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Come forth into the light of things, let nature be your teacher

- William Wordsworth

“In rivers, as elsewhere, one thing preys upon another, forming a
vast cycle in which one creature is the food of something else. In
rivers usually the smaller animals are the food of those which are
larger. So it is necessary to start at the beginning with the first liv-
ing creatures and, putting this first life at the bottom of the ladder,
work patiently towards the topmost rung. It is the tiny things -the
young- which need the most assistance, for life in every instance
commences in a very humble way.”
- Frank Sawyer
Keeper of the Stream

Hi to all friends and members of the Upper Delaware
Chapter of Trout Unlimited. Spring hopefully has sprung for
good with summer not far behind. Our summer activities will
soon be in full swing and we have gotten off to a busy and
productive start.

Our first meeting in April was well attended. Thank
you to Pat Salt for the breakfast goodies.

We have been given approval from Region 4 Bureau
of Fisheries to post our signs in their areas explaining that
anglers are guests and to be respectful of all properties. We
continue to help the DEC with stocking of the East Branch
and Beaverkill Rivers.

‘Trout Day’ for the 5" Grade TIC Program at Jeffer-
sonville was a great success. We had stations for wood
carving, fly casting, entomology and fly tying. We had ten
groups of students throughout the day and each was able to
fly cast, take home a ‘Woolly Bugger and release a trout!
Thanks to all of our members who helped make it such a
successful day. Our chapter will be sponsoring students to
both the NYS Trout Waters Youth Program and the DEC
Camp at DeBruce. We are fortunate to be able to continue
support of our youth with these programs.

Our ‘Pink Fly’ has been a tremendous success in
raising funds for ‘Casting for Recovery’. We will continue to
offer them at all of our fairs and plan on expanding the pro-
gram to include a display at a few locations in the area.
Thanks to Evan Lavery at the Beaverkill Angler for supplying

materials at cost.
Cont. on page 2

NYSTU Gen’l Council Lake Placid
Farmer's Market Tractor Parade

Chapter Meeting + Fishing Outing

Farmer’'s Market
* Chapter Meeting —9:00 AM
Narrowsburg Riverfest

Callicoon Street Fair

Chapter Meeting - 9:00 AM

Farmer's Market
Grahamsville Youth Expo
NYSTU Gen’l Council Roscoe

Stream Opening, Meeting, Picnic
NYSTU Gen’l Council Pulaski
2011 Willow Slip Cutting

* Road Clean Up After Meeting
Volunteers welcome

Meetings Held at Long Eddy Firehouse
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“Work patiently toward the topmost rung” in life and in what we are
doing with all of our chapter projects. We certainly aren’t even close
to being the biggest or wealthiest of chapters. But all of our efforts
particularly for our youth, even though they may be at the first rung,
can make a difference. We may never know of the positive effects
and impressions we make on students but we need to persevere in
our own “humble way”. Hope to see you all this summer!

Karol Sundholm

Submitted by Quinn Hofer
Grade 5
Sullivan West Elementary

| loved the whole day! First we went to the fish carver.
He showed us how he carved the wood, and all his tools. He
also showed us pictures of what he has made. Then we went
with Ranger Myers who showed us about pollution using an envi-
roscape model. Our creek is a tributary to the Delaware River.
_ When we were done with that, we went to the entomolo-
ist. This is a person who studies bugs. He showed us some of
the bugs living in the stream. There were snails, leeches, water
beetles and a minnow. There were more bugs in the stream,
even a newt. There were a lot more bugs living in the stream,
but we just didn’'t see them there.
hen we went to the fly tying station. A lady showed us
how to make fake flies and use them for bait. We also got to see
and touch what the soft materials were. There was deer, bird
feathers, and more! After that we went fly casting. There we
were two men who showed us how to cast the fake flies. When
we did the fIY] casting we partnered up, and Amanda and | acci-
dentally caught Mrs. Mullally!
Then we ate lunch and went to recess. When we came
back, we went out and walked to Callicoon Creek. There we let
0 our trout that we raised. It was kind of sad to
et them go, but they belong in the wild. 'We alSO cone, on page 3
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had lemonade before we walked back up the hill. _

My favorite part of the day was when we saw the entomologist. When we came back from
the classroom, we ate some goldﬁsh crackers as a snack while we wrote about our big day. To-
day was a very, very fun day!

Salmon River Steelhead April 2010

Past President and Chapter
member Frank Salt Reports on a suc-
cessful Steelhead fishing trip to the
Salmon River this past April.

“Difficult fishing yesterday (4/21) on the
Salmon River with low clear water and
full sun. I managed to land 3 nice steel-
head swinging flies on the lower section
of the river. You had to work hard to lo-
cate fish but it was a great day with not
8 much fishing pressure, only observed
two other fishermen all day and no drift
boats were able to float the low water.
The trick was to cover a lot of water in
some productive runs which required lots
of wading and walking. This river and
method of fishing is real addictive!”
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The New York State Department of Environmental Conservation (DEC) announced today that the pres-
ence of didymo (Didymosphenia geminate), an invasive alga, has been confirmed in the Kayade-
rosseras Creek in Saratoga County. This is the fifth renowned trout stream in New York State where this
aguatic nuisance species - also called “rock snot” - has been found.

The Kayaderosseras Creek is a celebrated trout stream and the downstream sections are popular for
kayaking and canoeing. It flows 35 miles from its source just inside the Adirondack Park to its mouth on
the northwest shore of Saratoga Lake. The creek has numerous miles of public fishing rights along its
banks, and a number of fishing access sites and boat-canoe-kayak access sites.

Unlike many other aquatic nuisance plants, didymo grows on the bottom of flowing and still waters. Di-
dymo cells can produce large amounts of stalk material that form thick mats on stream bottoms. The
appearance of these mats has been compared to brown shag carpet, fiberglass insulation or tissue pa-
per. Didymo resembles rotting cardboard when exposed and dried.

While didymo does not pose a threat to human health, it can alter stream conditions, choking out many
of the organisms that live on the stream bottom, potentially causing a ripple effect up the food chain af-
fecting trout and other fish. Didymo has historically been limited to cold, nutrient-poor, far northern wa-
ters, but in recent decades has been expanding its range and its tolerance to warmer and more produc-
tive rivers and creeks.

For Release: IMMEDIATE Contact: David Winchell
May, 12, 2010 (518) 897-1211
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Spend enough time along trout streams and you’re bound to see just about anything. Its funny
which memories stick with us. Some year’s back, a friend and | were enjoying a wonderful day of fish-
ing on New Jersey’s Big Flatbrook. We had completed a morning’s worth of very productive fishing
catching more trout than we could even keep count of. Our time had been spent on the flyfishing only
waters of a couple of river sections known as Blewett and Roy Bridge tracts. Successful with just about
anything we tied to the end of our lines, it was just one of those all too rare days when you can do no
wrong. Having just eaten our lunches back at the truck, we decided to drive downstream to an area a
mile or so above Flatbrookville and continue fishing a favorite stretch of mine. Arriving around 1:00 PM
or so, we geared back up and headed towards the river. Reaching the water’s edge, we saw a young
boy fishing just below the run we had intended to try. He was very overweight bordering on obesity. He
was wading wet wearing a pair of tattered cut off jeans and a tight fitting pocket tee-shirt that further
accentuated his large size. Slung across his back was a green canvas combination creel and fishing
bag. He was fourteen maybe fifteen years of age | would have guessed. We didn’t notice anybody
else. Watching him fish, he didn't see us at first. He was casting a very large nightcrawler under an
enormous bobber that was sized more appropriately for suspending six-inch live-baits for muskies.
Each time that bobber would hit the water it would make a splash loud enough to send any trout within
twenty feet running for cover. Finally noticing us | could see he was spying the garbs of fishing gear we
were sporting. Sensing our presence was making him a bit uncomfortable, | asked him if he was catch-
ing anything knowing that it would have been virtually impossible for him to have had any success with
that rig. He replied softly no, confirming the obvious. Perhaps feeling a bit benevolent after all the fish
we had caught that morning we took an interest in trying to help improve his chances. John asked if he
had a smaller bobber. He replied that was the only one he had. We explained that it was too big for this
type of fishing and suggested that maybe he try a different rig. | asked if he would like me to set it up
for him. He shyly said OK so we proceeded to remove the bobber, cut off the heavy snell and retie the
hook with a small split shot place a foot or so above it. Then we explained it would be better to cut his
nightcrawlers in halves or even thirds as they were too big. He obliged and started to fish again with
this much-improved rig.

We wished him good luck and moved a short ways upstream from him and began to fish our-
selves, working a current tongue and backwater that straddled a large deadfall that hung over a deep
hole. | often had good success in this spot working a streamer or wet fly back under the deadfall letting
the current carry it in. It wasn’t long before John and | were into fish again. The kid was clearly curious
about what we were doing and asked what we were using. We tried to explain a little about flyfishing. It
was about then we heard a man’s voice emanating from the bank maybe twenty or Cont. on Page 5
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A Father and Son Cont.

thirty feet further down from where the kid was standing. Not sure what we had just heard we glanced
over and noticed for the first time a pair of meaty legs with bare feet sticking out from the other end of a
brush pile flapping in the stream right near the edge. We then heard the chant again, this time louder.
John and | just looked at each other not quite believing what we had just heard. Then it came again.
“What a wonderful “f#@&in daaay” sung out in a sort of monotone way but clearly in the form of a line
from a song. John and | said almost in unison “what the hell is that"? The boy looked at us, laughing
nervously, and said “oh that’s just my father and he has had a little too much to drink I think”. Now sitting
up on the bank where we could see, he continued to repeat his now infamous chorus every half-minute
or so, occasionally putting additional emphasize on the F-word. He had short dark hair, a scraggly un-
kempt beard and was dressed in tattered cutoffs and tea-shirt sporting numerous holes just like junior.
He was very overweight too. John and | contained our initial impulses to burst out laughing seeing that
the kid was clearly embarrassed. Instead | said something like “well we all sometimes have a bit too
much” trying to ease the awkwardness of the situation for him. He replied sheepishly “I guess” not
seeming too convinced. Changing over from his chant, the guy called out “Denny”. Again he did not re-
spond, eyeing us instead. Then again. “Dennyeee” this times even louder. Then he yelled out “you fat
SOB Dennyeeee”. The boy mortified at that point snapped back “what"? | couldn’t even image how he
must have felt having to answer to that. Then the guy said “never mind, keep fishing” in a much lower
and sympathetic voice as he plopped back again. We heard one or two more choruses of his decree
about the quality of the day and then he went silent again.

John and | really had no idea what to say or do at this point. The only thing | could come up with
was telling him to make sure they didn’t try to drive back until his father was sober enough. He nodded.
We said good bye and wished him good luck fishing and then moved further upstream out of view know-
ing that the kid needed to be alone. John and I finished our day out not being able to resist repeating
that chant numerous times throughout the day. We both knew the underlying theme of what had just
happened was not funny but after all we were human and notwithstanding the kid, the drunken man’s
singing was amusing. Driving home, that stupid chant would continue to crop up time and again with
each of us equally as guilty of being its source. Even years later at any given time John and | fished to-
gether it was likely one of us would belt it out under the canopy of a beautiful sky standing in the icy cur-
rents of a trout river, both breaking into laugher afterwards. It's the kind of silly memory only the people
who actually experienced it could really fully appreciate, a moment caught by a coupe of fishing friends
trying to get out from under the pressures of their lives. | don’t fish with John anymore having lost touch
with him gradually over the years. His freedom to go out fishing continued to drop off drastically with
each new baby he and his wife had along with what | suspect were some financial difficulties as well,
though he never confided in me. Like the water that rushed past out boots, those days are long gone,
but | know I'll never forget the wonderful days that we did fish together and in particular this one. | would
bet my last dollar that if we ever re-connected again, one of us would not be able to resist the temptation
to belt out a chorus or two of Denny’s father’s infamous one line tune for old time’s sake.

Reflecting back on that day, it would be easy to miss the underlying good that existed there with
the situation that Denny found himself in. That poor kid must have been in the midst of a pretty lousy life
between dealing with his obesity and a drunken father. | can only imagine the shellacking he must have
taken at school and | suspect even from his father's hand. Recalling his presence on the stream that
day, | can only speculate what drew him to want to go fishing. Perhaps standing in the cool water, feet
firmly planted on mother Earth; maybe he was able to draw some strength out of it to deal with his is-
sues or maybe it was just the peace and quiet; Not too unlike what | suspect draws many of us. And de-
spite it all, as bad as things may have appeared that day, there was one thing shining out through all of
it, at least for me. As screwed up as it may have appeared on the outside, there it was right out in front,
a father who clearly had no interest in fishing had cared enough about his son that he took him for the
day. He may not have been able to show him anything at all about it and could not in fact even manage
to stay sober, but there he was sitting on the bank trying to make the best of it, maybe the only way he
knew how. Lying on the bank in a drunken stupor, perhaps he drew comfort from the fact that his boy
was standing in the stream fishing and that he had made that possible. The bonds of love have a funny
way of breaking through the deepest rivers of human sadness, shining through for those who can find it
within themselves to see them. I've long suspected that there is a pretty strong correlation between what

N pople see in others and who they really are themselves. Good people see the good.
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By Chuck N. Hope

While walking up the bank of a favorite
stretch of the lower Beaverkill, | noticed a fisher-
man up ahead laying out a nice length of line.
Getting closer, | realized it was the familiar figure
of Chuck N. Hope. He still hadn’t noticed my pres-
ence as | continued to watch his rhythmic casting.
Then something struck me as odd about his form
and | suddenly realized he was casting left
handed. Having fished with Chuck many times |
was sure he was a righty. He hooked a fish about
the same time he noticed me, calling out a big
hello as he let the fish run a bit. Watching him
land the fish | yelled out “hey Chuck | didn't know
you were ambidextrous”. He looked at me sort of
strange as if | just insulted him or something. “I
never saw you cast left handed before | mean”.
Nodding he said “oh yeah ambidextrous, | didn't
quite hear what you said” smiling a bit sheepishly.
It reminded me a bit of a scene from the great
American Classic To Kill A Mockingbird authored
by Harper Lee. Anyone who has read this fine
book or seen the movie might remember a hu-
morous scene that took place during the trial. De-
fense attorney Atticus Finch, the good guy played
by Gregory Peck, was conducting a cross- exami-
nation on behalf of his client, the falsely accused
Tom Robinson. On the stand was Mr. Euwell, fa-
ther of the local girl Mayella Euwell whom Tom
had allegedly raped. Mr. Euwell was the bad guy
and the real culprit of the crime. During a series of
probing questions aimed at bringing to light
whether Mr. Euwell was left or right handed, Atti-
cus asked him if he was ambidextrous. This to
which Mr.Euwell annoyingly replied “I certainly am
not ambidextrous, why | can write with my left
hand as good as my right.” The courtroom then
abruptly broke out into an uproar of laughter
much to Mr. Euwell's chagrin who did not under-
stand the joke, clearly not knowing the meaning
of the word ambidextrous. Having netted and re-
leased a nice trout, Chuck walked up the bank to
talk. “So when did you start casting left handed” |
asked. “Well sometimes | switch casting arms
when there is a heavy upstream or downstream
wind” he replied. This particular day we had a
pretty stiff blow heading upriver. “And what does
that accomplish for you” ? He continued, “I like
my casting arm to be on the downside of the wind
so | can keep my line completely off to the down-
wind side not having to bring the cast back across
my body and risk hooking myself. “Can you ex-
plain that a bit more” | asked. “Well if the wind is
blowing upstream like it is today and | am coming
in from the left bank looking upriver, | will try and

the left bank referenced to looking upriver | will try
and cast right-handed. If | am on the other bank
everything is reversed. “Sounds a bit confusing
but | follow your logic” | replied. “The other part
about it , he added , “is that when fishing dry-flies
| prefer to present downstream nowadays so | try
and work it that my downwind arm is on my down-
stream side too. That casting posture works pretty
well with that presentation style and once the flies
are below me, getting them up off the water and
back into a false cast is a real snap even with
some wind. “But today for example | could not
cross so | have to settle for my left hand casting
arm to be on my upstream side so | will try and
present more like the old fashion dry-fly upstream
school. “Sounds grand but unfortunately for me |
don't have that kind of coordination “ | admitted.
“Well | guess most folks don't “ he agreed. “Well
Chuck | am going to push on and see if | can fight
this wind casting with my good old right arm. I'll
leave the left handed casting to you switch hitter
Mickey Mantle types. “ He stared at me again with
that puzzled look. “Mickey Mantle was a switch
hitter, he could bat righty or lefty” | quickly added.
“Oh yes of course” he shot back. “What the heck
did you think | meant “ | laughed. “Never mind”
he said in relief. Parting company with Chuck , |
continued my trek upriver and started thinking
more about what Chuck had just told me. | won-
dered how many fisherman in
today's day and age really ContOnPage7
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Chuck N. Hope Cont.

thought as much about their casting and presentation tactics as Chuck clearly does. Years ago, the
fishing books in print put allot of emphasis on those aspects of the sport for sure even though they
were often times locked up into the traditional dogma of that era . Some of the so called rules that at
the time were considered to be immovable are now routinely broken by modern flyfishers. Presenting
dry flies upstream while approaching a fish from below for example was for many years the only
method considered to be correct. Today many folks use tactics like the reach and puddle casts with
downstream drifts from above the fish’s lie to get their flies over a riser. | know | often find myself skit-
tering my dry a tiny bit on a downstream presentation keeping it just a bit motionless while it momentar-
ily suspends in the current. Doing this from time to time often gets many strikes in a stretch where a
drag-free drifting fly received no strike at all. This tactic works very well on small streams when your
blind-fishing dries as | often do. Maybe some of these more modern tactics are the product of being
less capable casters but probably it is more to do with innovative fisherman trying to find more effective
methods . Developing skill to cast left or right handed is one thing, you have to have some talent to do
that. But the other presentation tactics are things all fly-fishers should be thinking about.  ***
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I'm sure most folks have been watching the latest news reports coming from the Louisiana Gulf
Coast and are horrified and disgusted about what is going on down there. A BP oil rig explosion which
occurred back on April 20th resulted in an oil well that is over a mile down on the ocean floor to begin
leaking oil into the open ocean. Thus far all attempts to cap the well as of this writing have been unsuc-
cessful. Scientists have estimated that over 540,000 barrels of oil have already escaped the well. The
rate of the leak is estimated to be 12,000 to 19,000 barrels a day. One barrel is equal to 42 gallons of
oil. Using the conservative side of the estimate that would mean 18.6 million gallons have already been
released. The Exxon Valdez incident by comparison was estimated to be 250,000 barrels. This latest
Gulf of Mexico spill is being called the worst in US history.

Reports indicate that close to 50% of the total US seafood harvest comes from the Gulf of Mex-
ico. The extent of the damage to the Gulf Coast fisheries is currently not yet known but some scientists
are predicting the worst possible scenarios as ocean currents continue to move the oil spill over larger
and larger areas. At the current time, numerous commercial fishing ports have all but completely shut
down as local residents grow angrier by the day with the severely lacking response to the disaster thus
far. The economic implications are just the tip of the iceberg as native wildlife of all kinds will be heavily
impacted as well. No one knows yet just how badly, but as more and more oil moves inshore hopes
that the spill can be contained fade by the minute.

In reviewing the events that have occurred thus far , the response to this disaster at every level
has been dismal. British Petroleum officials have been cited to be slow to act and not truthful about
their disclosures both in regards to the nature of the initial explosion and then the extent of the subse-
guent oil leak. Government officials at the local, state and federal level have fared no better and this is
the really scary part. We may all think we have governmental protection and safeguards from these
types of disasters but the truth is we do not. It has just been reported that Elizabeth Birnbaum Head of
the Mineral Services Division of the Department of the Interior was fired amid allegations of widespread
corruption within the department that oversees the oil industry. Experts who have analyzed the condi-
tions at the rig resulting in the accident and the design of the well itself note numerous violations and
lack of best practices. BP blames the contractor. Sound familiar!

Folks , the people in charge are not looking out for the things that we care about and cherish
and further won't take acceptable levels of accountability. We all have to understand the implications of
that and not be fooled into thinking otherwise. This disaster should be an eye opener and reminder to
us all that this type of thing can occur wherever environmentally risky activities occur. In our home
area, the gas drilling activities that have begun can bring the reality of a comparable disaster right to
our doorstep. We need to make sure that the people we put in charge share our same values and will
fight the battles that need to be fought to keep the gas drilling within our area as safe as it can be. Hav-
ing blind faith that someone will do this for us can have deadly consequences.

Stay informed and get involved.
Sincerely, Mark A. Rando




A good stretch of river is never the shortest
distance between two points. River time is
slow and convoluted, and when | concentrate
and fish deliberately hours disappear into
pools, diffuse themselves in riffles, and con-
tract in the eddies where | wait for good trout
to show themselves.
-Christopher Camuto
A Flyfisherman’s Blue Ridge

The waters are nature’s store-house, in which
she locks up her wonders.

- Izaak Walton

The Compleat Angler

There is no greater fan of flyfishing than the
worm.

-Patrick F. McManus

Fishing Humorist

All living waters whisper to us

-Howell Raines
Fishing Through The Midlife Crisis
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- The invention of the modern reel seat is
credited to Charles Heddon and Jack Welch
under patent # 1,624,052 in 1927. The innova-
tive feature of this reel seat mechanism was
the inclusion of a hooded sliding clamping ring
which could be moved into position to secure
the base plate of the reel foot by turning a
threaded follower ring which had a knurled
surface. At the time, this was a big step for-
ward for fishing rod design.

- It is reported that some ancient fisherman
discovered that fish would strike at pieces of
shell or bone if suitably shaped to wiggle and
shimmer while pulled through the water in an
attractive fashion. Attached to a line with an
added barbed protrusion such as a piece of
carved bone, this new “lure” could be used
repeatedly to catch fish without need to re-bait.

- Rain-Beau lines of Canton Massachusetts
can be traced back to 1821 when founder
Simon Presbey began to manufacture twine
and thread. Their very popular series of
braided silk fly lines was featured in a very
sexy advertising campaign during the 1940’s
using beautiful women in bathing suites to pro-
mote their lines. The ads are collector’s items.

First Class Malil




