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Come forth into the light of things, let nature be your teacher 
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UDCTU 2010 Calendar of Events 

* Road Clean Up After Meeting  
Volunteers welcome 

 

Meetings Held at Long Eddy Firehouse 
Rt. 97 Long Eddy, NY 12760 

The President’s Pool 
 

Hi to all friends and members of the Upper Dela-
ware Chapter of Trout Unlimited. Last year’s season was a 
very busy and successful one for our chapter. First our 
grateful thanks to Frank Salt, our outgoing President, who 
did a terrific job in keeping us on the right track.  

As a group we have accomplished much. Our first 
year of involvement with Trout in the Classroom ended with 
a resounding success ‘Trout Day’, when the students re-
leased their trout into Callicoon Creek, and we were able to 
interact with them through our activity stations; wood carv-
ing, willow planting, stream entomology, fly casting and fly 
tying, all manned by our chapter members. The 5th graders 
were so enthusiastic that the program is expanding to add 
tanks for further study as they move to the 6th grade.  

We continued our participation in the Callicoon 
Farmer’ Market, Callicoon Street Fair and Narrowsburg Riv-
erfest. At Narrowsburg we tied ‘Pretty Pink Gurgler’ pins, 
the idea was suggested by Pam Reinhardt at Callicoon and 
Frank Salt designed and produced a prototype that night. 
We tied pins all day and had a hard time keeping up with 
the demand. For a $1.00 donation we had lots of our pink 
pins being worn. To date we have raised over $300.00 for 
‘Casting for Recovery’, a program for breast cancer patients 
and survivors.  

Again we were at the Grahamsville Youth Expo giv-
ing fly casting and fly tying instruction . We were also able 
to give away a Complete Fly Casting Outfit and Fly Tying 
Kit to two very enthusiastic winners. It’s very gratifying to 
have returning youth who tell us about using their flies and 
newly learned casting skills to fish, and how they look for-
ward to the event every year. 

We ended our chapter year with rock rolling at 
Hankins and Basket Creeks and our annual picnic. Many 
thanks to our hosts Sue and Tom Brown. It was a wonderful 
and fun afternoon for all of us. The ‘Rainbow Cup’ will be 
held jointly this year by Sue and Tom, with Sue coming on 
strong as the last caster. 

On Oct. 11 our chapter participated in the ‘Horton 
Brook Volunteer Planting Day.’ 30 Volunteers and 7 DEP 
staff and 1 dog planted 600 native trees along Horton Brook 

April  
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June  
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26 Chapter Meeting + Fishing Outing 

July  

4 Farmer’s Market 
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25 Narrowsburg Riverfest 
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to create a 50 foot riparian buffer where the DEP hauled away tunnel 
muck and established a floodplain bench that will spread the force of 
storm water and mitigate further flooding. 

With everyone’s help we looking forward to continued suc-
cesses this year. I’d like to end with a quote from Henry David Tho-
reau: 

 “ Many go fishing all their lives without knowing that it is not 
fish they are after.” 

 
 Spring is on the way! See you all soon. 
 
                                    Karol Sundholm 

   A Success Story 
 

 Last summer on the weekend of July 25 & 26 the UDCTU 
participated in the annual Callicoon Street Fair and Narrowsburg Riv-
erfest. This year was unique from past years in that it spawned a 
new idea that ultimately led to a new success story for our chapter. 
  Saturday morning, Pam Reinhardt had an idea that we could 
tie a Pink Fly and send the donations to Casting for Recovery.  All 
present jumped on this spontaneous idea and fine tuned the project. 
We decided it would be tied on a pin so that it could be worn and 
would ask for a $1 donation per pin. With quick creative work that 
very evening by Frank Salt, we began Sunday morning with 15 
‘Pretty in Pink Fly Pins’.  All TU helpers sported the pin and in a short 
time we sold out and had to replenish the dish with the ones we were 
wearing. We had a steady stream of customers and at the close of 
the day we sold 65 pins; yes, that means Karol Sundholm and Frank 
Salt (our tiers for the day), tied over 50 flies on a safety pins. Includ-
ing some generous donations, we were able to send a check for 
$195 to the Casting for Recovery program as a result. What a de-
lightful, and proud day we all had. 
 For the uninitiated, Casting for Recovery is a national non-
profit, support and educational program for women who have or 
have had breast cancer. A key part of the program     
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is the sponsorship of numerous  fly-fishing retreats throughout the year which provide the participating 
women the gentle exercise beneficial to recovery.  
 

 Our Chapter supports Casting for Recovery with an annual donation. For more informa-
tion go to www.castingforrecovery.org 
 

Submitted by Sue Brown    

Trout in the Classroom (TIC) Poem 
 

by Matt Olsen – 5th grade 
 
Our trout have gotten so big today 
But we have to let them go in May 
 
There are so many, no doubt 
So many, I can’t even count! 
 
If I try my brain will hurt 
I even named my favorite Burt 

Trout in the Classroom (TIC) Poem 
 

by Sheraz Basit – 5th grade 
 

There once were some fish in a tank 
They bobbed, they swam, they sank 
 
They eat, they breathe, they splash 
They play and never crash 
 
They keep us busy with their care 
Out of the tank, they do not dare 
 
Trout are pretty, sweet, and nice to see 
How happy they make me 
 

Success Story Cont. 

Lost and Found on the Willow 
 
Here is an amazing story of a lost and found incident submitted by Stephen Gerard as told to his friend 
Larry Boutis: 
 
 Larry, do you recall when you and I recently fished the 1.5 mile stretch of the Willowemoc Creek 
below the bridge?  While fishing I found (under about a foot of water) an IPod Nano and a set of head-
phones.  In the spirit of keeping the river clean, I retrieved and stuck them in a vest pocket, intending to 
discard them in an ecologically appropriate manner.  I promptly forgot about them (as the fishing was 
good!).  Several weeks later, while you and I were fishing in Montana, I had occasion to reach into my 
vest and rediscovered the IPod and headphones.  When I got home from Montana, on a whim, I de-
cided to try out the headphones to see if they worked, and they did!  So, I took the logical next step and 
plugged the IPod itself into my charger and was absolutely amazed to discover that it too worked!  Only 
the battery was damaged (replacement cost, about $10) so it wouldn't hold a charge. 
 
But here comes the most amazing part of the story.  I scrolled through the IPod and found the name of 
the owner.  My wife, Googled the name and found several people, including one whose office is several 
blocks away from us in Greenwich Village.  This particular person described some of her outdoor activi-
ties on the Hudson River and we suspected that she might somehow have been the one who lost the 
IPod.  So I called her.  She immediately asked me if I found it up in the Catskills on the Wil-
lowemoc.  She had been kayaking up there and it fell out of her pocket.  Her companion has a place in 
Livingston Manor and they frequently kayak in the area.  And, she was thrilled to get her IPod back! 
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 Delaware River Labradors 
 Pointing Lab Puppies 

Guide for Upland Bird Hunts in PA 
Booking Agent for R&R Pheasant Hunting 

Seneca, South Dakota 
 

Mike Bachkosky 
P.O. Box 92,  Callicoon, NY 12723 
845 887-5719 
www.rainbowsendflies.com 
mike@rainbowsendflies.com 

The Barryville 

Sportsman  
A Guide & Gear Shop 

 

At the Spring House Commons 
3461 Route 97  Barryville, NY 12719 
info@BarryvilleSportsman.com 
 

www.BarryvilleSportsman.com 
 

845-557-9907  

Do you know the health secrets  
of the Mangosteen Fruit?  

 
Go online and see what others  

are finding out !!! 
 

www.TheQueenOfAllFruits.com 
 

or call toll free 877 287 2847 for information 

Dette Trout Flies 
Fishing Flies  

 
Mary Dette & Joe Fox 

(607) 498-4991 
P.O. Box 108 

Roscoe, NY 12776 
 

joe@dettetroutflies.com 

A Tale of Two Brothers 
 

 Last Summer my sister Kerri and her husband had come up to our home to spend a long week-
end with us. Bringing their two young sons Kyle, aged five, and Joseph, aged seven, to join up with our 
recently acquired puppies, Laurie  and I knew we were in for a fast-paced and eventful weekend. Part 
of the weekend’s activities would include an afternoon out on one of the local lakes to give Kyle and 
Joseph a chance to catch some panfish and perhaps even a bass. My nephew Joseph who is also my 
godchild had been fishing a few times before and I keep a push button style spin casting outfit up at the 
house for him, a present we gave him for a past birthday. For Kyle, this would be his first time fishing.  
 On our way to Lower Woods pond we stopped at the Lookout General Store to obtain a fishing 
license for Jose, my brother-in law. As luck would have it, the license terminal was not working, a situa-
tion that seems to be the norm rather then the exception of late when trying to purchase a license 
there. Jose decided that driving a distance out of our way to try another place was not worth it and con-
ceded he would be happy just to watch.  Agreeing that would be fine as I didn’t think we would have 
any issues being checked or anything, we sped off.  
 Arriving at the lake , I quickly loaded and launched the boat and we were on our way with a 
cargo that included two happy giggling boys. We only had a few hours so I wanted to select a spot that 
I thought would have some fast action. I chose a cove about midway up the length of the lake. Anchor-
ing near a nice open channel bordering some thick weed beds, I was hopeful there would be plenty of 
hungry bluegills waiting. It had been agreed earlier, that Joseph would fish this time with an open faced 
spinning outfit and Kyle would use the push-button spin caster. Joseph was quite happy with that re-
marking that the sleek black ultra-light setup I handed him looked really cool.  Kyle also found  it quite 
reasonable that he use the beginner outfit as he said, after all I am a beginner. Yes indeed I said.      
 Baiting up Kyle’s rig first, I showed him how to use the push-button outfit as I casted to a spot  
near the edge of the weeds. Almost immediately, his float began to show the tell-tales signs of a strike. 
Quickly handing him the rod,  he instinctively pulled up on the rod and began cranking in the fish. There 
was a nice bend in his rod as he turned that reel handle as fast as he could. Without a word of coach-
ing he swung the fish over the side triumphantly  proclaiming  that was his first fish ever.  The small 
bluegill flapped about in protest as Kyle did his best to grab him.  Showing him how it was easier to 
hold the line instead, we snapped a few pictures and I unhooked the fish and put him back. “Uncle 
Mark “ he asked, “where will that fish go now “ he asked? I said “back to his home”.  “Oh” he laughed 
urging me to get his line out again. We quickly baited up Joseph’s line and showed him how to work the 
bail and hold the line to make a cast.  He too was instantly into a fish.  And so it went for the next thirty  
minutes or so that Jose and I did all we could to keep their lines baited and in the 
water, unhooking the fish as quickly as we could.   Cont. on Page 5 
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Something Fishy 
 

Written by Aidan Sensiba on 10/8/09 
 

Something fishy was going on today.  All of 5th grade had departed to the fish hatchery!  Mr. 
Covert, the man who ran it, explained the life cycle of the trout.  Like people, trout go through stages.  
Adults lay the eggs, which then hatch into sac fry (the current stage of which our class “pets” are in).  As 
they mature, they get bigger, their body gets more detailed, and they turn opaque.  They will next by fry, 
then fingerlings, then finally adults after one year.  We will release ours as fingerlings to be mothers and 
fathers in the wild. 

  Mr. Covert showed us 1-year old females, 2-year olds, and so on.  The fully mature ones were 
huge and spurted out caviar!  Lastly, we went up and saw trays of eggs in incubators and then went into 
Mr. Covert’s office.  He also is a hunter, so we saw his mounted deer and other animals.  We were ac-
companied by two adorable dogs the whole time. 

Everybody had lunch at nearby Mongaup Pond, and then we returned to school.  Today was an 
exhilarating day! 

2009 Run of Alaska Kenai Rainbows Reported to be Small 

 Chapter member Art Salomon 
makes an annual pilgrimage to Alaska 
each September. This past year Art was 
complaining that the run of Kenai River 
rainbows was below average.  Seen here 
holding a typical specimen, You can tell 
by Art’s expression how disappointed he 
was.   
 Art reported that the fish shown 
took a flesh fly while drifting in the middle 
Kenai section. Fishing a fly that is at-
tempting to resemble decaying salmon 
flesh is a common and effective tactic for 
late fall fishing in Alaska. The fish meas-
ured in at a 32.5 inches.  

 As Kyle landed yet another small bluegill he put forth to me the 
same challenge that fishermen the world over have done since the beginning of guided fishing trips. 
“Uncle Mark are there any really big fish in here that we can catch”  Yes indeed, big fish, what to do I 
thought as I looked over at Jose who just laughed? “Well” I said “Kyle you have to wait longer for a big 
fish to bite if you want to try for one”.  “Why does it take longer” he asked? Why indeed I pondered for a 
moment. “Well because big fish are smart” I said.  “Uncle Mark how does a fish get smart”.  “Yeah, un-
cle Mark how do a fish get so smart” Joseph chimed in ? This is a tough crowd I thought searching for a 
good answer looking over again at Jose who seemed to be quite happy someone else was at the brunt 
of this. “When allot of people try to catch them they learn how  to get away so they don’t wind up as 
someone's dinner” I answered, hopeful that would close it out. “Well we can try to get one can’t we”, 
Kyle continued.  “Yes we can try but we’ll have to try a different spot” I replied.   
 Pulling up the anchor, I moved the boat out near the edge of some mid-lake weed beds about 
three quarters distance down the length of the lake, this being an area I had caught some larger blue-
gills and crappies before.  Showing them where to try and cast, I was amazed at how fast Kyle learned 
how to use the push-button outfit. His casts were quite good, but Joseph was struggling a bit with the 
spinning outfit though he was getting better too. We sat quietly for a few minutes watching their floats as 
no action was forthcoming.  Kyle sat holding his rod in hand staring intently at his float and asked me if I 
thought there was really any fish out there. I told him I was sure there were but that we would have to be 
quiet and patient and they would come. I could tell that Joseph was losing inter-
est fast .  Cont. on Page 7 

A Tale of Two Brothers Cont. 
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Skeeter and the Mojo Man 
By Chuck N. Hope 

 

 I was in a local tackle shop the other day 
and I ran into Chuck. Not having seen him for 
quite some time, his magical appearance in the 
aisle I was standing in was a bit starting at first. 
“Chuck, where have you been? It seems like ages 
since I’ve seen you around”. “Oh, I’ve been 
around” he shot back. “Been doin any fishing” I 
asked.  “No not much since the fall, but all that’s 
gonna change very soon “ he replied. “I know 
what you mean, this spring weather we’ve been 
getting teased with really gets the blood running” I 
offered back.  “Spring has nothing to do with it “ 
he said curtly. “OK, I’m listening”. “Well” he said, 
“this year I’ll be fishing with Skeeter and the Mojo 
Man”. “Who the heck are they” I inquired. “Why 
they’re nothing short of being two of the best 
damn fishermen in the whole area” he pro-
claimed. “And where did you meet these guys” I 
asked suspiciously. “I met them on the river last 
fall. “Would that be the River Styx “? “Very funny, 
but you would be a bit more respectful if you ever 
saw these two in action. Skeeter has eyesight like 
an eagle and can spot a trout like no one I have 
ever seen. And the Mojo Man can get himself so 
tuned into the pulse of the fishing vibe that the 
fish just can’t resist. So together they are a fishing 
team like no other” “Really“ I said, “don’t take this 
the wrong way but if these guys are so great why 
would they want to fish with you, I mean not that 
you’re a bad fisherman or anything”. “Well for 
your information” I bring something to the table 
they need”. “And that would be” I asked? “A fish-
ing rod” he replied. “Chuck are you feeling OK”, I 
asked somewhat alarmed. “Sure I am fine”. 
“Chuck I don’t get it “ I said. “What’s there to get? 
These guys have honed their fishing skills so pre-
cisely that they don’t even bother to fish as they 
don’t see a point to it. Skeeter spots the fish, and 
the Mojo Man figures out exactly what fly would 
work, where to cast and how it needs to be pre-
sented. For them to take the exercise any further 
would be pointless. It would be like well making a 
bet when you already know the outcome“. “So by 
letting you tag along, they let you try instead” I 
asked still very puzzled about this whole scene. 
“Yes something like that” Chuck came back. 
“Chuck I have to be honest this whole thing 
sounds a bit half-baked to me” I stammered. “Well 
think what you like, but its going to be one heck of 
a great season. Maybe I can get you in for a day 
or two too.“ “Chuck, I think I’d be happier finding 
and catching my own fish” I concluded. “Well 
that’s your choice, don’t say I didn’t offer” he shot 
back defensively. “Oh no I really appreciate the 

offer, it just doesn't sound like the right thing for 
me, that’s all.  “Suite yourself, but it was great to 
bump into you anyway”. “Same here” I replied. 
“Give my regards to the Mojo Man and let me 
know how you make out”. “I will “ Chuck called 
out as he disappeared around the corner and just 
like that he was gone as quickly as he appeared. 
Driving back home, I thought to myself “the Mojo 
Man indeed, what does he take me for”? I don’t 
know why but when I got home, I Googled the 
word Mojo and the Urban Dictionary had no less 
than 50 definitions with the prevalent themes be-
ing that of one who has the ability to cast a charm 
or spell of attraction of various sorts that others 
are drawn too irresistibly or to have such a high 
degree of confidence that success is assured. 
Interesting, I thought, didn't Jim Morrison and 
Doors write a song about that? The next day the 
phone rang and it was Chuck. He called to let me 
know that Skeeter and Mojo Man had decided 
that they were going to head west this season.  
Crushed by the news he said he would have to 
reevaluate all his upcoming plans.  “Chuck if its 
any consolation, I think you do quite well enough 
on your own“. “Maybe I can get some Mojo of my 
own “ he replied. “Sure why not, what does the 
Mojo Man have that you don’t? “ That seemed to 
bring him a bit of comfort.  “Hey, I’m glad I called”, 
he said, “I feel better already”.  “Now go tear up 
those streams and remember we all have a little 
Mojo in us we just need to figure out how to get it 
going”.                                                            MAR 

607 498-5194                                      ORVIS 
 

BEAVERKILL ANGLER 
Fine Fishing Tackle, Books, 

& Tying Materials 
 

Stewart Avenue, Roscoe, NY 12776 
 

Evan Lavery 

       Enjoy the relaxing view of the  
Delaware River as eagles soar above                                                      

             The Spring  
                        House Commons 

Bed & Breakfast 
 

Single to Apartment-style Guestrooms 
Luxury Bath Amenities 

Breakfast Basket & Concierge Services 
 

3461 Route 97 Barryville, NY 12719 
845 557-8189  or 888 558-8189 

www.TheSpringHouse.com 
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 All of a sudden, Kyle’s float disappeared completely and he immediately started cranking the 
reel.  He exclaimed this one felt like a really big one and soon we had a nice plump pumpkinseed flap-
ping in the boat. He immediately noticed that something was different about the fish and asked why it 
had different colors. I told him it was called a pumpkinseed sunfish. As we returned the fish, he com-
mented that he liked those better. I was impressed that he noticed it was a different kind. We casted  
again and  this time his float went completely under almost immediately. Rearing back on the rod he ex-
claimed jubilantly that this one was a really big one . The fish was taking line off the drag and as he 
struggled against the pull, it was then that one of the most notable fishing utterances I have ever heard 
came spilling out. Pulling mightily back on his rod, cranking the reel handle for all it was worth Kyle defi-
antly proclaimed “ if it’s a fight you want, it’s a fight your gonna get” ! I just looked at Jose in disbelief 
and he just laughed. After a bit more tussle and taunting, Kyle swing over a plump, jumbo bluegill that 
was one of the biggest I had ever seen come out of Lower Woods including the ones we get through the 
ice which always tend to be larger. It was an outstanding catch for anyone, especially for a first time 
fisherman.  As we released it he remarked that it was the biggest one of the day while Joseph protested 
he wasn’t catching anything and wanted to leave.  
 We continued to fish for awhile longer and caught a few more fish including a yellow perch, but 
none like Kyle’s lunker bluegill. Kyle also scolded a fish for stealing his bait calling him a bastard much 
to the surprise and chagrin of both I and Jose! Then I heard Joseph ask his father. “When do you think 
uncle Mark is going to take us back”? To which his father replied . “I guess when he’s ready”.  Realizing 
that was my cue, I suggested we stop and we began our trek back to the boat launch.   
 You have to know Kyle to fully appreciate the remark about fighting the fish. At five years old I 
call him the little professor . He is as inquisitive as can be and when he talks its as if he is giving you a 
dissertation. He delights in anything to do with nature and the outdoors and appears to love science. To 
see him have such a keen interest in fishing makes me wonder if we don’t have a future championship 
fisherman in the making.  
 Later that evening, when Kyle was talking about his fish, Laurie kidded him about going ice fish-
ing. Having to explain the concept to him after he asked one question after another about it, he seemed 
to be totally intrigued by the idea and made me promise I would take him. We asked Joseph if he 
wanted to go too and he replied that it sounded like the dumbest thing he had ever heard of. Well 1 for 2 
isn’t too bad I guess.                                                                                                                            MAR 

The Editor’s Post - The River of Life 
 

I think life, in some respects, is allot like the fate of a trout stream. Starting out small and pure, 
untainted by what lies ahead and not knowing what’s in store or what direction it will travel, drops of wa-
ter gather in the womb of mother earth. Urged to move forward by inexplicable forces the journey be-
gins. Tumbling down steep precarious slopes, gaining size and strength and free to travel only in the 
confines of a somewhat predetermined route it goes forth. Bouncing over and around obstructions as 
they appear, some of it slides by relatively effortlessly while other parts violently smash head on into the 
unexpected obstacles, having to back up and regroup in order to move forward again. Along the way, 
some parts try to move backwards or stand still, seemingly content to stay put. This idle state is some-
times allowed for a short while, but then inevitably forces beyond control start moving it ever forward 
again. Still other parts evaporate into the unknown fog far above the surface of the known plane of exis-
tence, unable to complete the journey. Further down, the left over remnants of other life forces will be 
absorbed with little ability to resist, altering the original character sometimes beyond recognition. Pass-
ing through an ever-changing landscape shaped by others that lie beyond its influence the journey con-
tinues on with no apparent hope of returning to its start and original state. Merging with other rivers 
along the way it will continue to grow but also lose some of its original identity further still. Finally, it 
reaches the end of the journey, spilling into the great void of an ocean hardly recognizable with only a 
last desperate hope that the fate that lies ahead shall include renewal and a rebirth to repeat the cycle 
all over again. In the end, the only thing that remains is the memory of the journey as witnessed by other 
passer-byes they too heading toward the same fate and perhaps that of a temporary feature carved 
here and there into the riverbed that in time will be gone too.  

 

Spring has finally arrived. It time to renew our connections with out favorite trout waters.  
See you all there.                                 Sincerely, 
                                                              Mark Rando 

A Tale of Two Brothers Cont. 
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Piscatorial Wit & Wisdom 
 

Rivers and the inhabitants of watery elements 
are made for wise men to contemplate and for 
fools to pass by without consideration.  

-Isaac Walton 
The Compleat Angler 

 

One great thing about fly fishing is that after a 
while nothing exists of the world except 
thoughts about fly fishing. 

                                   - Norman Maclean 
A River Runs Through  It 

 

Fishing is not an escape from life but often a 
deeper immersion into it, all of it, the good and 
the awful, the joyous and the miserable, the 
comic, the embarrassing, the tragic and the 
sorrowful.  

- Henry Middleton 
Rivers of Memory  

 

The true fisherman approaches the first day of 
fishing season with all the wonder and awe of 
a child approaching Christmas. 

- Robert Traver 
Nom De Plume of John Voelker 
Retired Supreme Court Justice 

 

Fun Fishing Facts - Did you know that C..? 
 

- Early American made fishing rods were 
largely constructed from wood with hickory, 
ash, greenheart and lance woods being the 
most common. A popular grip style was made 
of tightly wrapped rattan that was varnished.  
 

- It is reported that In the mid 1970’s, Ameri-
can fishermen were purchasing approximately 
three million fishing rods annually and about 
97% of those were of fiberglass construction. 
Today graphite/graphite composite rods enjoy 
over 90% of the market.  
 
- The material known as Nylon was invented in 
1934 at a DuPont laboratory by a research 
team led by a chemist named Wallace Caroth-
ers. Having a property that it could be finely 
extruded into unlimited lengths, it was quickly 
seized upon by the fishing line industry. The 
Ashaway Line Co. of Rhode Island was the 
first to offer a commercially available nylon 
fishing line in January of 1939. It was in fact 
the first commercially available product of any 
kind manufactured from this new wonder ma-
terial. Available even before women’s nylon 
panty hose which did not debut in stores until 
later that year. 

 
 
Post Office Box 100 
Long Eddy, NY  12760 
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