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Tight Lines, 
 

Paul 
 

 Spring fever has hit.  My husband, Paul, has 
the same expression as my students when faced with a 
blank piece of paper and a writing assignment. Easily 
distracted by the smallest ray of sun, my students find 
it harder and harder to get their assignments started.  I 
think Paul feels the same. He usually writes his 
President's letter quickly and then hands it to me to 
type.   Tonight, however, Paul found a lot of ways to 
procrastinate. He cleaned the kitchen, changed a few 
diapers and stared out the window a lot. As I stated, I 
know the signs of spring fever. Although, I do not 
have a headful of fish stories and facts, I promise to 
stick to this theme as best I can while writing this 
letter for Paul.  My students only wish I would do the 
same for them. 
   This week, I went to a parent-teacher 
conference, only I sat on the other side of the 
desk.  My son's teacher handed me his progress report 
and told me how happy Owen is in nursery school. As 
I read the  progress report, I felt so proud of 

Owen. Then I noticed one comment. Although 
positive in wording, it struck my eye.  It read, "Owen 
uses language confidently in class." As I teacher, I 
knew what that really meant. Owen talks a lot, and he 
most likely talks when he should listen. I laughed as I 
pointed to the comment the teacher had written and 
asked if Owen talks too much. The teacher laughed 
too and said that Owen likes to share a lot during 
circle time and doesn't always raise his hand and 
wait. I asked what he talks about.  His teacher told me 
that he talks about fishing. This week, I also asked my 
class what else they would like to learn about New 
York State.  We brainstormed topics for a while until 
one student suggested finding out about all the aquatic 
animals that live in the ocean around Long Island. We 
have already gone to the library and stocked up on 
fish books.  As you can see, "fish" fever has struck us 
all. 
   You have a lot going on this June. During the 
June meeting Paul will cook hamburgers and hotdogs 
for all that come. So, be there on June 3rd starting at 
6:00 and bring your appetite. At the same time,  
George Simon and Herman Abrams will give 
casting lessons. At 8:00 the general meeting will 
begin. Richard Jogodnik will speak about some of 
the prettiest streams found in Pennsylvania.  Do go 
early, have a good dinner, get some casting lessons 
and see a great speaker. 
   On Tuesday, June 10th, Lee Weil will run a 
trip to the Peconic River for bass, pickerel and 
panfish. Paul went on this trip last year and had a 
great time.  Call Lee for more information at (516) 
997-6743. 
   This year's picnic and casting clinic will take 
place on June 21st at Hempstead Lake State Park. See 
Mike Gelber at the meeting or call him at (516) 221-
9508. 
    The Photo Contest and fly contest will be 
starting again. For more information, go to the 
"What's New Page" on the web site for more details. 
    

I hope you all catch a lot of fish!!! 
 

     
    (you know, Paul's wife) 
 

President’s Wife’s 
 

       message 

Tight Lines, 
Julie McCain 
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For Your Nymphormation 
 

by Lee Weil 

 Spring is finally here and the Flyrodders are 
out in force!  The Annual Yellow Breeches / Clark’s 
Creek trip took place on April 21st thru the 23rd this 
year, with typical “Flyrodder” weather throughout the 
3 days; rain and wind.  In spite of the adverse 
conditions and extremely slow fishing we managed to 
have a good time, which is a testimony to the 
Flyrodders’ ability to make the best of their situation. 
Sometimes you just have to play the hand you’re 
dealt, even if it is only a pair of deuces.  Ed Barchuk, 
Bob Krueder and Jeff Farrell managed to take a few 
fish on Hendricksons, even though there were few 
flies coming off. The water temperatures and a fickle 
barometer may have been to blame, and our 
suspicions were confirmed by the local fly shop’s 
reports that fishing was tough all over.  We made up 
for our lackluster day on the stream with a great 
dinner at the Boiling Springs Tavern.  Wednesday 
morning saw a change in the weather – but not for the 
better. A cold front moved in overnight and in spite of 
the sunshine, the breeze made for a chilly morning.  
After a few hours we finished up back on the 

Breeches behind the Allenberry, met for a quick Bon 
Voyage lunch and headed home early.  
 On the home front, the club hosted a Junior 
Members Fly Tying Class at Pancho’s Border Grill 
on May 8th.  The students learned the basic procedures 
to tie 4 patterns, including a Caddis Pupa, Wooly 
Bugger, Hare’s Ear Nymph and March Brown.  They 
also got to appreciate the same fare the senior tiers 
enjoyed this winter, such as quesadillas, chicken 
wings and baby back ribs.  Congratulations to the 
graduates, who may use their new credentials toward 
getting their Boy Scout fly fishing badges in the 
future.  
 Before I sign off and get ready to migrate 
south to North Carolina and the land of beautiful wild 
fish and rhododendrons, I would like to say thanks to 
those who bought raffle tickets for the CFR afghan 
raffle and signed up as River Helpers for the L.I. 
Retreats. You guys are helping us make a difference.   
 

Tight lines and God bless, Lee   

 It’s hard to believe, but this 
year we will be scheduling our Fourth 
Annual Peconic River day trip!  This 
trip gives our members a chance to 
fish some great bass water close to 
home on one of the prettiest rivers on 
Long Island.  We will be fishing for a 
variety of freshwater species, 
including chain pickerel, crappie, 
bluegills and largemouth bass.  The 
scheduled date is Tuesday, June 
10th.  This river is a popular canoeing 
area, and by fishing during the 
midweek  we avoid the boat traffic 
and “canoe hatches”.  The best time 
to be on the water is sunrise, so we 
will be putting in at 6:00 am.  Those 
members who have their own vessels 
can put in at the DEC parking lot 
launch at the dam. Take the L.I.E.  
east to exit 72.  Take Rte. 25 East 
and then the first right after passing 
the Fisherman’s Deli onto the road  
across from the Snowflake Ice 
Cream stand .  Those who need a 

boat may stop at the Fisherman’s Deli 
where johnboats and canoes can be 
rented.  The cost for boat rental for 
the day is $30.00 and you may 
possibly split the fee with another 
member.  Please call me if you want 
to arrange to share a boat.   
Most of your prime areas will be 
around lily pads and weed beds, so I 
advise using a heavier tippet like 
1X. You may also use a length of 10 
lb. test mono added to your leader, 
which will help prevent having your fly 
bitten off by the resident pickerel.  I 
have landed pickerel up to 21” from 
this river, and they are well equipped 
with sharp teeth, so don’t forget 
your forceps.  Rods from 5 to 8 
weight will suffice, with the heavier 
stick being more capable of casting 
big bass bugs and surface poppers.  
As the sun rises and the temps go up 
later in the day you should switch to 
streamers and nymphs.  The pickerel 
seem to favor long style swimming  

patterns such as marabou leeches, 
ghosts and Mickey Finns, and 
crappie will readily take white 
patterns. One of my favorite bluegill 
flies is an oversized Zugbug, although 
these willing scrappers will take small 
surface poppers and foam beetles all 
day long when cast under a shady 
bush.   
Don’t forget sunblock and a light 
colored cap!  A full day of sitting in a 
canoe without protection can fry you.  
Bring plenty of water or beverages in 
a small cooler and you’re all set to go.  
For those who want to join us for 
lunch we will be having a picnic back 
at the D.E.C. parking area after the 
action slows down in the afternoon. 
Cost for the picnic will be $5.00 per 
person.  Please pay at the June 1st 
meeting and make sure you are 
signed up.  
 

 For further 
information  
call Lee Weil  

L.I.F.R. PECONIC RIVER TRIP  by Lee Weil 



Five years ago, my brother Gian and I 
ventured on our first bonefish trip. Our friend Jerry 
Bottcher of the Hungry Trout was putting together a 
trip to South Andros in the Bahamas and asked me if 
we wanted to join him. I immediately said yes and, on 
a warm day in November 1999, ten of us met at 
Miami’s Opa Locka airport for the one hour flight to 
South Andros. 

For the occasion, I had bought a nine weight 
St. Croix Ultra Legend rod and an A9 Redington reel 
loaded with a weight forward floating line, 150 yards 
of backing and a 12lb, 9 
foot leader. That was just 
about it. I didn’t know 
what flies to take and to 
compound the matter, I 
had no flats shoes, quick 
drying shirts or quick 
drying pants. 

As soon as we 
reached Andros, the wind 
picked up, the sky became 
overcast and rain started to 
pour down like there was 
no tomorrow. Just about 
everything you don’t want 
on a bonefish trip. 
Unfortunately, the weather 
did not cooperate for most 
of the week and, as a 
result, our guides were 
only able to spot a very 
limited number of 
bonefish. By day five, neither I nor my brother Gian 
had even seen a fish, let alone cast to one. 

On day six, we were teamed up with a young 
soft spoken guide by the name of Ellie. Although the 
weather was not the greatest, we did have a few 
moments of sunlight. That’s when Ellie spotted two 
tailing bonefish about 300 feet away. Slowly he poled 
the boat up wind from our target and within casting 
distance. “Cast about ten feet in front of them, Gil, 
and then strip not too fast” he said. I did just that and 
Bang! the fish took the fly. When I finally brought the 
fish to the boat and released it, I was glad, Gian was 
happy and Ellie was ecstatic. He knew that was my 
first bonefish ever and he desperately wanted me to 
catch it. 

I have been going to South Andros ever since, 

no longer in November but, instead, in the middle of 
March. The weather for the most part is very 
accommodating at that time of the year and there are 
plenty of bonefish around. I always wanted to fish 
with Ellie again but because of logistical reasons that 
was not possible…. until this past March. 

My brother Gian passed away in January 
2002, so my son Marco, who had never fly fished 
before, took his place last year. He enjoyed it so much 
that he decided to go again this year. So, four of us, 
Marco, John Gerbitz , my friend Jim Slade and I, flew 

to South Andros for what turned 
out to be a most memorable 
week. We stayed at the 
“Bonefish Bay Club” which 
boasts some of the best guides 
in the Island and is now 
operated by Jerry Bottcher. My 
guide for the week was none 
other than Ellie. 
Sunday was a beautiful day and 
Ellie decided to take Marco and 
me south to a large flats area 
known to the locals as Jack 
Fisher. No sooner were we there 
than Ellie spotted a few 
bonefish moving to our left. Just 
as I cast, the school changed 
directions and were soon out of 
casting distance. Nothing 
happened for the next half hour 
or so, so I said to Ellie:  
“Are you going to put us into 

some fish?” 
“Yes, I see some now and I’m poling toward them” 
“ How far?” 
“About two hundred YARDS” 
“Two hundred yards? How can you spot them that 
far?” 

What Ellie had spotted was a huge, and I mean 
huge, school of feeding bonefish, estimated to be 
2,000 strong. Once we were a couple of hundred feet 
away from the fish, we got off the boat and silently 
walked to within casting range. It was like a turkey 
shoot. I brought in seven and Marco landed four 
before the school split into two and calmly went their 
own ways. My biggest bonefish ever came out of that 
school with Ellie estimating its weight at 9 ½ lbs. We 
saw and caught more bonefish that day including an 8 

A Case for Ellie  By Gil Padovani 

Gil Padovani 
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pounder that fell prey to Marco’s Pink Puff. 
Monday was another fine day. I teamed up 

with John Gerbitz while Marco did the same with Jim. 
We again headed south, this time to an area known as 
Water Cay. Within minutes of stopping the motor, 
Ellie spotted a small school of bones. I dropped the 
fly five feet or so in front of the approaching fish but 
they totally ignored the fly. I sat down and John got 
up on the bow.  

A half hour or so later, John saw five or six 
good sized fish near the mangrove and decided to lure 
them with his Kaufmann’s Bahamas Special, a fly that 
turned out to be deadly throughout our trip. One of the 
bigger fish readily took the fly and decided to make a 
run for the safety of the mangrove…. about 100 yards 
into it. John had to get off the boat and, while Ellie 
was holding on to 
his rod, he stumbled 
into the mangrove 
following the line 
until he reached the 
fish and released it. 

Several fish 
later, we ran into a 
small school of fish 
that was being 
herded by three or 
four 5 ft lemon 
sharks. The bones 
moved into a small 
cove, so we stepped 
off the boat and 
decided to trap them 
in. John caught a 
couple more fish 
while I broke off 
one. Suddenly, a small black tip shark came right at 
me. I kicked it in the head and it turned around as if 
leaving but then decided to take another stab at me. I 
kicked it one more time and again, it decided to come 
at me. After a solid third kick, it took off with what I 
hoped was a migraine headache. All the while, John 
and Ellie were standing on the side laughing like two 
lunatics. 

On Tuesday, the sky was overcast and it was 
fairly windy. The open sea was rough so instead of 
going south to our preferred haunts, Ellie decided to 
try one of the creeks. This time I teamed up with Jim, 
who happens to be a seasoned bonefish and Atlantic 
salmon angler. The sun hardly came out and we even 
had a few small showers so the spotting conditions 
were horrible. As a result, we only saw a few fish but 

managed to bring in a couple apiece. 
Wednesday greeted us with a perfect day so 

Ellie, Marco and I headed to Jack Fisher again. We 
ran into several schools and got ourselves five or six 
fish apiece including two that I lost to blacktip sharks. 
One fish in particular was zeroed in on by two sharks 
just as I was bringing it in. As I saw one of the sharks 
approaching, I tried to lift the bonefish out of the 
water but to no avail. The shark lifted its head out of 
the water and bit the prey right off. The other shark in 
the meantime had missed the mark and was being 
beaten by Ellie with his pole. Suddenly, the shark 
changed directions and almost brushed Ellie’s leg 
who by this time was doing the Bunny Hop. Now it 
was my turn to laugh. 

That evening, we scattered a 35mm film 
canister filled with 
Gian’s ashes on the 
beautiful waters of 
Andros Island. 
Thursday: another 
beautiful day. I 
teamed up with 
John, and as in 
previously calm 
days, we headed 
south to an area 
just before Jack 
Fisher. Throughout 
the day, we got 
into fish and we 
managed to land 
several including a 
hefty 8 pounder by 
John. The highlight 
of the day for me 

was seeing a barracuda covering 300 feet in a straight 
line and fast as a Tomahawk missile zeroing in on a 
bonefish that John had on. Before you could blink an 
eye, it was all over with the cuda moving away with 
the prey extending on both sides of its mouth. 

On Friday, both Jim and I got skunked. The 
weather was lousy and visibility was poor, but we 
didn’t care. We all had a great week, plenty of fish, 
odd experiences, camaraderie and a great guide. Ellie, 
I’ll see you next March! 
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ORVIS® 

 

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

 

                Complete Fly-Fishing & 
                   Wingshooting Outfitters 
 

                    Classic Country Fashions 

CASTING FLIES   by George Simon 

 In this column, I will cover casting and fishing 
problems that all of us that fly fish encounter when we 
pursue our sport. We will cover basics, as well as 
advanced methods, that will enhance your experiences 
on the water. I hope that you will pick up your rods 
and practice what may be suggested in these articles 
and with which I hope you become more successful in 
catching fish. 
 The first lesson that is the most awkward to 
master for new and mid-level casters is when and how 
to apply power. Many can tell how to do it but fail in 
the execution of it. Power is applied GRADUALLY 
from a rest to a fast stop.  Pay attention to your 
acceleration of your motion of the rod. When lifting 
the rod tip a gradual speed-up will allow you to apply 
the power needed for the particular cast directly away 
from your target. This will ease your control of the 
line in making good loops. 
 Most casters at this level start too fast which 
causes a variety of problems. Too sudden a jerk can 
cause a wide open loop on your backcast which 
makes the forward cast in need of a lot more power to 

load it properly. It also leads to both front and back 
tailing loops. This usually happens because the caster 
is not confident that a slow start will suffice in enough 
speed to make the cast. Good practice will prevent 
this from happening. Say to yourself as you cast "I 
want to SMOOOOTH out the cast." When starting 
slowly you must accelerate without jerking the rod to 
a stop. Do not start slow and then jerk to finish the 
cast. A smooth and even speed up will make it look as 
easy as it really is.  
 So go out on any lawn and start building your 
casting skills with a smooth pick up and delivery. 
Practice builds the confidence that helps in the 
catching. It certainly has helped me more than 
anything else in the pursuit of tight lines. 
 

 
 

This will be the first in a series of articles on casting and fishing 
by Master Casting Instructor, George Simon.  

Following articles will be published in future editions. 
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  Joe and I have lived through many an 
adventure with our brother Al. In a grocery store, 
none can compare to his daring do.  Alas, however, if 
you give him a fly fishing article, he is drawn to it like 
a moth to a flame.  Of course he will always want Joe 
and I to join him in his latest sure fire fishing 
experience where great expectations are a guarantee! 
       So began our adventure to the Deerfield River 
in Massachusetts.  Al made all the arrangements, Joe 
provided his brand new van to tow our camper and all 
I had to do was to keep my pack light!  Our first 
challenge came when we arrived at Dick's store to 
obtain our three-day fishing license, only to find it 
didn't open till 10 AM. We had left early to beat the 
New York traffic and Al forgot to check on what time 
the store opened before we left.  Fortunately, an 
employee finally showed up at 8 AM and told us to 
try the town hall in Greenfield.  When we arrived, 
Joe's status as a N.Y. Fire Dept. Battalion Chief 
helped us secure a premium parking spot and swift 
service from the town clerk.  Within minutes we were 
back on schedule and on our way to the Campground 
Al had reserved for us.  Our campsite on the Deerfield 
River resembled something out of the Old West 
before frills were invented.  Our fellow campers were 
a mix of Hell's Angels, party boys, families and 
retirees.  We set up our camper about 100 yard from 
the Deerfield River and suited up to try to entice some 
of the resident trout with our wide assortment of 
nymphs and dry flies.  We all saw some action but 
when the skies began to grow dark, Joe and Al left to 
secure our camper. 
  While they were securing the camper one of 
the grounds keepers instructed Joe to move his car 
because of a tornado warning.  The sky turned black 
and the first crack of lightning had me on my way to 
join Al and Joe at the camper.  The sky opened up and 
the wind began to howl. Since I was still suited up, 
Joe and Al volunteered me to go to the nearby bar for 

ice (the boys always keep their priorities straight), 
while they struggled to keep the camper canopy from 
being blown away! 
  The storm eventually passed without too much 
damage and we all enjoyed a cocktail or two along 
with Joe's famous clam linguini.  The cocktails helped 
me forget their lack of recognition of the tight lines I 
had on some nice size rainbow trout.  In fact I soon 
forgot everything and they sent me to bed. 
       Our guide stopped by the next morning to 
cancel our walk wade due to high water but he gave 
us some spots to try our luck along with some of his 
hand tied flies. He also advised us to use 3X, but I felt 
that my 4X would be more than enough to handle 
anything I would have the fortune to hook into. 
Wrong!  The Rainbow Trout on the Deerfield River 
have a wide girth and a matching attitude, which 
combined to swiftly remove the fly from my line. We 
all enjoyed a tight line or two as we worked our way 
along a beautiful stretch of the Deerfield River and 
had the joy of sharing our tight lines with the use of 
the walkie-talkies that Joe had purchased. They 
especially came in handy when Al came across a 
Black bear and her cub! We topped the day off with 
"T" bone steaks Al got on sale! 
   On our final day Joe and I took one more walk 
wade downstream as Al set about organizing our 
camper for our return trip back home. Next to 
shopping, Al excels in organizing. The only problem 
being that he can't remember where he organized it to!  
Joe soon regretted the day he bought the walkie-
talkies, as I delivered a blow by blow description 
(including drag noise) of my battle with a beautiful 
16" Rainbow Trout back to Al. And so another 
adventure with Al drew to a close with Joe looking for 
the off button on his walkie-talkie while Al tried to 
figure what the H***  I was screaming about  into my 
walkie-talkie and my heart filled with the joy of a 
tight line! 

ANOTHER ADVENTURE WITH BRO AL 
by John Manz 

TYERS! WE WANT YOU! Fellow Flyrodders, it's that time again. Time to think about tying a 
few flies for our annual raffle box at the Somerset show. Thanks to all of you who have 

contributed in the past . As you know your flies help the club to raise funds for club activities, 
guest speaker and dinner dance expenses. This year we will be giving away three "mini" prizes in 
June, September and December for those who contribute, plus one big prize at the end of the 
year. You will receive one ticket for the Grand prize for each dozen freshwater flies or ten 

saltwater flies donated. I will be collecting them at all general meetings except for August. For 
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For fly tying classes, contact: 
 Herb Schneiderman: (718) 468-5519.  

For casting classes, contact: 
 Herman Abrams: (516) 593-6024  

 

                 

               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 

CONNETQUOT RIVER TRIPS  
 
 In response to the demand for the limited 
spaces available for our Monday Connetquot River 
State Park trips, the following guidelines are in effect: 
Members attending the meetings have first priority, 
followed by those members, chronologically received, 
who call in the day after the meeting for the remaining 
spaces available. Reservations are available for 32 
anglers for each session; 64 for both sessions. The 
cost of each session is $15.00. No checks will be 
accepted; EXACT CHANGE, CASH ONLY,  NO 
SINGLES 
to be paid at the general meeting or at the park for call
-in reservations. Anglers fishing the morning sessions 
must be at the park by 7:30 a.m. Cancellations must 
be made by 7:00 p.m. the Saturday before the session.  
No advance reservations will be accepted. 
 

Hours: 8:00 AM to 12:00 PM 
     1:00 PM to 5:00 PM 

For Details call Ron La Chase at 718-769-6376 
 

CONNETQUOT DATES - 2003 
     June 16    July 14      Aug. 18 
 Sept. 15 Oct. 20  

Only  members with 4 weight rods or larger will 
be allowed to fish on the Monday Sessions 



  
 

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.  
 
In case of emergency, when reasonably feasible, contact: 
 
Name: _______________________________________________  Relationship: ___________________ 
 
Phone:  home (         ) _________________________     Office (         ) _________________________ 
 
Date: ___ / ___  20 _____       MEMBER 
          

 Signature:      ___________________________________________________
  

                     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 
 Hicksville, NY 11802  
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FIRST CLASS MAIL 

June 3 General Meeting 
 Speaker: Richard Jogodnik 
 “Stream Fishing in Pennsylvania ” 

  
June 10 Peconic River Trip - Bass, Pickerel, Panfish 

 See Page 3 for Details 
 Contact Lee Weil - (516) 997-6743 
  
June 16 Connetquot State Park - Monday  Fishing Trip 
 See Page 8 for Details 

 Contact:  Ron LaChase - (718) 769-6376 
  
June 19 Board Meeting 
 7:30 P.M. at the Levittown VFW Hall 

  
June 21 Annual Picnic & Casting Cinic  
 Hempstead  Lake State Park 
 Contact:   Mike Gelber - (516) 221-9508 

 LONG ISLAND FLYRODDERS COMING EVENTS 
JUNE - 2003 

P.O. Box 8091 
Hicksville, NY  11802 


