayak rentals, contact

REI or Sally Moffett, www.captainsally.com.

June 6-8, 2003 Llano canoe float. A TFF tradition revived. Contact

Bruce Heiberg for details. bheiberg@bc-arch.com, 713-623-0381w or

281-550-2993h. Canoe rental and hotel required. Dinner Saturday night.

June 14, 2003 West Matagorda Bay. Contact TBA.

June 21, 2003 Double Lake, Coldspring, Texas. Walk-ins, canoe or

kayak. Contact Clarke Thornton for sign-up and details. cthorn-

ton@ehshouston.org.

July 12, 2003 Crystal Lake. Walk-in, canoe or kayak; alligators.

Contact Clarke Thornton for sign-up and details.

cthornton@ehshouston.org.

July 26, 2003 Port Aransas, San Jose Island. Kayak only. Contact Ed

Hogan for sign-up and details ehogan@tepi.com. Contact Sally

Moffett, www.captainsally.com, for kayak rentals.

August 8-10, 2003 South Padre Island Annual. Boat or kayak.

Contact Rick Rawls for sign-up and details. rick55@ev1.net

August 16, 2003 Port O'Connor (Redfish Rodeo scouting mission).

You’re on your own to find the fish for next week's Redfish Rodeo.

RSVP Bruce Heiberg for club dinner.

August 23, 2003 Redfish Rodeo. Contact Jerry Loring for Details.

September 7, 2003 Medina River. Contact TBA.

September 20, 2003 Nueces River. Contact TBA.

September 27-28, 2003 Revised date. Padre Island Surfing Jackfest

guided by Billy Sandifer. Contact Tom Lyons for sign-up, details, and

cost information, tflyons@aol.com

October 11, 2003 Copano Bay. Contact TBA.

October 17-19, 2003 Revised date. Arkansas (3-day trip). Contact

Troy Miller for sign-up and details.

October 25, 2003 .

November 15, 2003 San Marcos River, Contact information TBA.

December 5, 2003 Awards Banquet.

December 13, 2003 Frozen Point, Anahuac. Contact information TBA.

January 10, 2004 Guadalupe River Float and Freeze. Tentative.

April 2004 Devils River. Walk-in, kayak or canoe. Contact Tom

Lyons for details.

Outings Schedule

THE JACKS ARE BACK!
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The Best in Kayaks,
canoes, outdoor clothing,

travel gear and fly fishing equipment

5808 S. Rice Ave
Houston, Texas 77081

The Complete Fly Shop at Cut Rate Fishing Tackle
8933 Katy Freeway • Houston, Texas 77024• (713)827-7762

12800 Gulf Freeway • Houston, Texas 77034 • (281) 481-6838

On Friday, March 7, 2003, at

5:00 p.m., four from our ranks

set out to chart new territory. At

least it was new to us – Dud

Erminger, Tim Trop, Skip

Donovan and me. Guided by

words of wisdom from sage

Tom Lyons, we booked rooms

at the Getaway Adventures

Lodge, which opened its spring

season a day early just for us.

Guided by our laziness and lack

of experience, we wisely booked

a guide and left the boats at

home. Capt. Bruce W. Shuler

runs the lodge, but was unavail-

able to guide us. Something

about his internet not working.

I found it sadistically satisfying

that even fishing guides have

computer problems. Instead he

hooked us up with Capt. Bill

Davis, whom he billed as the

best fly-fishing guide in Port

Mansfield. After surviving the

trip I found nothing to impeach

that observation. He knew his

stuff. He was great company. He

found the fish and he even got

us to catch some.

On the way down, about

halfway between Victoria and

Refugio at zero-dark-thirty the

right rear tire threw it's tread.

Does this sound familiar? And

guess where I was sitting? I took

this personally as a divine omen

to lose weight. With four guys

we split up tasks and formed a

pit crew worthy of the Daytona

500. We had the spare on in

minutes. It was flat. Minutes

later we had old baldy back on

and we were back on the road.

Well the shoulder anyway. We

forged on along the shoulder at

10 m.p.h. for an hour and a half

before finding Refugio. We filled

the spare and forged on again.

Total time lost: three hours.

Aside from a few wrong turns

at Port Mansfield, the rest of the

trip was smooth. We found the

lodge and were racked out by

2:30 a.m. Commodore Bruce let

the crew sleep in till 6:30 a.m.

That's when we met Capt. Bill.

They said the fish won't bite

anyway until 10:00 a.m. so we

had plenty of time for breakfast.

We ate at the Laguna Cafe. It was

the only restaurant in town, but

not too bad. They also packed us

a "fisherman's lunch" which,

well, when you're hungry...

After a brief tour of the bay

looking for evidence of fish, we

stopped along the west shore

between Big Mott and Little

Mott. Dud hooked up right

away with two nice 21-inch

reds. Skip landed a speck. Tim

fair-caught a sting ray and I

battled a 5-inch piggy perch. At

that point I declared the trip a

success. We all caught fish and it

wasn't even lunch time yet. We

tried a few more places and set-

tled at "Long Island." Since

there was no island there, I

don't know where it got it's

name. It's actually a bayou near

Gladys Cove. We all headed in

toward shore. Capt. Bill took his

fly rod and headed out. Well

okay, if he wanted to go fishing

that was his business. Dud

called on the radio to say Bill

wanted us all over where he

was. First, he made Skip stand

in his exact footprints and gave

him a magic fly. Then he gave

Tim his own magic fly and

positioned him, Dud and me in

an exact 80-foot square. Skip

caught two reds and a speck

straight away. I got a very nice

22-inch red. Tim started getting

bored and said, "Things are

slowing down. We need to find

another spot." Before the words

left his mouth he was on anoth-

er 22-inch red. Within half an

hour he landed eight reds and

two specks, all over 20 inches.

Finally we headed back to the

lodge for a great steak dinner

and an evening on the porch

overlooking the water. Shirley

Shuler cooked us a great break-

fast on Sunday morning and we

headed back to town. In retro-

spect, I have to declare this as

one of the best trips ever. I can't

wait for the next saltwater trip

on April 26th to Night Hawk

Bay. If it's half this much fun,

this is going to be a great year

for club trips.

Here are some of the things

we learned for future reference:

Check your spare before leav-

ing. Have tools on board. Have

a can of air or a pump, just in

case. If you don't know an area,

hire a good fly-fishing guide.

Split four ways, a guide is the

best bargain available. Riding

four in a car is a lot of fun. We

rarely had a pause in the con-

versation. Don't wander off the

shoulder in the dark to take a

leak unless you can see the ditch

isn't full of water. But that's

another story.

Official Port Mansfield Outing Report
by Bruce "Commodore Stogie" Heiberg
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JIM BRIDGES

RANDALL PINTER

E x e c u t i v e  C o m m i t t e eWINDKNOTS INFO

The Texas Flyfishers

monthly newsletter

needs your help.

Otherwise, we’ll run out

of material to print.

Please send your photos,

artwork and

graphic materials to

publisher Greg Rhodes at

gregr@pegasusdesign.com

Send articles to editor

Corey Rich, email:

corey.rich@aya.yale.edu

or

fax at 713-864-1292.

All articles, photographs

and newsworthy events

are appreciated.

Information and articles

should be submitted

before the 10th of

each month.

Previous issues of the

Windknots publication

are now posted online in

PDF format for down-

loading and viewing.

Each new Windknots

will be posted immedi-

ately following it’s

release. Please keep this

in mind if you don’t

recieve an issue!

WEBSITE INFO

Please send your pic-

tures, ideas, links, etc... to

the TFF webmaster

e-mail address listed on

the web page at:

www.texasflyfishers.org

Norbert Burch

TFF Webmaster

Oklahoma
Fishing
Report
by Bev Edwards

Former TFF president Bev

Edwards tells us that guests on

his Big Kiamichi Ranch in

southeastern Oklahoma have

been having excellent results.

Here is a report by Jake

Massengale of Dallas about an

April 5 trip to the ranch:

"Just wanted to let you know

that we had a great time up at

the ranch this weekend. We

probably caught 80 fish on

Saturday. We fished in all of the

lakes, except the smallmouth

lake next to the barn. We main-

ly caught small half-pound bass

at the two smaller lakes. We

spent most of our time at the

south lake. I caught 15 fish over

four pounds. Two of them

would go around six pounds. It

was incredible.

"We saw several groups of

hogs and my friend shot one on

Saturday evening. We had

another hog run right past us at

the south lake while we were

fishing. The hog was followed

closely by two dogs that were

chasing it. We tried to follow

the hog and dogs, but never

could catch up. Later we heard

a man's voice calling for his

dogs over on the public land,

the 35,000 acre Hugo Lake

Wildlife Refuge. We saw tons

of deer and turkey and had a

great time." 

For more information about the

ranch, look at Bev's web site,

www.BIGKIAMICHI.com.
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Attention new and current members! To join or renew please complete this form and mail it with your check to the address
above. New members should prorate their dues to July because everyone renews during that month, or bring this form with you
to any of our monthly meetings. Meetings start at 7:00 PM the last Tuesday of every month (except December) at the Holiday
Inn, located on the Katy Freeway between Antoine and Silber. Guests are welcome with a complimentary pass to come learn of
our numerous outings, instructional classes and social gatherings.

NAME _________________________________________________________________________________________________________

ADDRESS ______________________________________________________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________________________________________

HOME PHONE __________________________________________WORK PHONE _________________________________________

E-MAIL ________________________________________________________________________________________________________

MEMBERSHIP DUES (PLEASE INDICATE):   REGULAR $24    FAMILY $32   STUDENT $16

ANY QUESTIONS? PLEASE CALL THE MEMBERSHIP SECRETARY, RON BAUER 281-359-7077.

TFF is affiliated with a national organization, the Federation of Fly Fishers.
Membership in the FFF is encouraged and benefits the club, but is not required.

Membership applications are available through the FFF website at: http://www.fedflyfishers.org


