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True love!! Al Battistelli hugging his fresh run King Salmon just before  
releasing her at Oak Orchard Creek, in Orange County, NY. Nice going Al.   

See Jim Foley’s story on Page 6, and “On the Cover” on page 9. 
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 The last leafs of fall were floating around my 
legs on their way to the sea.  It didn't matter that the 
fishing was slow.  I was enjoying the crisp clean air 
and the quietness of the county.  Like most fly 
fishermen, I had to make one last trip to my favorite 
river, the Housatonic in Connecticut, before the end of 
the season.  Rivers are like old friends and I had to 
say goodbye to my old friend for one more season.  It 
will be many months before we meet again. 
 What a year it has been!  I want to thank 
everyone that helped out with meetings, club trips and 
the pre-meeting cook outs. 
 As many of you know, we had our club dinner 
this past month.  Kudos to Wayne Becker and Jim 
Foley for great job. 
We started our fly tying night at Pancho's Border Grill 
on November 11. 
For the next five months we will meet once a month 

and tie flies. This isn't a class but if you want to learn, 
Herb Schneiderman will be starting a class soon. 
See him at the next meeting.  If you need flie tying 
equipment, Jeff Farrell is having a special raffle. It is 
$1 a chance and it is everything you will need. 
This meeting is our Holiday party.There will be a 
grab bag; bring a gift worth $15 or more and you will 
get a gift.  Please make it something to do with the 
outdoors and PLEASE NO USED BOOKS OR 
GIFTS. There will not be any videos or renewals at 
this meeting so that everyone can enjoy themselves. 
 I might have said goodbye to the fresh water 
for the season but maybe I will be able to get in some 
salt water fishing. 
 

Happy Holidays and Tight Lines, 
Paul 
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For Your Nymphormation 
 

by Lee Weil 

 The Long Island Flyrodders Annual Awards 
Dinner was held on November 8th and once again we 
have to applaud the efforts of the guys who put it all 
together and did such a great job.  In spite of the cold 
temperatures outside there was an atmosphere of warm 
camaraderie inside the VFW hall. Kudos go out to 
Wayne Becker, Jim Foley and Paul and Julie McCain 
for organizing, decorating the tables and cooking an 
excellent meal.   
 In the tradition of past Flyrodder dinners Herbie 
Schneiderman led us all in a chorus of “God Bless 
America” (with a little help 
from Kate Smith).  President 
Paul McCain then donned his 
apron to serve up a scrumptious 
buffet, including his now 
famous cilantro salmon, of 
which may of us had seconds.  
Then it was time to recognize 
the people who make the 
wheels turn and keep the train 
on track.  LIFR mugs were 
issued to show appreciation for 
many jobs well done.  
 The honors for     
Member of the Year went to    
Wolfgang Porté who serves on 
the Board of Directors as 
Advertising Manager and 
Welcoming Committee, in addition to always being 
there for us at Handicapped Fishing events and Casting 
For Recovery Retreats.  The prestigious Ancient Order 
of Anglers Award went to Mike Piquette,  Dr. Richard     
Jogodnick and Lee Weil. Reels of Appreciation also 

went out to several members who have organized trips, 
set up show booths, and served in other capacities 
throughout the year.  I know from experience how hard 
it is to keep this club running on an even keel and it’s 
impossible without the help of the “work horses” who 
consistently step forward when and where they are 
needed.  Congratulations and thanks again to all of you. 
 Due to circumstances beyond our control our 
spot for the Nassau Coliseum Sports Expo has been 
cancelled.  The outfit that we had a contract with has 
rescheduled the event to another time and location. Stay 

tuned for future details … 
 Since it’s too windy 
and cold to be fishing I would 
hope that those of you who tie 
have set up your vises and will 
help us fill the coffers for the 
Somerset Show raffle box.  
You can check out the stats on 
our website, lifr.org by 
clicking on the “new” option 
on our menu.  Remember, you 
get a chance to win the Nor 
vise or a rod every time you 
contribute a dozen freshwater 
or 10 saltwater flies. See Jeff 
Farrell about donating or 
purchasing flies (at $10 per 
dozen) before the deadline on 

January 6th.    
 

 Tight lines and God bless, Lee    

Member of the Year, Wolfgang Porté, accepting 

Mike Piquette, Pres. Paul McCain, and Lee Weil 
with the prestigious Ancient Order of Anglers 

Stu Minsky and Jim Foley with Pres. Paul  
holding their Reels of Appreciation 
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 My waders are drying in the basement and I'm 
ready to strip the lines off my reels for their annual 
bath and to disassemble my reels for their tune-ups. 
My vise looks more and more inviting as the 
temperature starts to drop and the closet where I 
keep all my gear awaits its badly needed 
reorganization. Maybe the nail knot tool I've been 
missing all season will turn up. Yep, the season is 
drawing to a close, which means it's time to reflect 
back on the highs and lows-but mostly highs in the 
annual cycle from vest to vise. 
 In January I take the big plunge. I attend the 
trip meeting and agree to lead the Montauk salt/
freshwater trip in September. Morty Schneiderman 
and Jerry Berkson will also lead. Heck, September is 
a million years away and there's lots of help so the 
whole thing goes to the equivalent of my bottom 
drawer. 
 The Somerset show, also in January, was 
great. Anglers and vendors from all over were there 
and we got to see the latest in gear and techniques. 
 It's early March in Connetquot and there's lots 
of snow on the ground. The temperature is creeping 
its way up but not enough to unstiffen my fingers. 
I'm up on beat 20 looking in the crystal clear water at 
sticks of frozen trout. My fingers knot on a size 12 
red San Juan Worm which I dunk in front of a fish. 
Not even a real cast but enough to grab the trout's 
attention and tempt him to drop in for a bite. A 
gentle lift of my rod and the fish is on-oops off-as 
my knot dissolves before my eyes. If anyone fishing 
beat 20 sees a trout with a San Juan Worm in its 
mouth give him my compliments. 
 We're into April and it's gratifying to do 
Project Access where we help restore the handicap 
fishing sites in the Beaverkill area. The rebuilt gravel 
paths down to the water soon looked really inviting 
and it was a great feeling to know that we helped to 
make the fun and companionship of fishing possible 
for those not as mobile as others. 
 The summer months are the greatest at 
Connetquot. Bugs are feasting which means fish are 
feasting which means the likes of us have plenty to 
keep us busy. My summer experiences of note are 
hanging a fly in a tall branch opposite the beat 13 
platform. The branch was stubborn and I thought I 
would have to pay the price of a Prince Nymph to 
get my line back. A tug on the line brings down the 

branch. I get my fly back and a half a dozen others as 
a bonus! Another day, also on 13 (my favorite beat) I 
was switching to a light color dry. Mr. fumblefingers 
made his appearance and the dropped fly floated off 
to be jumped (and I mean jumped) on by a trout who 
happily swam off. I'm sure that trout will win the 
lottery someday. The nicest feeling all summer was 
fishing Blue Wing Olives to rising fish with success. 
At the end of the day a natural was waiting for me on 
my car windshield. I thanked him and his family for 
being such a tantalizing dish. 
 September already! The Montauk trip is all 
set. We manage to dodge the predicted hurricane. 
We're staying at a great hotel on the beach. Fishing 
was slow no matter where we went-off the piers, on 
the water or on the ponds. Spinning rods were the 
order of the day off the piers. Later, back with the fly 
gear, Morty, Jerry and I were mosquito traps while 
we tried to coax bass out of some marshy ponds. 
Next time we'll bring a swamp boat. Really the trip 
was fun-terrific accommodations, good food and 
super-spouses included -company. 

 I guess it's fitting that the season's end should 
also be a beginning. In early October I took a non-fly 
fishing neighbor, Jim, to Connetquot. He had been 
hinting about giving it a try. I brought gear enough for 
both of us and off we went. I'm far from the greatest 
fly caster in the world but I did my best to show him 
the basics. He caught his first fish on beat 13 on, of all 
things, a Copper John. Both of us were thrilled. Later, 
moving upriver to beat 25, using dries this time, he set 
a perfect drift over a rising brown. The cast, take and 
landing were right out of the textbook. We had a great 
time and hopefully a new fly angler is born. Passing it 
on is what it's all about. Hurry up April!  
 

REFLECTIONS ON ANOTHER GREAT SEASON 
By Nick Friedman 

 
Somerset Fly Fishing Show 

Somerset, New Jersey 
 (www.flyfishingshow.com) 

 
Friday,  January 23, 2004     10:30 AM -  6 PM 
Saturday, January 24, 2004    9:00 AM - 7 PM 
Sunday,  January 25, 2004     9:00 AM -  5 PM 

  
For discount tickets ( members only)  contact: 

 

Mike Friedland - 516-868-2836 



               Well, okay, the traffic really sucked getting 
out here, but you finally made it and you’re ready to 
do some topnotch match the hatch fishing! It’s exactly 
the right time of day to be on the water. The only 
problem is that it’s another cold wet and dreary day. 
It’s been raining for so long that people are starting to 
round up animals by two and your favorite bankside 
structure is buried under two feet of water. Now what 
are you going to do? 
                Hey, remember that sink tip line that’s been 
hiding on that spare spool buried in your vest? Don’t 
you think that it’s about time that you got around to 
using it? What the heck, why not give it a try? Feels a 
little different casting it doesn’t it. Oops, careful now. 
Remember to slow down and open up your loop a 
little or you’ll be burying that bugger into the back of 
your head. You’re not planning on just marching right 
into the water are you? There could be fish holding 
right under the bank. Throw your line out into the fast 
current and then let it dangle right under the weeds. 
Wiggle that tip a little as you strip your line in. Hey, 
what’s that, snagged already? Guess again. It’s a 
bright little rainbow, all pink and happy to come out 
and play. 
                  Okay, what next? There is that boulder 
about ten feet out, that has a nice pocket of slower 
water behind it. Whoosh, there goes your fly. The 
water between you and that boulder is really ripping. 
You need to slow that baby down. Cast a little further 
up river. Keep your rod high and throw some loops of 
line at your fly as it’s moving along. Piling your line 
up will really get that fly down there but remember to 
get your line quickly back under control before you 
get to your target spot. Another fish on! This streamer 
fishing’s not so bad after all and anyway, you have a 
feeling that in conditions like these, the fish wouldn’t 
know Halford from Hibachi! 
                  Keep it moving buddy! No time to get 
stuck in one spot. Get out a little ways. Now turn and 
face the bank. What do you see? STRUCTURE! Cast 
right up against the bank. Oh, oh, there goes that 
whooshing sound again. You need to keep that fly 
riding right along that edge. Try this; strip out more 
line than you need. Make your cast right to the bank 
but slightly upstream, then take your remaining line 
and quickly throw it down river. You heard me right. 
Down river. Now the fly runs along the edge and 
really starts to accelerate as it comes to the edge of 
that whiplash, just like a fleeing baitfish, which 

woulda thunk? Keep your wits about you because the 
take is going to be fast and furious and you’ve got 
some slack line to contend with. 
                   Hey, I thought I told you to keep moving! 
What are you afraid of a little fast water? Maybe 
you’re right, it could be a little tricky. What about that 
side cove that’s out of the fast water?  Too slow, looks 
more like a pond you say?  Well, where would you be 
if you wanted to rest for a while, huh? Throw that sink 
tip right up into the top of that slow pool. Not like 
that! You’re going to spook every fish for five miles. 
Slow down. Side arm that cast with a big lazy loop 
and gently plop that sucker on in there. What, no 
current, the fly is just laying there? That’s okay, leave 
it there awhile. Now slowly begin to strip line in. 
Change up your pace. Make that streamer dance the 
dance of the Seven Veils. Hang on it’s a big one. He’s 
been taking over that water for a time and you’ve got 
him really P.O.ed. 
                  Bet you didn’t think a ten foot sink tip and 
eighteen inches of 3X could be so much fun, did ya? I 
told you you’d get around to using it sooner or later. It 
sure shines in these high water conditions don’t it? 
Hey looks like those olives are starting to come off 
after all, better make the old switcheroo one more 
time! What are spare spools for anyway?  

Sink Tip Streamer Strategies 
By Shawn Sullivan 
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TYERS! WE WANT YOU! The Long Island 
Flyrodders are now starting to collect flies 
for our Somerset show raffle. I know it 

seems early but time does pass quickly and 
December will be here before you know it.  I 

realize that it’s not an ideal time to be 
indoors tying flies, but for those of you that 
do, there will be two small preliminary raffle 

prizes to     reward your early efforts 
(depending on the number of contributing 

tyers between now and November) besides the 
Grand prize to be drawn in January.  Don’t 
forget; 12      freshwater or 10 saltwater 
flies gets you a ticket. I will be collecting 

them every meeting except for August.   We 
need you to help us make for another 

successful year at the show! Thanks, Jeff 



“Fish on!” “Coming down!” ”Fish off!” These 
were the phrases that were being uttered continuously 
throughout the day on Oak Orchard Creek during the last 
weekend in October. George Simon was the trip captain for 
the weekend fishing trip for “big” browns, and he said that 
everyone would get a picture with his own brown trout. He 
was almost correct with his guarantee. I think only one or 
two out of 14 Flyrodders didn’t get a picture, i.e., catch a 
big brownie.    

Al Battistelli and I drove up together, and there 
were no cars in the motel parking lot when we arrived at 2 
PM.  We checked in, jumped into our 3mm neoprenes, 
rigged our 5 weight rods with black and hot pink weighted 
woolly buggers, and headed off to find the group. The 
word “jumped” is obviously a vast understatement. You all 
know that one can’t possibly jump into stocking-foot 
neoprenes, gaiters and boots. 

We didn’t know what to expect, but when we 
arrived at the fly-fishing site, there must have been 50 cars 
parked along side the road and in an adjacent private field. 
Our first view of the creek caused us to gasp. “Look at all 
of those fish!” Of course, we were looking down at the sun
-drenched creek 50 feet below. When we finally got our 
lines wet, we realized that all of those fish were simply 
individual patches of weeds. Oddly enough, the weeds 
turned out to be about the same size as the fish in the creek. 
We finally had our lines out during a beautiful sunny day 
with trees in their fall foliage splendor. At this point, the 
drive seemed worthwhile without any fish on. We stayed 
for several hours casting under the trees or into the shade 
along the shore and retrieving our woolly buggers. There 
were fishermen scattered up and down the creek and while 
we saw no one actually catch a fish, we did see browns and 
salmon on stringers along the edge and dead salmon 
scattered about the creek bottom. Before leaving for the 
day, “something” that felt like a snag on a rock or a 
submerged tree limb did manage to eat my woolly bugger.  

When we finally linked up with George, he said 
that we had to be ready to leave the motel parking lot at 
5AM the next morning with waders on and rods ready to 
go. At the appointed hour, we raced the ten miles to the site 
at 60 miles per hour, but we were not the first ones to 
arrive. George, Floyd Franke and Al took off down the hill 
to the stream before I had my rod connected. They were in 
a great hurry and I realized later that they were racing to 
secure the prime spots on the stream. Fortunately, I 
remembered that George said that he’d be up stream near 
the red house.  When I entered the black water, all I could 
see were faint lights about 100 yards up stream.  It was 
pitch dark, but the stream bottom was relatively smooth 
and had no pools. When I finally reached the crowd of 
twinkling lights, it was indeed George, I was told to get a 
spot and sit tight until 7:08AM.  It was 5:25AM and we 

had to wait almost two hours to begin fishing.  All we saw 
were tiny lights streaming down the hill and scattering all 
along the creek. 

When dawn finally came, I understood why 
George called it “combat fishing”. All we could see were 
fisherman up and down the stream. There had to be a 
hundred of them within sight with flyrodders mixed in with 
spin casters and each person separated from the next 
person by only ten feet, just enough to roll cast the line out 
to where the fish were. We were located in what some 
referred to as the trough of the creek because it was where 
two sections of the creek joined together and where there 
was a natural hole in middle.  Therefore this is where the 
fisherman density was the highest and where the fish were 
plentiful.  

Have you ever tried roll casting for five hours? 
How about for ten hours. This is how we fished using the 
high-sticking (or nymphing) method.  Al and I did it for 
five to six hours while everyone else in our group lasted 
almost ten hours. I think that Floyd Franke was the first to 
shout, “fish on” as he caught a nice brown trout. We had to 
synchronize our casts with those on either side. Except for 
a few individuals trying to break into the line when 
someone moved out of a spot, the fishing etiquette was 
unreasonably civil. With the crowded conditions, whenever 
someone had a “fish on”, those nearby stopped and gave 
ground so the fish could be fought or landed. Many times 
lines got tangled, and someone patiently separated them. 
Weighted bead heads (size 10) with lead shot two feet up 
the leader seemed to work best for me. Some used bright-
colored egg patterns.  

The fish didn’t actually “hit.” For the most part, 
you knew you had a fish on when the line didn’t flow 
down stream but stayed up stream or didn’t move at all. 
When you tried to reel in the line, it became taught and 
wouldn’t budge or started to go in another direction. As it 
turned out, there were brown trout, king salmon and 
steelhead (rainbow) trout in the creek at this time of year. 
You had to keep pressure on the fish and lead them to the 
shallow water to land and unhook them. 

George Simon controlled the “fishing line”, and as 
the spot nearest the “trough” was the prime spot for us, 
George moved people in and out so everyone had a shot at 
landing a big fish. Many fish were hooked (“fish on”), but 
only some were landed (too many “fish offs”). The fish of 
the day was probably Al Battistelli’s fresh king salmon, but 
Gene Stephens’ big brown with a very prominent kype was 
a close second.  
 The trip was definitely worthwhile, and I would 
recommend it to anyone who would like to land a big 
brown or salmon. 
  Check out pictures of the trip on our web site:  

www.lifr.org 

 
Combat Fishing 101 

by Jim Foley 
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 Long Island Fly Rodders fortunate enough to 
accompany Pete Yuskevich and me on the First 
Annual LIFR Beaverkill Trip were entertained and 
educated by Dan Sherwood, co-owner of our home 
for the weekend, the Riverside Lodge and Café, and 
by Rich Bradley, owner of the nearby and quaint “Fir 
Brook Fly and Equipment Store.” 
 Dan, during the absolutely delicious Saturday 
morning Breakfast prepared for the LIFRs by his 
Culinary Institute of America graduate wife Tammy, 
gave a careful, entertaining, and full explanation of 
the nearby Beaverkill waters contained within the no-
kill zone. He provided expert advice on flies to cast, 
pools to fich, places to park, and (treacherous) river 
areas to avoid. This advice helped Sean Sullivan, Jeff 
Farrell, and other LIFRs catch some nice browns and 
rainbows.  Dan promises to offer updated guidance 
for the 
2004 LIFR Beaverkill Trip that will take place in 
September 2004. 
 Rich Bradley’s presentation was what I’d call 
a “word-picture.” He explained the beauty of 
flyfishing small streams, the need to keep those 
streams in a pristine state, unique tactics for fishing 
small streams, and the requirement to release any of 
the tiny streams’ miniscule residents we were lucky 
enough to catch. A highlight of Rich’s presentation 
was a vivid description of property and the gorgeous 
little river that “runs through it.” 
 Rich invited trip co-captain Pete Yuskevich, 
fellow Fly Rodder BILL CURTIN, and me to fish on 
his little piece of paradise. After we completed the 
short and scenic drive to his shop on the bank of Fir 
Brook, Rich guided Pete, Bill, and me to the best 
spots. Rich impressed upon us the need to employ 
small and delicate set-ups for the small stream fishing 
he espouses. Believe it or not, my Orvis 7-foot, 4-
weight rod was too big for Fir Brook! 
 Not wasting the opportunity to buy something 
related to fly-fishing, Pete and Bill quickly purchased 
from Rich absolutely gorgeous 5.5 foot, 3-weight, 
specialty fly rod set-ups that were perfect for the 
diminutive Fir Brook and its pocket-sized natives.  
 (NOTE 1: Bill’s wife, Eileen, told him to buy 
the rod because he deserved it!!! NOTE 2: Note 1 
reminds me of another happy incident for Bill, 

wherein Eileen told him to buy a 24-foot boat, but 
that’s another story…) 
 Pete almost caught a short-strike brown on his 
new rod.  I managed to land one 8-inch brown, on my 
big 4-weight, that rose to a size 14 Deerhair 
Attractor. A small brown did investigate Bill’s 
offering, gurgled something about a spoiled rotten Fly 
Rodder, and swam off. Ever the optimist, Rich 
suggested we practice on small Long Island streams, 
and come back next spring. That’s a done-deal! 
 Epilogue --- I asked Rich to order for me a 4-
piece “pack” rendition of his little specialty kit rod, as 
I love to backpack and fish. 
 Rich and his wife Barbara run their guiding 
and specialty fly equipment business from a small 
shop astride the Fir Brook, in Willowemoc, about ten 
miles from the Riverside Lodge.  (See their ad on the 
www.lifr.org web page or visit their web page at 
www.firbrookflies.com.) Rich is a native Long 
Islander, whose love of fishing, peace, and quiet drew 
him and his wife to move to the “Home of Flyfishing 
in America.”  Be sure to visit Rich’s shop next time 
you’re in the area. Barbara’s delicious coffee and cake 
will be there waiting for you, as will Rich’s fish tales! 

LIFR Annual Beaverkill Trip 
 October 3-5, 2003  

Special Guest Speaker Round Up 
By Mike Lackey 

ORVIS® 

 

A Sp o r t i ng  
Tra d i t io n  
                                Since 1856 

 

                Complete Fly-Fishing & 
                   Wingshooting Outf itters 
 

                    Classic Country Fashions 
                    for Men & Women 
 

                    Rugged Outdoor Wear 
 

                    Distinctive Gifts for the  
                    Country Home  

 
 Call for information on our schools and free seminars 

 
 

50 Glen Cove Road, Greenvale, NY 11548 • (516) 484-1860 
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For fly tying classes, contact: 
 Herb Schneiderman: (718) 468-5519.  

For casting classes, contact: 
 Herman Abrams: (516) 593-6024  
or George Simon: (516) 483-1824. 

                 

               The Fly Zone 
                                  Mark Wayne 
 

 
Quality Saltwater and Trout Flies 

Custom Flies  l Custom Materials 
                          Tying Instruction 

 
  P.O. Box 544    (631) 589-0052 
  Sayville, NY  11782     email: flyzone@optonline.net 
 

 Berkley has a program for recycling used 
fishing line.  If you call them and you are a 
business, they will send you a shipping box 
(prepaid) to send in the line.  Their only stipulation is 
that the line be clean and free of all debris, hooks, 
and metal attachments.  Here's the number for 
Berkley:  

 1-800-BERKLEY or (712) 336-1520. 
     If you are not a business and you have a bag of 
line, send it to the following address.  Remember 
that birds and marine animals become entangled in 
fishing line.  Do what you can. Make sure the line is 
clean of debris, hooks, and metal attachments.   

Berkley 
1900 18th Street 

Spirit Lake, Iowa   51360 
Attn: Recycle Program 

THE “CAMP-SITE” 
SPORT SHOP 

L.I.'S  LARGEST  FLY  FISHING  SHOP 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ALL MAJOR BRANDS 
 

S A G E  ·  L O O M I S  ·  L AM S O N ·  A B E L  ·  B A U E R  
B I L L Y  P A T E  ·  M E T Z  ·  F I L SO N  ·  S I M M S  

S C I E N T I F I C  A NG L E R S  ·  O R V I S ·  S T . C R O I X  
L O O P  ·  R O U G E ·  C O L UM BI A  ·  C O R T L A N D  
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  The undersigned hereby applies for membership or renewal, in the LONG ISLAND FLYRODDERS, INC. ("LIFR").  
 I understand the inherent risk in participating in the activities of LIFR, including fishing trips, of one day or longer, which LIFR may make 
available to members. I understand that LIFR activities may take me into remote areas, and that I may not be able to be promptly 
evacuated or receive proper medical care in the event of injury or disease.  I further understand that I am solely responsible for all costs of 
medical treatment and transportation.   

Intending to be legally bound, for myself, my heirs, executors, and administrators, except to the extent that indemnity insurance is 
available, I waive, release, indemnify, and hold harmless, LIFR, its Officers, Board of Directors, and members, against any and all claims 
for personal injury, disease, death, and property damage or loss, that I may incur, arising out of or connected in any way with any and all 
LIFR activities. I assume the risk of undertaking all LIFR activities, including related travel.  
 
Member Signature: ________________________________________ Date: ________________________ 
 
Print name:       ______________________________________________ 
  
Address:     _________________________________________________ 
 
______________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Home phone:      (           ) ______________________________________  
           
Office phone:      (           ) ______________________________________ 
 
E-mail address: (optional)______________________________________ 
 
Consent given to post e-mail address on LIFR Web Site:   Yes (       )  No 
(        ) 
     
Family Application must be signed by each Family Member or Guardian, as applicable. 
 
Dues: Individual $30.00 ____    Family (including children under 16 yrs) $40.00 ____    Junior (under 18 yrs) $15.00 ____ 
 
Mail this form to:  LONG ISLAND FLYRODDERS, INC 

 P.O. 8091 

 
In case of emergency, when reasonably  
feasible, contact: 
 
Name: ______________________________ 
 
Relationship: _________________________ 
 
Home Phone: (           ) _________________ 
 
Office Phone: (           ) _________________ 

MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 

 

 ORVIS, Thomas & Thomas, Scott, Ex-Officio, Chota, Tarponwear 
 

ANGLERS’ DEN 
11 East Main Street 
Pawling, NY  12564 

Located in the historic Village of Pawling 
 
 

www.Anglers-Den.com  
Info@Anglers-Den.com 845-855-5182 

  On the Cover: Al Battistelli with a fresh run, hen 
King Salmon, estimated length - 35 inches, and just 
about to spawn. Al got her on a 6 weight rod using 2X 
tippet and a Hot Pink Bugger as his fly.  After a 20 
minute fight, and a quick hug by Al, she was released 
to fulfill her role as a progenitor for future generations 
of King Salmon. 
And that wasn’t the only big fish caught by Al. Check 
out the pictures on our website, www.lifr.org. 

To All Long Island Flyrodders  
and Their Families 



FIRST CLASS MAIL 

  
  
  
December 2 General Meeting - 8:00 P.M. 
 Holiday Party 
 Grab Bag Exchange 
  
  
December 9  Fly Tying Night  
 at Pancho's Border Grill in Bethpage - 7:00 PM.  
 Contact: Paul McCain  (516) 536-1418 
  
  
December 18 Board Meeting 
 7:30 P.M. at the Levittown VFW Hall 
  
  
  
  

 LONG ISLAND FLYRODDERS COMING EVENTS 
DECEMBER - 2003 

P.O. Box 8091 
Hicksville, NY  11802 


