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  Chapter OneSISSY STICKS


  My friend was standing in an anchored skiff in New Jersey’s Barnegat Bay throwing streamers at striped bass. He had a nine-weight fly rod and was double hauling for distance. This was the kind of fishing he liked as he had been a pretty fair linebacker and athletic angling suited him fine.


  A pair of fishermen idled past, watching with what appeared to be clinical interest. My friend decided to show off a little so he peeled off more line and fired a clean hundred feet—then pretended not to notice his gallery and waited to hear an admiring comment.


  “Look at that!” said one of the observers, plainly audible over the outboard. “I’ll bet that one wears silk underwear with lace.”


  That was years back and my sputtering friend survived. Only now are fly fishermen wading out from the general public’s idea that they are a little strange. I recall when the editor of a very popular men’s magazine was writing about the thrills of sports car driving and was extolling a particular model.


  “This car is very easily handled,” he said. “If you aren’t man enough to drive it, you should take up fly fishing.”


  Back then, a bait fisherman asked me if I had been catching anything on my sissy stick. The effete label was partly dispelled by some prominent athletes of the time who became fly fishermen, and baseball’s Ted Williams probably had the most effect of all. Jack Sharkey, former heavyweight champion of the world, also did some fly fishing, although some of his trout angling associates said he was a splashy wader.


  Fly fishing has recently become an in thing, of course, but it still has its enemies, many of them impromptu critics who don’t quite see how it works and aren’t interested in that part. It has not been long since a guide I knew was driven out of a Yellowstone Park stream by disapproving spin fishermen. He had waded into a creek which was not yet mandatory catch-and-release and found the rainbows very willing to gulp dry flies of almost any pattern. He caught and released a number of them and had paid little attention to a gathering audience when trouble started.


  On that particular day, hardware throwers weren’t doing much good and some of them took exception to the “local” who kept catching and releasing fish—a procedure they felt was a demonstration of some sort of elitism and a subversion of the American way.


  So the audience began to throw spoons at the wader while yelling that he should quit fooling around and let real fishermen fish. Until that time he had not realized releasing fish is sometimes considered a public insult. He had not been with me the day the tourist at a fishing pier told me he had seen someone “throwing back” fish and wanted to know whom to report it to.


  For a long time in many areas (and in a few today), the completely equipped fly fisherman’s costume has made him a comic character. Although waders, vest, and assorted dangling gadgets are worn proudly (and often expensively) in many circles, they stir the juices of professional newspaper and magazine cartoonists. Lately the fly person’s equipment has become a little dressier and more expensive than the nearly forgotten Dacron leisure suit. For years I have bored my friends with the tale of Fred Terwilliger and me meeting mounted Argentinean gauchos in the moonlight when we were wearing waders and everything that went with them. The gauchos’ huge black dogs bawled fearsomely. The resultant rodeo was happily masked by dust and darkness but I have no doubt the gauchos are still telling the story.


  Although I may have been called strange names by many who have seen me wading small streams, it is in outboard boating areas that yesterday’s fly rodder was most likely to hear the public’s opinion of him. Few of its users know that the things they say loudly over an outboard’s mutter can be heard for some distance.


  In the South, when wading and casting flies for shad, I had heard innumerable derogatory comments, but I was surprised to hear from a big outboard cruiser the following:


  “Look at that damned tourist with the fly pole. Watch me gun this hooker and fill his rubber pants full of water!”


  That’s what he did. In most parts of the U.S., even those largely dependent upon tourist trade, the word “tourist” has generally been derogatory when used by locals. Even if you have grown old but a few miles from where you are throwing a fly, you’ll hear things like:


  “Lookit the tourist with the fly rig after bream. I wonder what he’d do if an ol’ bass grabbed that thing!”


  In recent years the routine landing of hundred-pound saltwater fish by fly casters has gradually changed the perception of other anglers, but a few years back I was interrupted while talking about snook at a tackle counter.


  A bystander walked up to the counter, leaned around so that he could look me in the face and stated:


  “Nobody can catch a snook on a fly rod!”


  Such places are pretty scarce now, but until recent years there were quite a few resort operators who did not understand that fly fishermen had not turned to the method as a last resort. I wanted to go back to a Colorado resort and called to ask about the fishing. The owner said the fishing was great and I arrived there in a hurry, tired and sleepy, and he met me with enthusiasm.


  “I wanted to surprise you,” he said. “The river’s so high and muddy you don’t even have to use flies. You can catch ’em on worms!”


  Please don’t repeat this, but there are certain times and places when other artificial methods are better than flies. Some fly fishing converts take great effort to level this off and I have read complete books on ways of slinging all sorts of weighted lures with fly rods. These lures range from plugs that would work fine on spinning gear to deep-going flies with heavy sinkers. There was the backcountry bass fisherman who put a big live shiner on a fly rod, lowered it into a desirable spot, rowed seventy-five feet away, dropped his anchor, and waited for action. He said he couldn’t cast the bait with his fly rod but he was fly fishing.


  Of course for a very long time anglers have trolled with fly rods for landlocked salmon, using canoes, and it was accepted as a sporting method. Only a few years back, I knew some trollers who caught shad on fly rods, and there was a special method in that madness—the gentle nodding of the long rods gave the tiny lures an action the shad loved, but now most trollers use soft spinning rods.


  I don’t know if “yuppie” is complimentary or derogatory but it is often applied to fly fishermen. I didn’t know how far I had strayed until I met an angler who had read some of the things I had written.


  “Oh, I know who you are!” he said with a recognition that made me feel warm all over. “You’re the guy who writes all of those articles with pictures of somebody in greasy jeans landing a fish on a fly rod!”


  After that, I got some nice duck pants and some of those shirts with special ventilation gussets and my wife bought me a new fishing vest with red pockets. I also took a little more interest in my tackle. Oh, I’d spent more than I could afford on rods before that, but I had been a little careless about my reels. I had good, big reels that would handle almost anything I could get hold of, and I put about the same ones on most of the rods, but I saw the big reels made my fish look smaller in pictures so I got some little shiny ones.


  In country where there weren’t many fly fishermen, I learned long ago to ignore comments from others. I am not as quick on the trigger as my old friend who used to play tackle for a pretty good university football team and appears rather large at his upper end. He slid into a cove in his floater bubble and began to cast over clean trout water, ten feet deep. There was a boat and two fishermen already in the little cove and one of them told him they were there first and he was taking away their privacy.


  “Mister,” said John, “you probably think I am floating in this thing, but I’m not. I’m standing on the bottom.”


  There are compensations for all the fly fishing indignities I have suffered through the years. A while back I was wading along a black bass shoreline, throwing a bug at lily pads and over some eelgrass. A young couple came sliding past with an electric motor on a bass boat. They had spinning rods. The lady was pretty.


  “Gee,” she said, “look at the way that line curls out there. That’s pretty. I didn’t know they could do that! Why don’t we learn to fish that way?”


  Aw, shucks, ma’am. Nothin’ to it.
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  Chapter TwoFANATICS AND FLY POLES


  Once while writing a book about the development of American angling, and feeling very professional, I contacted an expert on the history of fly rods to get the inside track on that business. It was a hobby of hers so the historian was eager to give me a little inside dope for a very reasonable price.


  I had no idea of what I was getting into, and just now I was about to say I opened a real can of worms, but the mention of canned worms in a dissertation of this sort would be very bad form. Let’s say I opened a real can of nymphs. After a few days I found it necessary to curb the historian’s enthusiasm, even though I was getting a little hooked on the subject myself. I told the lady that it was going to be only an average-sized book and while it was good to say just who made the first split-bamboo fly rod and where, I did not think it necessary to find the exact spot where he stood or where he threw the chips.


  The rod is the major unit of the fly fisherman’s outfit, but it is now losing some of its glamour because the latest graphites (said by many to be the greatest rods ever) can be turned out in practically duplicate form. Up until glass and carbon materials came along, no two fine rods were exactly alike in action, and owners of truly fine bamboos were generally prosperous types who smoked bent pipes and wore tweed jackets.


  However, some of the most carefully built bamboos weren’t especially good and there were some veteran anglers who had some very strange and very expensive ones. Most of them were made to order but came from such weird ideas and had such bad casting forms that the results were pretty useless, buggy whips no longer being big sellers. Some of the things had famous names because the makers were willing to turn a quick buck, even if they winced. All of these rods had pretty silk wrappings and still remind me of those very expensive watches that have no numbers on their faces. But other famous bamboo whittlers were so firm in their beliefs about rods that they made all of them to suit themselves and, if you didn’t like it, you could go to hell.


  For a long time glue was a big problem with split cane and I knew a national casting champion who made his own rods—and in a hurry. The strips tended to come apart and the sticks looked as if they were selected from a trash pile, but when he won tournaments no one noticed the rods had cracks.


  Before this splitting business got started, woods with fancy names were chased all over the world. After Samuel Phillippi of Easton, Pennsylvania, really started the “rent-and-glue” number, we didn’t hear much about mahoe from Cuba or bethabara and snakewood from the Guianas.


  My old bass bug rod, which I was using in 1934, looks like later ones but is a little soft. I thought it was a real powerhouse when I got it but I later decided it was a little floppy. Chuck Schilling, a well-known tackle manfacturers’ rep for many years and a student of rods, straightened me out on that.


  “Back then most of those fly casters threw bait, too,” he said. “They didn’t want a fast rod to ruin their crawdads.”


  When I got that first good cane rod, I was enchanted by the beautiful grain and the gleaming varnish, but an old-timer I knew had a rod with a lot of really pretty silk wrappings. They were in tastefully varied colors and went from end to end, whereas my treasure had only dark red wrappings at the guides and ferrules. I fished with this veteran, who was careful not to note the inferiority of my equipment. I considered having someone do a more colorful thread number on my bug rod, so I visited a tackle expert.


  “The reason his stick has thread all over it is that the damned thing’s got a lousy glue job and is apt to fly apart without a dozen spools of wrapping,” the expert pronounced. “I don’t care how much he paid for it. All that string screws up the action.”


  Fly rods are a good tool for expressing your individuality. Although wire “snake” guides are accepted as the logical route for expensive lines, I knew a bass fisherman who said they looked cheap and didn’t shoot line very well. So he had agate guides from butt to tip. Agate, of course, was the chosen material for good baitcasting rods, but when you had nine feet of them on a fly rod, the unit performed much like a cow whip and the overweighted tip sagged a foot when the rig was resting. He learned to cast with it because a man has his pride. After a few years of that he could have taken up professional arm wrestling.


  But pretty wrappings have been important, and when some Oriental copies appeared long ago they were marvels of artistic expression. There was a little problem with these rods, however, in that the makers didn’t know what a fly rod is used for. My friend ordered one through the captain of a freight airline and was dazzled by its beauty fresh from the package—but some of the better rake handles were more efficient casting devices. The last he saw of it a kid was rolling a tin can with it. But then, you can buy artistic Chinese guns that were never made to shoot.


  There have been really fine bamboo fly rods around for many years, of course, and some of the old ones are worth considerable cash. I shall not name any of them lest heirs to trunkfuls of rent-and-glued cane rush to the publisher and demand price estimates. Since I once told a man his inherited rod was worth about $30 and found I was $2,000 off, I have been hesitant to discuss such things.


  Of course the real mystery of this business is that nobody can tell you exactly why such-and-such a rod is highly valued by all sorts of men in tweed jackets. Generally, it’s a famous name and the catch is that a rod one caster loves will help another caster strangle himself in fly line. I fish with a fine caster who has a valuable Payne, but he uses it only on nice days with no wind and no brush along the creek—and there is always the possibility of rod bandits. I have nightmares about backing the truck over it.


  There was a time when tiny rods, especially short ones, were accepted as a badge of expertise. I guess the late Lee Wulff did more than anyone else to make these fragile wands prestigious. Someone came up with the name “flea rod” and good bamboo went into little things five or six feet long for everything from bluegills to sailfish. Lee Wulff never said his little rods were more efficient. He just showed he could do a good job of casting and playing fish with them. Like a few others who practiced, he could throw a pretty good line with his bare hands.


  When glass rods began to take over from some of the less expensive canes, we had some unique experiences and some of the old-timers said glass would go the way of hollow steel, which didn’t last too long but made a strong move in the thirties. At one time, you know, they used to put steel cores in split-bamboo rods to make them stronger. This did not contribute much to the action. There was a period when an occasional glass rod would sort of explode in your hand as everything gave way at once. It was more interesting when some of the first graphites blew up, but nobody got hurt that I know of.


  With the new materials, there were guys in eyeshades and white jackets who thought up some peachy ideas. One was that you really needed only one rod for everything—marlin to bluegills. You just built a nice, long glass rod with a stiff butt that would hardly bend at all, a middle section that worked some, and a flippy, dippy tip that would wave in a light breeze. It was concluded that if you had the wrong timing for one section of the rod, there would be another part that would take up the slack and work for you. It turned out to be a lousy rod, but it sold pretty well, and if you used one the old-timers would stop fishing and watch you with their mouths open. I have always felt that did a great deal to encourage baitfishing with cane poles.


  Now the graphite rod business sneaked up on a lot of us who didn’t know what graphite was. Grabbing for business, those who sold the new rods came up with a lot of words I didn’t understand—words right out of the lab where those guys in the white jackets were mixing stuff. “Modulus” came along with a lot of figures and there was a question of whether you wanted “high” modulus or “low” modulus. As I recall, there was little discussion of “medium” modulus, but I knew right away that all of those rods had modulus.


  Graphite had the stuff all right, and when a fly-fishing instructor I knew worked a youth camp it turned out that the kids, displaying the spooky coordination that some teenagers have, chose graphite rods over both cane and glass. They were not dazzled by knowing someone had whittled, glued, and varnished cane that had been cut in a corner of Asia where the temperature and rainfall are just right.


  Since graphite works so well and is so easy on your arm, it was natural for somebody to figure ten-foot graphite rods would be better than short ones, and almost suddenly we had a brand new cult.


  Now ten-foot trout rods were nothing new, but I thought they had slipped off into the past along with gut leaders and solid-wood fly poles made of lumber from strange countries with long names. The traditional two-handed split-bamboo salmon rods, especially those favored by the English, had been around almost since the beginning of cane splitting.


  I saw an English visitor operate with a fourteen-foot salmon rod in our salt water and he did pretty well with it. At the time, I had never heard of “spey casting.” In tournament casting, the two-handed-rod distance event required a very long rig, and to win that event you had to throw a shooting head out of sight, but I never saw any of those outfits used on sunfish or crappie.


  When light, powerful graphite came along, a ten-foot rod didn’t feel heavy at all in one hand and a bunch of missionaries began to demonstrate ten-footers everywhere they could get someone to watch. They worked fine and people who had forgotten what color their backing was found they could throw off the whole 100-foot-and-something line without a running start. Except that they had to be taken down to fit in a station wagon and stuck out too far from small boats, the ten-footers were fine. Believers in long rods demonstrated how they could keep the line working above the brush along many trout streams, and except that they were easily broken by absent-minded passersby and were frequently caught in doors, no one came up with other disadvantages. If it was too long to handle a fish you could just dip the tip a little so he wouldn’t have so much leverage.


  But extra-long rods are not very popular anymore, even though they sold well for a while. And I don’t know what I did with my six-footers. If you think of something else that might catch on for a while, let me know and we’ll sell it.


  Along with graphite, a wide variety of specialized fly lines, and light shooting-line material, we are getting some pretty fancy figures in the record books. Phillip C. Miraville and Jim Green of the Golden Gate Casting Club at San Francisco inaugurated monofilament as shooting line in 1946 and when Green threw 149 feet at the next national tournament, the other casters complained bitterly and began to use mono themselves. Since then, we’ve had better lines, and graphite came along to fire casts farther than bamboo or glass ever had. Just recently Steve Rajeff threw more than 230 feet with a one-handed fly rod, a discouraging event to those who had hoped some day to reach a hundred while fishing. Oh, that’s specialized tackle all right but it’s worth noticing.


  But I’ll never get over the split-cane business, I guess, and I know a few diehards who use it for light fishing, even though they go to graphite for the heavy stuff. Bamboo rods are still being made, largely for connoisseurs, or for those who would like to be connoisseurs, and some of the old names are still with us. The Winston bamboo rod gained much of its fame in tournaments of many years ago and I have met some of those who actually made the early ones, and others who built the modern versions that go along with topnotch graphite ones. Although their talk of how rods are made goes mostly over my head, there is one phase that I understand.


  A “modern” Winston expert said that when a bamboo rod is finished (generally with two tips) they take it out and cast with it to be sure everything is right. And he admitted the two tips wouldn’t work exactly the same but that now and then there’d be a combination that all of the workers knew was as near perfect as a rod could be.


  The workmen there have always been fishermen and I have always wondered if all those “perfect” rods were ever shipped.
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  Chapter ThreeHOW TO BE A FAMOUS FISHERMAN


  If you want to be a Famous Fisherman I can help you. I have been watching people become Famous Fishermen since before lipped plugs became crankbaits.


  During that period I was more interested in becoming a Famous Writer than a Famous Fisherman, but I did so poorly that I see now I should have taken the other route. It is a little late for me but you probably have time.


  There are several procedures that will make you a Famous Fisherman, and I shall take them up one by one. Most winners have used them all and may have followed some plans I don’t know about.


  First, you must keep telling people you are a Famous Fisherman. Can you think of any Famous Fisherman who has not written about it or appeared on TV programs? Many folks have the false impression that a fisherman first becomes a master technician and then writes about it. The true angling celebrity writes about it while he is learning. He hopes that by the time he has convinced people he is an expert, he will be.


  I was in a tackle shop when a young fellow came in and told the proprietor that he was a fishing celebrity. Those were the exact words he used, and I felt very cheap that I had not heard of him. He sold the store some of his books on fishing. The spelling was not too good, but I understand he became a successful guide. The book had only 140 pages, but you had to read it kind of slow.


  If you want to be a Famous Fisherman but can barely write home for money, don’t worry about it. There are establishments called “vanity publishers” who will publish anything, even if they can’t tell what it is about, as long as you pay them. And to be famous you don’t need to sell very many books. Some of the most valued fishing volumes in the world are collector’s items because there weren’t very many of them printed and they got scarce fast. They’re first editions all right. In many cases the author carried the whole edition home with him under one arm. Many of these treasures wouldn’t pass a seventh-grade composition assignment. A leather binding is a help, since everyone knows that anything bound in leather is literary.


  If you write about fishing, be sure to have some pictures of big fish. It is relatively simple to do this, and mounted specimens work fine as long as you throw them slightly out of focus. In telling anecdotes about fishing, always explain that such-and-such happened while you were instructing so-and-so in a special fishing method.


  It is not necessary to have a really special method, but a special name for it is essential. I think the term “doodlesocking” is one of the best examples of that. It was recently applied to an ancient method of bass fishing involving heavy-handed operation of a canepole. If you write about bass fishing, for example, I think “boomershooting” is a good term that has not yet been used and could be applied to all sorts of angling operations.


  My wife and I starred in a couple of television angling movies, one of which involved snook and tarpon fishing. The best scene showed Debie (pronounced Deebee) playing a tarpon that jumped all over a bay but the boys in the cutting room had her landing a snook. Since neither of the people who saw this movie called about the goof, I submit it as proof that you needn’t be too meticulous about such things. Debie and I never were in enough television to become Famous Fisherpersons. I suspect the fact that Debie fell in while wading with an expensive microphone fastened to her shirt may have gotten us blackballed.


  Whether in print, on TV, or in personal conversation, it is essential that a Famous Fisherman familiarize himself with true piscatorial language, and in this geography and method are all-important. For example, freshwater trout fishermen north of Tennessee speak considerable Latin, and black bass fishermen south of there are careful to conceal any implication of literacy.


  A famous fly caster in Pennsylvania is likely to point out that his fly imitates the Pseudocloeon anoka dun, thus establishing himself a notch above anyone who calls the same creature a brownish bug. In Georgia, a shiner soaker who mentioned that his bait is a member of the family Cyprinidae would probably be buying his own beer for some time. A famous trout angler, of course, should not be interested in beer and is likely to drink wine from a bota, a kind of waterproof leather sack with a squirt nozzle on it that allows you to drink like a chicken, by tilting your head back. If appearance is the only important thing, of course, you could put beer or Classic Coke in your bota and no observer would know. If your bota is really made of leather, you probably couldn’t tell the difference either.


  The terminology of North and South is deeply divided. For example, no true southern bassin’ man will call a big bass a bass if he can remember to call it a “sow” or a “hawg.” And in the North a trout angler would say a fish produced a slash rise. He would never say it splashed like hell.


  It is very difficult for an English professor to become a famous bass fisherman for he has difficulty in leaving off his “g’s,” no matter how far he spits or how many plastic worm ads he paints on his boat. However, it has been done by a few who could go from the lily pads to the classroom without so much as a split infinitive.


  TV fishing ordinarily demands dialogue, although I feel there are times when tense silence would be better. As in any other form of communication there have been some sparkling phrases—so colorful they are repeated over and over on the air. These include:


  “Man, he sure is a fighted”


  “Yourn is biggerin’ mine!”


  “Boy, oh boy!”


  “Lookit ‘im go!”


  “Gol Dang!”


  “I love it!”


  It is necessary for some of these phrases to be repeated as reruns, so to speak, because some of the writers of fishing-show copy have abandoned the field and now are writing dialogue for professional wrestling interviews.


  In becoming a Famous Fisherman it is essential that you do something unique. For example, I once achieved local fame as a black bass angler by catching fish on crochet thread. I am modest about this achievement, partly because the thread tested twenty-eight pounds, but I feel this area could be further explored. When spinning tackle was new, I was acquainted with an offshore angler who became temporarily famous by catching sailfish on spinning gear. This technique involved a special form of skill because he could not get much of his eighty-pound monofilament on the reel.


  Many years ago a really good Florida fisherman became a Famous Fisherman by catching alligators on a fly rod. This was a surprise to him, I think, but a New York columnist happened to see him do it, and the farther away a reader gets from alligators, the harder they are to catch on a fly rod. They were not very big alligators.


  Along this line, I note that hardly anyone has done much fishing in the Gulf Stream with a belly boat or float tube. This is a wide-open field, and if you have no float tube, you can make one from an old truck innertube.


  There are essential words. The term “structure” is a rather recent addition to fishing literature and is used by famous bass fishermen to describe almost anything beneath the surface. For example, if a bass fisherman looks over the side in clear water and sees a diesel locomotive down there, he probably will state that it is structure. If it were running, I still doubt that he would call it a diesel locomotive. You don’t mention specific names where “structure” will cover the subject. Even saltwater fishermen have discovered this word, and if lost Atlantis is ever located offshore I’m sure it will be described as structure.


  By now you may realize that a Famous Fisherman must resign himself to a sort of restrictive popularity. I doubt if one can ever be recognized in all schools of sport fishing. For example, Roland Martin was unknown at a big Trout Unlimited meeting where I held an inquiry, and some bassers thought Douglas Swisher was a tight end. I was able to convince both groups that Kip Farrington was a rock star. If none of these names mean anything to you, it is probably just as well. Potential Famous Fishermen should never recognize established Famous Fishermen except when engaged in name-dropping.


  In dropping a name, never allow it to appear that the owner of the dropped name taught you anything or was in any way your superior in any area. You can always say that such-and-such happened when so-and-so (a Famous Fisherman) was just getting started or was visiting you to learn more about sheefish or steelhead. Keep showing up at fishing resorts and inquiring if such and such a Famous Fisherman is around. Leave your name for him to call you and mumble that “the jerk is late again.”


  Catching record fish is a good way to get started toward fame, but it is a little difficult to break into some categories. For example, it might take quite a while to catch the biggest fly-rod tarpon with people like Billy Pate around. However, there are some wide-open categories. For example, I have never heard of anyone claiming a two-pound line record for the shovelnose guitarfish. The drill is to catch one, declare a record, and produce considerable information about what a hell-slather fighter the shovel nose guitarfish is. The International Game Fish Association is making this sort of practice easier by offering to recognize some new record species like the leatherskin queenfish.


  One step toward fame is the use of a unique boat, especially one with a colorful name. I very nearly made it once when I was invited to speak at an angler’s club because the program chairman thought I was the owner of a boat with a risqué name. He was disappointed when I said I had no boat with a dirty name, for he’d supposed I was quite a card. To get this kind of start, all you need is a little paint and a brush. Everybody knows the owner of a boat with a dirty name is a fun guy.


  Put your own name on your boat—something like “Joe Blow, Master Of Angling” or “Joe Blow, World Champion Fisherman.” There once was a casting champion from Chicago who wore white shirts with “World Champion Fisherman” across the shoulders in letters three inches high. That was in a day before coveralls with short sleeves were called jumpsuits, and most of those who saw those shirts thought it was a gag, even though the man had the trophies to prove he was a world champion—at least in casting.


  The word “champion” though is very important, and I suspect that almost everyone is a champion at something if he will just find out what. That shovelnose guitarfish, for example, could make you a world champion in a hurry, and there might not be a runner-up.


  At one time, all famous male fishermen smoked pipes when being photographed and did so even if pipe smoking made them deathly ill. The Old Hat custom prevails in some areas. Famous Fishermen were supposed to wear old and filthy hats and their wives were supposed to be continually endeavoring to capture the hats and throw them away. The Old Hat custom is fading a little after a hundred years. Bass fishermen, however, have gone to visor caps with advertising. Nothing makes quite the impression of a bright orange cap advertising Glutz Worms or the like. This advertising theme can be carried over into jumpsuits, the implication being that somebody paid for use of the space, even if the jumpsuit wearer bought the patches himself. Remember, we are not into the financial end at the moment, only building an image we might cash in on later.


  All Famous Fishermen are supposed to be widely traveled, and it is a rule that the farther away fish are, the larger they become. The principle of distance adding prestige is applied to anglers seeking recognition far from home as well as to those making long trips to inform the home folks.


  Some time hack I received a call from a touring angler who wanted to know where he could catch large bass. He explained that he was not interested in six- and eight-pound bass, as he could catch all of those he wanted back home. This interested me, as I have never been able to catch all of the six- and eight-pound bass I wanted and have tried for some time. I asked him where he lived, and he said he came from Missouri. Since I have fished some in Missouri and have found some days when I was a little short of six- and eight-pound bass, I realized that I was dealing with a Famous Fisherman in the making. I said that I knew just how he felt, as I had fished in Missouri and realized that six- and eight-pound bass could get very tiresome. For a moment I thought the phone had gone dead, but he recovered quickly and requested the location of some “ten- and twelve-pound bass.” I told him where they were but did not mention that I hadn’t caught a ten-pound bass in sixteen years. I think he thinks I am a Famous Fisherman.


  Famous Fishermen continually report how they solved an angling mystery after everyone else had given up. It is essential, however, that this be done with a flair and described in proper terminology. I feel that Harry Murray, who has a tackle shop in Virginia, accomplished this when he was a youth and did it to perfection.


  I must mention for you unlettered types that “matching the hatch” is a term used in high-class trout circles when you find an artificial fly that matches the real ones the fish are pigging out on. Harry used that term, although his stroke of genius had nothing to do with trout. It seems Harry fished a small Virginia stream that had chicken hatcheries along its banks, and when hatching eggs went bad the operators would throw them into the creek. In Virginia and points north there is a rather uncivilized fish called a fallfish, with a reputation roughly equivalent to Louisiana mudfish. Fallfish along Harry’s creek became hooked on chicken eggs, so to speak, and watchful Harry made some lures to match
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