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The Port O'Connor One Fly 
By Scott Fossum 

 
The Port O'Connor One Fly contest was held on July 

30th.  It was a resounding success with thirteen anglers 
competing for the crystal trophy that is awarded to the 
person who catches the most total inches of fish using the 
first fly tied on for the day.  

 
Almost all attendees caught fish.  The only exception 

was the pair of diehards who targeted tarpon.  Their exploits 
were hindered by having to run from lightning and rain 
storms that lingered over the northwestern part of the bay.  
Todd only managed one redfish in Pringle Lake, but at 
twenty-eight inches, it was quite a fish.  Joe and Nicholas 
headed offshore.  It was Nicholas's first time offshore and he 
came back with an admirable showing: two thirty inch king 
mackerel landed and many larger fish lost.  Jeremy was an 
honest (read dumb) One Flyer.  He actually gave two totals: 
one for his total fish caught and a smaller number for those 
caught on his first fly which his fourth fish stole. 

 

The highlight of the fish tales was yachtsman extraordinaire Jerry Loring giving new boat owner and POC angler Joe 
Burton a boating lesson.  Under Jerry's expert tutelage and 
captainship, Joe now knows the proper technique for waving down 
other fisherman to help pull a grounded boat off of a sandbar.  Jerry 
was kind enough to demonstrate this technique twice on another 
sandbar while, of course, driving Joe's new boat.  Between lessons, 
both Jerry and Joe managed to catch some fish.  Joe was seen 
muttering at the dinner, but it was hard to determine if the 
muttering/swearing was to: 1) "never let Jerry drive the boat," 2) 
"never come back to POC," or 3) "I can't wait until next year's One 
Fly."  My bet is number three. 

 

As it happened, the luck was with me.  I call it "luck" 
because Jeremy waded left from the boat and I waded right.  We 
both caught our fish within 150 yards of the boat.  I managed seven 
fish: two ladyfish at 10.0 and 19.0 inches, a 17.0 inch trout, and 
reds at 19.5, 21.0, 21.0, and 24.5 inches for a total of 132.0 
inches.  And yes, they were all caught on my first fly of the day, an 
orange and brown VIP popper.  

 
* * * * * 
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President's Corner 
by Jerry "Buggywhip" Loring, President of the Texas Fly Fishers    
 

The Texas Fly Fishers was, is, and will always be a major player in our sport in Houston 
and statewide.  Since 1986, TFF has been a major contributor and participant hosting conclaves, 
sponsoring speakers, and organizing events related to education, training, and conservation. 

  
Without a doubt, TFF could have accomplished more, but there are indeed practical time 

constraints facing an organization supported entirely through volunteer efforts.  Still, our club has 
stayed the course and held fast to its principles laid out in our by-laws and charter.  These 
principles are to provide training and education for anyone who wants to learn the skills of fly 
fishing, to hold a forum for fly anglers to meet and exchange ideas, to be a voice for 
conservation, and to host events which promote our sport. 

 
Among the key volunteers is Tom Lyons.  Tom has served our club well over the years.  

He managed many programs and, until recently, held an elected officer position as VP of 
Programs.  Most of you are probably aware of Tom’s health issue which will require continuous therapy and hard work.  I know I 
speak for all members of the Texas Fly Fishers in wishing Tom the fastest recovery possible.  We are in the process of setting up 
a bulletin board to keep all members updated on his progress.  For those of you who would like to contact him directly, Tom is a 
patient at the Texas Institute of Rehabilitation and Research in the medical center near Rice University.  The address is 1333 
Moursund and visitor hours are 9 a.m. to 9 p.m.  The main telephone number at TIRR is 713-799-5000.  And if you have any 
ideas on ways to help Tom and Gay at this time, please pass them along to us. 

 
This brings things full circle to a couple of other important items.  First, we are actively searching for a VP of Programs.  

If anyone is interested in serving a one year term, please call me to discuss the position.  It is a fun job and you will meet many 
personalities in the industry and sport.  My personal experience as VP of Programs rates second only to that of outings 
chairman. 

 
The next item is our need for help filing the club's tax returns.  TFF is a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization.  It seems all 

local groups including the Boy Scouts, school PTAs, little league baseball associations, and so-on, are being urged by the IRS to 
become, and file as, recognized non-profit organizations.  There are lots of reasons for this push.  It was clearly a good thing 
that TFF filed in 2001 for its 501(c)(3) status.  However, there are some complex issues associated with filing a tax return and 
how to properly report our financials.  If anyone in our club is a certified public accountant and has knowledge of these 
requirements, the executive board would welcome your help and guidance.  

 
Keep your thoughts with Tom and see you on the water.
 

* * * * * 
 

Trip Report:  Isla Holbox, Mexico 
By Evan Watkins 

 
The island was beautiful and fairly 

easy to reach.  The flight to Cancun was 
followed by a two hour drive to the port on 
the mainland and a twenty minute boat ride 
over to the island.  It was almost exactly eight 
hours from Amy's house to the hotel. 

 
I fished the first day with Tacon and 

we ran offshore about five to seven miles and 
found schools of tarpon rolling along in 
twenty-five to thirty feet of water. We put a 
big fish in the air and lost him on the first 
jump.  I checked my watch - less than twenty 
minutes into the fishing and it's looking like an 
easy three days.  We missed a bite on another 
big fish about an hour later and never got 
another big tarpon to eat.  In the three days I 
fished, there were six or seven boats out 
every day and those were the only two big 
tarpon bites reported though they did catch an 
eighty-pounder the fourth day when I wasn't 
fishing. 

 
During the second and third days, I fished with Alejandro "Mr. Sandflea" Vega.   The second day was extremely windy 

so we ran up the lagoon and out along the beach for about five kilometers to a creek that was fifty feet wide.  It had a shallow 
bar in front that we were barely able to cross.  Once we got up the creek it opened into miles of brackish lagoons.  We caught 
eight or ten small tarpon, a couple of snook, and a bunch of Mayan perch.  We lost a mongo snook that we saw cruising down 
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the channel and got to eat on the second cast right next to the boat.  We were discussing how it would best be prepared for 
dinner and I got distracted and performed a long-distance release.  We did get a nice picture of a slightly different snook species 
known as the "Mayan snook."  The biggest "catch" of the day was the crocodile Alejandro hooked that was in the backing before 
we got a chance to break him off. 

 
On the third day it was still too windy, so we planned 

to head out in search of some huge resident tarpon that live in 
the lagoon.  We stopped by some rolling fish in the harbor and 
caught two within a hundred feet of the police boat with the 
machine gun-wielding federales.  We ended up anchored in a 
thirty foot deep hole in the lagoon with tarpon sporadically 
rolling around us.  We blind-cast with a twelve weight and a 575 
grain sinking line for three-and-a-half hours before I told 
Sandflea that I didn't care quite that much about catching a big 
fish.  We finally headed up on the flats and finished the day with 
a couple more of the juvenile fish we had caught that morning. 

 
In calmer weather like we had on the first day, the 

local guides fish migrating schools of tarpon in deep water.  
They find a school, position in front of it, make a cast, and 
either hook-up or run back around in front of the school for 
another shot.  It's not classic sight fishing.  It requires a lot of 

running offshore in small pangas, and it's very hard to stand up on the casting deck when it's rolling.  All in all, it was a fun trip, 
but I've got a lot more destinations on the itinerary before returning to Holbox. 

 
* * * * * 

Five Flies for Offshore 
By Frank Budd 

 
1.  BILLY PATE BILL FISH FLY.  This is a tandem fly that I 

call Chicken-of-the-Sea.  I tied it to mimic a chicken 
dolphin.  To date, I have not found anything brave 
enough to eat it.  I fish it under bait-and-switch 
conditions.  You wouldn’t want to blind cast with this 
thing.  I’ve had one visit by a small blue marlin that 
showed a mild interest in it. I keep it rigged on a 15 
weight rod just in case a marlin shows up in the 
spread.  

 

2.  RAY BEADLE BILL FISH FLY.  My version of another 
tandem fly.  This fly is a winner.  I fish it bait-and-
switch, drifting rocks and platforms, behind shrimp 
boats, chumming, and "run-and-gun."  To date, I 
have used it to catch blackfin and yellowfin tuna, 
wahoo, great barracuda, amberjack, little tunny, and 
king mackerel.  I have also missed sailfish strikes on 
this fly. A standard, single-hook version is also 
effective.  I have had captains ask me to leave some 
of these flies with them. It’s also a very effective 
trolling bait…..or so I’ve been told! 

 

3.  TREY COMBS SEAHABIT DECEIVER.  Another great 
offshore fly.  Very effective for fishing behind shrimp 
boats and chumming. This fly really matches the by-
catch from shrimp boats.  Drop it behind a shrimp 
boat or with some hand-fed chum and get ready for 
action.  It is very easy to cast and proves productive 
around flotsam.  Species I have caught using this 
pattern include little tunny, amberjack, dolphin, ling, 
and king mackerel.  

 

4.  DAN BLANTON WHISTLER.  This red and white 
version is my go-to fly for red snapper fishing. This 
fly can be fished while hand chumming or drifting 
rigs, platforms, or rocks.  This fly has caught red 
snapper, beeliners, spade fish, kings, little tunny, and 
one immature bluefin tuna. 

 

5.  LEFTY KREH'S DECEIVER.  This is a buck-tail version 
of Lefty’s fly.  This small fly is a perfect match for 



-4- 

chum-churned by-catch or small by-catch offerings.  I consider this to be like popcorn for fish because nothing can resist it.  
Red snapper, kings, little tunny and small chicken dolphin love it.  Throw it right in the chum and let it drift back at the same 
rate as the chum and you will get some action.  I go through more of these flies than any other.  Be prepared, because some 
pretty good sized fish will eat it.  Note the wire bite tippet.  I always fish it this way if kings are in the area.  It doesn’t seem 
to scare other fish off.  There is a lot of competition between the fish in a chum line so they aren’t too leader shy. 

 
Note:  I tie many of my flies on circle hooks.  They help with solid hook-ups since you don’t have to try and jerk the 
lips off of the fish to set the hook.  And of course, they make catch-and-release a lot easier.  I recommend mashing 
down the barbs. 
 
 

* * * * * 
 

Trip Report: Fly Fishing Alaska 
By Larry McAfee 

 
 
During the week of July 4th, fellow TFF member Joel Mohrman and I fly fished several rivers in southwest Alaska.  Our 

home base was the Alaska Sportsman’s Lodge which is located on the Kvichak River about ten miles downstream from Lake 
Iliamna and forty miles upstream from Bristol Bay.  The Kvichak and nearby waters are renowned worldwide as a trophy 
rainbow trout fishery.  There is also excellent sockeye and king salmon fishing in the area, but we went to Alaska for monster 
trout and we were not disappointed!  Between Joel and I, we caught more than twenty rainbows measuring over twenty inches.  
We brought six, seven, and nine weight rods, but ended up mostly using the nine weights to catch these brutes.  The big native 
rainbows took us into the backing on almost every hook-up.  The fly of choice for that week was a red and cream streamer tied 
to a seven foot leader on a sinking tip line.  

 
A trip to Alaska isn’t cheap and the Orvis-endorsed Alaska Sportsman’s Lodge is one of the more expensive choices, but 

we felt like we got more than our money’s worth as this was, unquestionably, the finest fishing experience of my life - and I fish 
a lot!  The daily regimen at the Sportsman's Lodge is one guide per 
two guests and each day you have your choice of fishing the 
Kvichak or flying out in one of the lodge’s float planes to the many 
nearby rivers or lakes.  If you like catching huge native rainbows - 
and who doesn’t? - then I can’t recommend highly enough Alaska 
or the Alaska Sportsman’s Lodge.  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

* * * * * 
 

WIND KNOTS CLASSIFIEDS 
 
 Space permitting, we'll run "Wanted" and "For Sale" ads for members of Texas Flyfishers.  On a case-by-case basis, we 
may also run ads from non-members if the goods or services sought or offered would be of interest to our members.  Send your ad 
by e-mail to ralphnchristineadams@earthlink.net or regular mail to Ralph Adams, 4019 Levonshire, Houston, TX 77025.  You may 
include a photograph of items to be sold if you like. 
 

* * * * * 
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A Pair of Keepers 
By Ralph G. Adams, Jr. 

 
I am always on the lookout for good fishing reads.  A lot of interesting and original material reaches me by virtue of my 

highly lucrative position as editor of the Wind Knots.  Hunting around new and used book stores has also been good to me.  In the 
latter, I have stumbled across interesting readers and collections long out-of-print.  But, like so many things we find ourselves 
searching for, the book Blues, by John Hersey, was right there a long time before I discovered it.  It sat for years on a shelf in my 
father's library and it was pure chance that I happened upon it. 

 
Blues is a chance to fish with a New England saltwater angler in the rip-strewn waters off the coast of Martha's Vineyard, 

a scenic island and vacation spot near the southeastern edge of Massachusetts.  The book is written completely in dialogue as if it 
were a play.  The only two characters are the Fisherman and the Stranger.  The Fisherman invites the Stranger to fish for blues 
with him one afternoon after noticing the latter watching the boats around the marina.  The Stranger is reluctant, claiming 
philosophical and ethical misgivings about how hooks feel in fishes' mouths, but he is won over by the Fisherman's enthusiasm and 
promise to show him wonders. 

 
Through their several trips and conversations together we learn about the rips, rocks, and glacial formations that are key 

features around the island.  We learn about West Chop, Nun Three, and the Middle Ground.  The Fisherman knows the place.  He 
is an old salt, has several grandchildren, and is retired from some unnamed profession.  It is likely that the Fisherman is modeled 
after Hersey himself who was a professor at Yale University and a Pulitzer Prize winning author.  His boat, Spray, is a wooden craft 
that sounds a lot like the original bass boats used by saltwater guides of the region prior to the advent of fiberglass.  They sport 
generous freeboard, a powerful inboard engine, and some were designed with dual steering at the helm and tiller.  The 
Fisherman's says "It's called a Sekonnet.  It's old fashioned, lapstraked, made of wood—to me that's the nicest thing about it.  
That connects it with a reach of human restlessness from which steel and fiberglass are totally cut off…" 

 
Each chapter covers a different trip and part of the angling experience on those waters.  Some deal with the science of 

fish including plankton and the frenzy behavior of feeding schools of bluefish, their seasonal migrations, the geology of the region, 
the Latin derivations of pomatomus saltatrix, herring and black-backed gulls, angling passages from American literature, and 
discussions of the myriad configurations of fish in the sea including the Sargassum fish which looks like a piece of seaweed.  
"Nature must have had strange dreams as she made fishes," says the Fisherman.  Upon catching and killing a fish, the Fisherman 
notes the reluctance on the part of the Stranger and advises that the interplay between man and fish is a complicated one.  "There 
are wonders and horrors out here, and sometimes it's hard to say which is which; food chains are serenely fitting and gruesomely 
cruel; life is harsh."  The catch-and-cook enthusiast at peace with his inner carnivore will enjoy the short recipes that close each 
chapter. 

 
Blues is written with understatement, good manners, and an abiding sense of decorum which are three things lacking in a 

lot of other good fishing literature.  In the early seventies, Russell Chatham, a painter and writer, published a collection titled 
Silent Seasons that he considers the best of fishing writing from a group sampled predominantly from his Montana friends, 
neighbors, and himself.  Chatham tells us that all of the authors have in common the fact that they are living and working in their 
chosen places in order to be just a short walk or ride to their favorite fishing and hunting. 

 
He gives us three stories from each author.  Those interested in fishing are bound to find something they like or which 

resonates with their experience.  Included are pieces from well known fishing writers like Charles Waterman who recollects on 
boyhood adventures plugging for Ozark bass.  Thomas McGuane is a core member of Chatham's band and makes a showing along 
with his ubiquitous story, "The Longest Silence."  Perhaps less famous than Waterman and McGuane are writers Jim Harrison, Jack 
Curtis, Chatham himself, and the likes of Harmon Henkin and William Hjoltsberg. 

 
Included is "A Sporting Life," my favorite Harrison essay.  He traces the beginnings of a youngster leading a mixed bag 

life in Michigan roving through the landscape with rod or gun, as predicated by season, and hashing through magazines and books 
during the long winters.  The piece opens: "It begins very young up in the country, whether you are raised on a farm or in one of 
the small villages which, though they often double as county seats, rarely number more than a thousand souls."  The boy soon 
becomes a man and we find him in a boat staked off the Marquesas with a couple of friends daydreaming about mangos and 
waiting to cast a fly at tarpon they anticipate will cross a sand flat in front of them.  Harrison writes loose and rolling plot lines that 
pull together suggestions or better of the sixties counterculture, drugs, sex, war, and social malfeasance.  And all of it is set 
against a scenery drawn back always to the magnetic field of fishing.  Harrison is a clever essayist full of odd quips and one-liners.  
About a marlin that struck and instantly broke off he remarks: "It was like fly fishing for Dick Butkus or a Harley Davidson."  And 
as for tarpon fishing: "…there were moments of doubt until you have your first big tarpon in the air.  Before that you had been 
quite pleased with a two-pound rainbow.  And still are, though the true maniac deserves a tarpon." 

 
Other offbeat and interesting pieces in the collection include Henkin's "Swapping."  Henkin tracks his personal evolution 

as a gear swapper, a primitive barter system he uses in lieu of, or in combination with, cash to acquire the rods and guns that he 
has owned over the years but could ill afford out of his government paycheck.  He plies his trade as part of a small group of 
dedicated swappers.  The rewards are not strictly economic.  Unlike zero-sum economic exchanges, in swapping it is not provided 
that either party's gain increases to the degree which a counterpart is fleeced.  However, there are pitfalls and after his initial 
winning parlays of old fishing gear plus an odd gun or two and some cash into a rare and beautiful rifle, he finds himself swindled.  
Upon taking the rifle to his gunsmith for an appraisal, the man tells him that the barrel has been re-bored in an amateurish 
attempt to alter the gauge and it was worth just ten dollars because "Nobody wants a gun with a sex change operation." 

 
One of the chief benefits of reading fishing literature is finding out what other people who have taken the time to think 

and write it down, see, enjoy, and 'get' out of an activity that is either hopelessly unproductive or that requires a massive 
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rationalization to claim that it is.  Most won't even attempt it.  It's a subtle value proposition and, as the Fisherman says, fishing is 
complicated.  Take, as evidence, the answer to the un-posed question from non-fishing friends and colleagues whose vague 
suspicions that you are a hopeless individual advance as they figure the ratio of fishing time over driving time from your last 
weekend's day trip to Port O'Connor or Rockport.  Jack Curtis suggests that "The act of fishing can be the act of catching an idea 
with all the energy and sophistication we can cast into the deepest mind pool.  To catch the fish is to catch the insight, whether fry 
or whale, an epiphany as Joyce applied it to literature.  The fish is a bright thought, an illumination, brought from the depths after 
a ritualistic preparation within nature."  This seems a good explanation for the next time the question arises. 

 
* * * * * 

 

Mule Deer – Aspen, Colorado 
Photograph by Bud Turner 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
* * * * * 

 

2005 OUTINGS SCHEDULE 
 

Our outings schedule is an ongoing work-in-progress.  Here are the trips we have currently scheduled for 
2005.  Sometimes dates and places change, so check here regularly.  Blue font indicates a change has been 
made since the last issue of Wind Knots. 

 

To volunteer as a trip leader, contact fresh water outings chairman Clarke Thornton or salt water outings 
chairman Scott Fossum.  Their telephone numbers and email addresses are on the Executive Committee listing 
later in this issue.  Fresh water trips are designated [F], salt water [S] in the listings below. 

 
August 27, 2005.  "Redfish Rodeo," Rockport, TX [S].  Jerry Loring, leader. 
 
September 10, 2005.  Blanco River State Park.  Bass & Panfish [F].  Call Clarke Thornton with questions. 
 
September 24-25, 2005.  "Padre Island Surf Fest" [S].  Fish Padre Island National Seashore guided by Billy Sandifer for tarpon and jack 
crevalle.  Optional camping on beach.  Estimated $125 cost for one day of guided fishing, the 2nd day is on your own.  $50 non-refundable 
deposit required to reserve space.  Scott Fossum, leader. 
 
October 1-2, 2005 – South Padre Island, TX [S].  Rick Rawls, leader. 
 
October 15, 2005 – Nighthawk Bay (Bird Island Basin) in the Padre Island National Seashore in/near Corpus Christi/Port Aransas.  Kayak, 
boat and walk-in opportunities abound both on the flats and in the surf.  Aaron Hammer, leader (aaron.hammer@equistar.com).   
  
October 29, 2005.  Seven Lakes at Damon, Damon, Texas.  Bass & Panfish [F]. 
 
November 6, 2005.  Guadalupe River, Sattler, Texas.  Trout  [F] 
  
December 2005.  No outings. 
 

* * * * * 
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TEXAS FLYFISHERS EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE 
 

Jerry Loring 
President 
Home:  713-464-8687 
Cell:  713-875-4289 
jerrytms@flash.net 
 
[Position Vacant] 
VP Programs 
 
 
 
Mark Jones 
Secretary / Membership 
Home:  713-466-1539 
mdjones54@hotmail.com 
 
 
Rick Rawls 
Treasurer / Auction 
Work:  713-666-7100 
Home:  713-830-5446 
rick@parkatbellaire.com 
 

Corey Rich 
Legal 
Work:  713-861-1928 
Home:  713-621-6071 
corey.rich@aya.yale.edu 
 
Clarke Thornton 
Freshwater Outings 
Work:  713-512-3657 
Home:  713-641-0022 
cthornton@ehshouston.org 
 
Scott Fossum 
Saltwater Outings 
Work: 281-604-4949 
Home: 281-480-6053 
scott.fossum@akzonobel-pc.com 
 
Ralph G. Adams, Jr. 
Wind Knots 
Work:  713-767-8039 
Home:  713-664-0491 
ralphnchristineadams@earthlink.net 

 

Frank Schlicht 
Education / Fly Tying Festival 
Home:  281-392-5296 
aged_sage@hotmail.com 
 
 
Norbert Burch 
Webmaster 
Work:  281-589-4941 
Home:  281-265-5156 
tff.webmaster@texasflyfishers.org 
 
Mike Willis 
Special Events 
Work:  713-223-7041 
Home:  713-721-4755 
mwillis@us.ca-indosuez.com 
 
Troy Miller 
Fly Casting 
Work:  713-466-2322 
Home:  979-865-5117 
Troy.Miller@bakeroiltools.com 

 
* * * * * 

 

About Wind Knots 
 

 Wind Knots is your monthly newsletter, and it needs your help – otherwise we'll run out of things to print.  E-
mail your articles, photos, artwork, graphics, fishing news, tall tales, lies, and letters to the editor to 
ralphnchristineadams@earthlink.net not later than the 10th of the month for that month's issue.  Be sure to put the 
words Wind Knots in the subject line of your e-mail.  If you don't, I might think it's spam or worse and delete it 
before opening. 
 
 If you have digital photos, please send them via e-mail in .JPG format.  If you have paper photos, mail them 
to Corey Rich, 2900 Weslayan, Suite 545, Houston, TX  77027.  Please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
for their return. 
 
 The preferred form for text – stories, letters, and so forth – is in Microsoft Word.  Please try to keep your 
offerings in the 800 to 1,000 word range, or less.  If you send photos along with an article, proposed captions are 
appreciated. 
 
 Wind Knots is posted on the club's Web site as soon as it becomes available.  Check 
www.texasflyfishers.org regularly for the latest newsletter and other news of interest. 

 
 

* * * * * 
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Texas Flyfishers 
P.O. Box 571134 
Houston, TX 77257-1134 
 
 
 

 Texas Flyfishers Membership Application 
 
Please check one:      ‘  New Application          ‘  Renewal 
 
 To join Texas Flyfishers or renew your membership, please complete this form and mail it with your check 
to the address below, or bring it with you to one of our monthly meetings.  All memberships expire June 30th of 
each year, and renewals are due July 1st.  New members, please pro-rate your payment for the number of months 
between now and the end of June, inclusive.  Our monthly meetings are held on the last Tuesday of every month 
(except December), beginning at 7:00 p.m. 
 
Dues are for (check one):   ‘ Individual at $24 a year        ‘ Family at $32 a year      ‘ Student at $16 a year 
 
Name:_____________________________________________________________ 
 
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Home phone: _________________________  Work phone: ___________________________ 
 
Email: ___________________________________ 
 

TEXAS FLYFISHERS 
P.O. BOX 571134 

HOUSTON, TX  77257-1134 


