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May 2011 PCTU President’s Letter

W

ith all of this warmer weather, it almost seems like we bypassed spring and have
gone directly to summer. Hopefully, each and every one of you is taking full advantage of this fabulous time of year.
As I sit here writing this letter, I can’t believe that in and around all of the
various chapter activities, I only have five months remaining of my second (and final) year as President. I am amazed at what all was worked on
during the month of April alone; between two delayed harvest fish stockings, one roadside clean-up, support for Kids in the Creek with Apple
Valley Middle School, and our annual Fly Fishing School. Thanks to all
who gave their time and hard work to each of these great programs.
Speaking of April, I would like to take this opportunity to thank John Johnson for his great
chapter meeting presentation on safety while fishing.
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It was loaded with lots of common sense (which isn’t always so common) advice and tips
of what to think about to insure that each fishing experience that you have is a safe and
successful one. I would also like to thank Aaron Davenport for his sharing of the success
of this year’s Kids in the Creek program with Rugby Middle School.
Just a quick reminder…….we are continuing with our recent tradition of having the May
chapter meeting (the 12th) dedicated to fly tying. It is such a wonderful way to learn a new
component of fly fishing whether you are a novice or a huge enthusiast. In addition to the
chapter meeting, please remember that there are more fish stockings and the Kids’ Fishing
Days at Stu Cohn’s pond coming up in the next few weeks; so make sure to check the
chapter website for details.
See you soon……hopefully on the water.
Tight Lines.
Kiki Matthews
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From The Editor

S

aturday April 2nd was the opening day for trout fishing on Hatchery Supported Waters in
North Carolina. The photos on pages 1,2,and 4 were taken below the bridge to the
Davidson River Campground by Bill Strickland of the Davidson River Outfitters and the
Asheville Citizen-Times..
A good friend recently gave me some old fishing magazines. Included in the group were copies
of Gray’s Sporting Journals - Fly Fishing Editions dating back to 2001. There are two excerpts
I would like to share. 2003 “A Trout’s Tale”,by David James Duncan. “There are Yellowstone
cuttroat living in the lower end of Slough Creek that biologists estimate are caught and released
300 times in a seven - year life span.” No wonder Bob Daulbert had so much trouble catching
these fish - they certainly weren’t virgins! I wonder how many times the fish at the Davidson
River Hatchery area are caught - 3,000?
In the 2010 Fly-Fishing Edition John Gierach wrote “I know a guide who now regularly has
his clients fish nymphs in order to catch fish, but makes them switch to dries when the trout
begin to rise. If they ask why, he says “Because that’s how its done.”
This month’s feature article “Egg-Sucking Everything” is fron the 2003 GSJ The Fly Fishing
Book. It is the best fly fishing article I’ve ever read. I hope you enjoy it as much as I did.
Jim Hoskinson

WELCOME NEW MEMBERS
Harry Brown
Christopher Drennen
Donovan Kline
Kim Kramer
Cole Lewis
William Murray
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Extra! Extra!
Dale Klug

L

ikely most of you thought you had finally heard the last from me. But as luck would
have it, Jim has asked me to write a few lines for the “Extra! Extra!” column. For
those of you new to the Pisgah Chapter, you are a member of one of the finest, most
active, chapters in North Carolina. That statement is not simply a “trout line” but something I realized when I was the Pisgah Chapter President. While I am not as active in
PCTU matters as I once was, I remain in touch with chapter affairs serving as North Carolina State Council Chair… which by the way keeps me pretty busy.
There are other members of the Pisgah Chapter that are active at
many levels with Trout Unlimited: John Kies, National Leadership
Council; Jack Frisch; NCTU Director of Water Quality. I encourage each of you to get involved in a leadership role with the chapter.
I grew up in Southwest Idaho and started fly fishing in the 8th grade
under the tutelage of my algebra teacher. I went in the Navy right
out of high school, retired in 2001; and have been fortunate to have
fly fished across the country and a number of foreign countries. Graduated from North
Carolina (Biology) and attended graduate school at Webster University (Management) and
Villanova (Biology). Moved to Asheville in 2004. Favorite place to fish in the US: Silver
Creek Preserve, outside the US: Iceland.
One of Jim’s requests was for me to write a “short” fishing article, so I started out writing
about a recent trip to Silver Creek in South Central Idaho, which is one of my favorite
places to get away. As it turns out, “short” soon became eight pages and I hadn’t even
slipped my waders on yet! So if you want to experience that story, visit Silver Creek
Preserve for yourself.
So, on to the short story… I am fortunate to manage Outdoor Programs for the Biltmore
Estate, and in that position I employ a number of guides that conduct fly fishing and clay
shooting activities. Recently, one my guides was out with a couple of guests (commonly
referred to as a guide trip) on the Davidson River. The Davidson River is generally considered relatively easy… easy to see fish, easy to wade, easy to access, and easy to fish.
Catching is a completely different situation! That particular day, as luck would have it,
there was some catching going on and life was good, guests are happy. Now, if you guide
for any length of time you have a list of “I can’t believe what I just saw” experiences, and
this day would be no exception. One of the guests was becoming a little fatigued from the
easy wading and catching experience and decided to get off the water for a few minutes
and take a rest. At this point the guide takes the rod and helps the guest up the erosion
control / river access points (commonly called steps). Once at the top of the steps, the
guide turns to get the rod she had leaned against a tree. Apparently the guest was more
fatigued than at first thought, as she lost her balance and proceeded to fall in a fashion that
resembled cart-wheeling head first into the river.
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The first thought most guides would have at this point is, damn, no tip! My particular
guide, not having seen this particular situation play itself out before is thinking: broken leg,
broken back, or worse. As it turns out, the guest’s injuries were minor bruises and embarrassment.
The remainder of the trip was uneventful, thankfully! In any case, there was a good lesson
to be learned from this occurrence by my young guide, and it boils down to safety. We
have all likely stayed on the water too long, and I refer to this as the “just one more cast”
way of thinking. My reminder is to be careful out there, we want to see you back tomorrow to enjoy our easy little river.
See you on the water!

Davidson River Road Cleanp 4-14-2011

W

e had perfect weather for our Spring road side clean up. We had eleven
members helping and that seemed like enough people to get the job
done. The picnic areas are not heavily used this time of year so we didn’t have
the large amount of trash that we normally would have. But I understand that our
territory might be expanded and that means for those of you that are always
suggesting that there’s not a lot of trash to pick up well your prayers just might be
answered. Stay tuned for more news on that. We had really good
refreshments,really great conversation and we did a really good job. So please
join our next thrilling Adventure. Following are the names our members of that
helped: John Johnson, .Shirley Johnson, Alan Frank,.Michael Delmonico,
.Rickey Farlow, .Andy Uhr, John Barsotti, Norris McDowell, Mike Hanesworth,
.Rich Foster, and Ross Fox
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Trout in the Classroom

8

th

Grade Science Students from Polk County Middle School release trout raised
in the classroom into the Pacolet River at Harmon Field in Tryon.
David Riddle is the teacher

photo by Barsotti

photo by Barsotti

photo by Barsotti
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Little River Stocking
April 1, 2011
he sunlight broke through the clouds, brightened the day
and warmed up the morn
ing. The temperature upon arrival at the DuPont State Forest was around 34 F and by noon it was a comfortable 55 F.
Everybody enjoyed the stocking and we had a great turn out
for the April 1st stocking of the Little River. It was interesting to note that the water temperature within the Little
River was 45 F, which was 4 F colder than the March 3rd stocking. March sure turned out to be a strange weather month.

T

The following individuals were present for the stocking:
Eric Folk, DuPont State Forest Ranger; Gram Laing, Setzer
Hatchery; and our chapter members John Kocinski, Irv
Lanquist, Bill Wearmouth, Tim Schubmehl, Ken Voltz, E. J.
Oleksiak, Kim Kramer and Jack Soyak. This was the first time
in a year that Bill Wearmounth (a.k.a. “The Big Dipper”) had
participated in the stockings due to rotator cuff surgery and
a heart valve replacement. We also had a guest, Tony Brooks
from the French Broad Fly Fishers who brought along his
trusty dog Shadow. Shadow is a Labrador mix and showed great
interest investigating the buckets of fish. If he hadn’t
been on a leach, I am sure he would have jumped into the
river after the fish.
The Hatchery delivered 335 pounds of trout that equaled approximately 785 fish with an average weight of 0.43 pounds each.
Brooks made up 4% of the total, 39% were Browns and 57% were
Rainbows.
I would like to take this opportunity to thank all of our
dedicated chapter volunteers who turned out to stock the Little
River. I would also like to thank DuPont State Forest for
providing the trusty “Polaris Ranger 6x6” and a forest ranger
for transporting the fish along the river trails. It would be
a near impossible task to carry the buckets of fish to the
remote stocking points without the trusty “Polaris Ranger”.
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Green River Stocking

W

e stood around having coffee and muffins waiting for the hatchery truck
that was a little late. But we had quite a few members and three guests in
attendance so the conversation was lively and that made the wait a little more
tolerable. When the truck finally got there every one went to work doing what we
are supposed to do. Ken Brady was on the truck, along side the driver, dipping
fish.Charlie Dotson usually works with Ken but he had to miss this stocking. The
driver informed us that we had 887# of fish.I didn’t realize it but no matter how
many pounds of fish we have it will always work out to be around 2600 fish .We
put in 50# of fish at Fish Top and then we started our caravan down Green River
Cove Road. Don Sain joined us and he and David Maxwell talked about the
property owners sticking up “No Tresspassing” signs. Don said he would talk
with one of the property owners and David has talked with another with a positive
outcome. David can tell you more but we will be allowed to stock the river running through that property and also fish there. So progress is being made.
Following were in attendance. Norris McDowell, Mike Hanesworth, Rich Foster,
Mike Dennis, Steve Herring, Gillis Carroll, Payden Carroll, Shirley Johnson,
John Johnson, Wai Syn, Michael Delmonico, Buddy Kimura, Larry Walp, .David
Maxwell, Joey Maxwell, .John Barsotti, Ken Brady, and.Ross Fox
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EGG-SUCKING EVERYTHING
Richard Chiappone

I suppose it is one of the more obvious lessons in life that the farther you travel from the
birthplace of something truly noble and fine, the more license people will take with that fine
thing, and the less recognizable it is bound to become. Certainly the most egregious example of this is the “Hawaiian style” pizza, topped with canned pineapple, and —for some
reason I’ve never understood— Canadian bacon. But close behind that would have to be
what Alaskans have done to fly fishing.
After nearly twenty years among my fellow philistines here in the Great Land, I might be
too comfortable to recognize how low we’ve sunk, if not for a visit one recent summer to
the Catskill Museum of Fly Fishing at Livingston N. Y., near the confluence of the fabled
Beaverkill and Willemowec creeks. Passing through there on vacation, my wife and I
stopped to peruse the glass cases cradling aging silk leaders, oxidizing single-action reels,
flies so delicate and lifelike they seemed ready to lift off from the display velvet and seek a
mate above the bucolic local streams there in the Fertile Crescent of our sport.
The place was as serious as The Vatican. Here lay the bones of saints, splinters from the
True Cross. A group of fellow pilgrims clad in pressed chinos and tasseled loafers whispered in awed reverence. I stepped behind a display case to conceal my road Reeboks, my
travel jeans; for the first time in my life I wished I had taken up pipe smoking. Before me in
the case was a tiny Quill Gordon, tied by the eponymous Theodore Gordon himself, the
father of American dry fly fishing. From its proud dun tail to its elegant wood duck wings
it was a thing of unity, balance and symmetry, and perhaps the quintessential Eastern trout
fly. Truly something to be revered. But like a kid in church daydreaming of girlie mags, my
mind drifted to our own Alaskan signature pattern, The Egg Sucking Leech.
Does it imitate anything as delicate and ephemeral as a May fly?
Well, no. Essentially a huge purple Wooly Bugger with a ball of
hot pink or red chenille tied in at the eye of the hook, it apparently mimics a bright purple leech attempting to swallow a feverishly swollen salmon egg. (In deference to readers with delicate
sensibilities I will not name the variation on which the inflamed
pink portion is located at the bend of the hook: ie. the terminal
end of the “leech’s” alimentary canal). The fact that there are no
purple leeches in Alaska, and that our ordinary green and black leeches do not, as far as I
can tell, actually
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eat salmon eggs, begs the question of whether any self respecting angler would want to be
seen casting such a freakish creation under any circumstances. Yet this fly, or one of it’s
variations (the Egg Sucking Muddler, the Egg Sucking Zonker, the Egg Sucking Bead Head
Krystal Flash etc.) is invariably mentioned on nearly every Alaskan’s list of must-have
patterns, and for two good reasons: it catches fish like crazy, and it embodies our disdain
for all things elegant, delicate, and traditional.
Alaskan fly boxes house some of the biggest, goofiest looking monstrosities outside of the
World Wrestling Federation. The list includes such classics as
the Alaskabou —a fist full of marabou lashed to an enormous,
otherwise bare hook; the Bunny Bug —a fist full of rabbit fur
lashed to an enormous, otherwise bare hook; and, perhaps the
mostly widely used of all, the Coho Fly —a fist full of bucktail
lashed to an enormous, well, you get the picture. Even when we
fish dry flies we gravitate toward the grotesque. The latest rage is top water fishing for
silver salmon. The fly, a large, winged wad of fluorescent pink deer hair, is called the Polliwog, though it looks more like a radioactive fruit bat.
Admittedly these are all attractor patterns, and I’m sure that, decades ago, some of the
fussier fly throwers of the day wondered exactly what the inventors of the Mickey Finn and
the Parmachenie Belle were burning in their pipes. But in Alaska, even when we set out to
imitate something specific it gets ugly quickly because there is nothing delicate about our
trouts’ diet. Our idea of a “natural” dry fly is the Deer Hair Mouse, or vole, or shrew (it’s a
blessing we haven’t got woodchucks). And while it’s true you may notice the odd trillion
insects buzzing around your head as you fish here, our fatso rainbows don’t bother sipping low calorie no-seeums off the surface when the bottom is littered with nice juicy
salmon eggs. Imitating those little protein orbs has led to an angling technique that resembles fly fishing only in the tackle it uses to wet the hook. Glo Bugs, Iliamna Pinkies,
and, lately, an assortment of plastic beads are arguably the most effective and least aesthetic trout baits since canned corn, marshmallows, and the Mr. Twister. But leave it to
Alaskans to lower our already abysmal standards with the introduction of the “pegged”
bead, the lodge guides’ secret weapon for pleasing number crunching sports who have
paid obscene amounts of money to be flown out to remote rivers, and really need to catch
lots of fish.
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I’m not going to explain exactly how the pegged bead works —in part because it is illegal
on many of our rivers, but mostly because it is so deadly you would have try it any way.
Let me just say that a problem with plastic beads is that while they look exactly like salmon
eggs, unlike roe they are rock hard, so a trout will mouth nearly every one you drift near
him, yet spit them out faster than you can calculate your guide’s tip. But a “pegged” bead
is virtually impossible for a trout to spit without getting the hook in his face, no matter how
quick he is. And, presto, it’s “Fish on!” all day long.
Is it effective? Beyond your wildest dreams. Is it fly fishing? In Alaska it is.
Though these tactics may sound like incredibly bad form, in all fairness to pegged bead
devotees, a trout foul-hooked on the outside of the mandible is probably less prone to
injury than one that has inhaled a realistic baitfish pattern. Still, the use of some of these
Alaskan patterns, and particularly beads, while elevating catch rates, has culled much of the
skill, the finesse, and, some might argue, the fun, from both fly tying and fly fishing.
I have no desire to go back to the Fan Wing Coachman dressed with home made paraffin
and gasoline floatant, any more than I want to trade my toasty neoprenes in for rubber hip
boots, or my graphite rods for that Sears fiberglass club I started out with forty years ago.
But you can whip up a half dozen Coho flies or Alaskabous in the time it takes to tie one
decent Prince Nymph, and there is actually a little tool that extrudes perfectly spherical Glo
Bugs. And, let’s face it, it’s almost impossible to fish a Bunny Bug incorrectly. Then there
are the pegged beads, which will hook fish while even the most reflex-challenged angler is
busy gazing up at the clouds pondering life’s great mysteries, such as the presence of
Canadian bacon on a Hawaiian style pizza, for instance.
The fact is, here in Alaska, I’ve actually seen a bait fisherman (apparently overcome with
either nostalgia, or Coleman fumes) carrying his cured salmon roe on his hip in a beautiful
old wicker creel. So you have to go way out of your way to offend anyone’s sense of
tradition —or even find one. I mean, around here, when the spawned out salmon carcasses
begin to rot, you’re considered a bit of a snob if you fish maggot patterns while everyone
else is using “flesh flies.”
And we don’t limit our blasphemies to pattern selection. We do things to presentation that
would put Gary Borger in therapy. Any day during the sockeye run, you will find several
hundred if not several several thousand anglers at the Kenai/Russian River confluence, a
designated “Fly Fishing Only” area, standing, quite literally elbow to elbow, plunking #2
Coho flies weighted with rubber-core sinkers the size of your baby finger.
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As long as the fly itself is unweighted and the sinker is attached at least eighteen inches
above the hook, The Alaska Department of Fish and Game decrees that this is indeed fly
fishing —not that anybody would mistake it for
fly casting. With that much lead on, you’re not
going to attempt a back cast, of course, because
you would either snap the tip of your rod or kill
someone in the crowd standing behind you
waiting for your slot in the meat line. In fact,
smart anglers eschew bulky fly line in favor of
straight mono. The fly is delivered in a short flip
a few yards upstream from your position; then
as it sinks, you follow it with the tip of the rod
until it begins to rise at the end of the drift, give a
hopeful and hefty yank (in case a salmon has
foolishly ventured near the point of the hook) and flip it back upstream again. You do that
over and over and over, all day and all night, if necessary, until you’ve beached your three
salmon limit. This only works if the guys snugged up against your elbows coordinate their
sinker flips with yours. And when things are going well, and there aren’t too many rookies
in the mix, an entire stretch of the riverbank will become a kind of undulating ballet of rods
rhythmically rising and falling in unison, their steel line guides glinting in the afternoon sun.
As fly fishing goes it’s as close to beauty as we get up here. I swear it can bring a tear to
your eye. Realistically, it’s the only effective way to catch sockeye in that particular piece
of water, and their oily red flesh, pan fried in butter with garlic and a little dill, justifies
almost anything. Even so, Alaskans’ perverse corruption of the sport can not be explained
entirely in terms of food-gathering pragmatism.
A guy I know from Anchorage, an educated and otherwise civilized person who actually
grew up on the classic small streams of Pennsylvania, fishes our catch and release steelhead rivers using a gorgeous split bamboo rod. I could describe the soft caramel coloring
of the cane, the fine silk wraps. But the salient detail is the way he rigs it with a long leader
of 10lb test Maxima, two or three split shots the size of gum balls, and a hank of pink Glo
Bug yarn cinched into the knot at the eye of an otherwise bare hook. “Barbaric,” you
snort? Maybe. But in some other, far better life, you might catch half as many steelhead as
that guy does. To the purist all this must sound like some newly discovered circle of hell: a
place swarming with huge trout and salmon and no respectable way for a person of refinement to catch them. Here’s what I recommend: Slip into that tweed walking jacket and fire
up your meerschaum; clamp a fine wire dry fly hook in your vise. Carefully tie in several
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stiff fibers from a high quality medium dun hackle feather for the tail, then a stripped peacock quill for the body; add two perfectly matched barred wood duck wings, and another
medium dun for the hackle itself. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?
OK. Now, tie in two wraps of the hottest, flaming pink chenille you can buy, (don’t worry
if you smash the hackle or the wings), knot the fly to your tippet, clamp at least two large
split shot a foot above it, and fish the damned thing right on the bottom.
You may be in Alaska, but that whirring sound you hear is coming all the way from the
grave of Theodore Gordon
reprinted by permission of author
This article orginally appeared in Gray’s Sporting Journal - the Fly Fishing Book February/March 2002

Snags and Snarls is published eleven times a
year by the Pisgah Chapter of
Trout Unlimited, a non - profit
organization for its members
and supporters.
Address comments to:
Snags & Snarls
PO Box 841
Hendersonville NC 28793-0841

OUR VISION
Pursue a future where healthy populations of native and wild coldwater fish thrive in the Western North
Carolina region for following generations to enjoy.

OUR MISSION
Conserve, protect and restore coldwater fisheries and their watersheds in the Western North Carolina
region.
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KIDS IN THE CREEK, APPLE VALLEY MIDDLE SCHOOL
Clear Creek, Tuesday, April 26th
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Pisgah Chapter Trout Unlimited Directory
President

Kiki Matthews

828-696-1599

kikimatthews@bellsouth.net

Vice President.

Open

Secretary .........

Chris Ellis

864-458-6240

chris.ellis@us.michelin.com

Treasurer ........

Dick Millonzi

828-595-3905

kmillonzi@morrisbb.net

Past President..
.
Director (2010)

Linda Byington

828-817-2681

linda.byington188@gmail.com

John Kies

828-698-5207

johnkies@bellsouth.net

Director (2011)

David Pierce

828-891-8991

piercefordp@yahoo.com

Director (2011)

Mike Dennis

828-891-7219

ffmd48@yahoo.com

Director (2011)

Jim Hoskinson

828-891-8440

jimhosk@bellsouth.net

Director (2012)

John/Shirley Johnson

828-749-1370

john.johnson153@gmail.com

Director (2013)

Charlie Dotson

828-245-8469

sdotson@bellsouth.net

Director (2013)

Brandon Apodaca

828-674-5161

www.brandona52@hotmail.com

Director (2013) Joe Moore

828-551-8809

no e-mail

Webmaster

Scott Shafer

828-698-2927

www.sdshafer1@bellsouth.net

Davidson River
Project Leader

Tim Schubmehl

828-877-5163

tschubmehl@hotmail.com

Snags & Snarls

Jim Hoskinson

828-891-8440

jimhosk@bellsouth.net

Reference Phone Numbers
NC Wildlife Violations 800-662-7137
NC Wildlife Resource Comm. - Doug Bessler828-659-8684
Fish Biologist - Lorie Stroup 828877-3265 ext 219
Fish Hatchery Kiosk - Shirley Johnson horselady294@gmail.com
Water discharges on the Green River
800-829-5253
Water discharges on the Nantahala River & Tuckasegee River
National Trout Unlimited www.tu.org
Pisgah Chapter Trout Unlimited www.pisgahchaptertu.org
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866-332-5253

Event Calender
May 4th
May 12th

Board Meeting - Kelseys
General Meeting

Special program geared for 2nd grade students
May 6th
9:00 am to 11:00 am or 11:30 am to 1:30 pm
Pisgah Wildlife Education Center @ Pisgah Fish Hatchery
Contact: Lee Sherrill @ 877-3625 or Lee.Sherrill@ncwildlife.org
·

Kids’ Fishing Days @ Stu Cohn’s Pond

May 7th – Boys & Girls Club of Henderson County
May 14th – special needs group
9:00 am to 2 / 2:30 pm
Contact: Wai Syn @ 894-5624 or wysman51@windstream.net
·

Rivercourse

June 19th to June 25th
”Gillies” needed for evening “one on one” fishing experience w/ students
Evenings of June 20th / 21st /22nd / 23rd
Contact: Linda Byington @ 859-6874 or Linda.Byington188@gmail.com

STOCKING SCHEDULE
Little River
May 2nd

North Mills
May 3rd

Green River
May 5th

East Fork/French
Broad
May 5th

Mentors List
Chapter Members listed below are avaliable to accompany one or two members
who would like to learn more about fly fishing in our streams. If you are just beginning to fly fish, here’s an opportunity to get help from some knowledgeable
anglers.
Bob Daubert
693-6262
Alan Frank
926-4737**
Steve Fromholtz
674-2450*
Dave Maxwell
894-0308
Steve Herring
749-9352
Dale Klug
243-6783
Legend: * weekends only
21 County
** Haywood
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