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December 13, 1985

Mr. Datus C. Proper 
1914 N. Johnson S t. 
Arlington, VA 22207

Dear Mr. Proper:

Your le t te r  to Game Commissioner Dana Chalfont was forwarded to 
me for comment.

have come from the Pennsylvania Game Commission's Loyal sock Game Farm. 
Two years ago, the Massachusetts F ish  and Game Commission gave the 
Pennsylvania Game Commisson some of th e ir  stock to ra ise . They have 
dealt with sex linked pheasant propagation in recent years in order to 
hatch a high percentage of male b irds. To do th is  requires two 
generations. The yellow color cock pheasant is  the one that produces
mostly male offspring. After trying a few pheasants, we determined use of 
sex-linked pheasants did not f i t  into our program.

and not one single comment was received by a hunter who shot one. The one 
you shot was one of very few that hatched in 1985. The one you shot was 
probably about sixteen weeks old and not fu lly  developed. When they are 
adults they are handsome b irds.

my observations. I hunt Adams County and there were more birds there than 
in 1984, where habitat for them e x is ts . I saw no improvement on the 
in tensively  farmed lands.

The unusually colored pheasant you shot in Franklin  County may

In 1984, a ll the yellow or blond cock pheasants were released,

Your assessment of the number of wild birds in 1985 agrees with

Si ncerely,

P i . _ - H R  ¡R , ______ j r
Bureau of Game Management

An Equal Opportunity Employer



Datus C. Proper 
I914 N. Johnson St. 
Arlington, VA 22207

Dec. 1, 1985

Dear Mr. Chalfants
Thanks for your note on the stocking schedule. As birds were stocked 

in Franklin County, I'm inclined to think that the strange one I shot may 
have come from a game farm. It behaved like a farm bird —  hard to flush —  
but was on posted land, some distance from any logical stocking area.
My first thought tha±x was that the bird was the product of a barnyard 
cross. Anyhow, I'm enclosing pictures. The bird —  shown with a wild one, 
for comparison —  looks like -J- pheasant, -§- white or pale chicken. Note 
the generally pale brown color of the feathers. Tail feathers are about -g- 
the length of a wild bird, or a bit more. Feet are large, clumsy, and 
yellowish white—  a big difference from pheasants. The feet were also 
caked with dirt when the bird was shot. (Wild pheasants seem fussy about 
keeping clean.) Let's hope that this degenerate creature did not happen in 
a game farm.

In Franklin country, there were more pheasants in the season just 
closed than in 1984, but far fewer than we had in the 60s & 70s. Maybe the 
dry spring helped.

The woodcock flight was good news —  heavier than usual. Bxx± But the 
season, as you know, was extremely short. Over the years, my xx experience 
in Franklin country has been that there are far more woodcock in November 
than in October. Hunting is usually good right till the end of the season.
I would hope that, next year, Pennsylvania would use the 40 days given to 
us by the Feds for woodcock. If necessary, let's keep the bag limit low,but 
fcgTfrx let's not give up the sport entirely, when no other state is doing so.

In the same connection, I mentioned on the 'phone that —  for some 
reason — there are more birds (pheasants) in Maryland than in Franklin 
country a mile away. This was markedly true in 1984? I’m not sure 
of 1985 yet. Weather, geology, habitat conditions are the same. Maryland 
does have a much longer season (two months instead of one). Whatever tire 
conclusion, I think we can say that the length of the season does not have 
a lot of effect on the next year's pheasant population. Maryland's more restria 
tive access laws for hunters may be a factor.



Dear Dick
Attached are suggested dressings for the two flies of.mine 

that have appeared on your covers. A little extra care is needed 
to make my flies fit into your format, since I was talking about 
designs rather than patterns. Believe I've explained it all well enough 
with a short note about color-matching.

Yours



BARB-WING DUN Datus C. Proper V.5 1 .3

NOTE: This is a design, not a pattern. Represents small mayfly duns best, 
vary color of components to match naturals.

Hook Partridge A or L2A
Thread Pine (color-matched)
Wing 0ne cock's hackle wound in the normal 

uPright V and secured by figure-eight way, then pplled into a 
turns of tying thread.

Tail Cock's hackle fibers. May be V-shaped ■§or best flotation.
Body Pheasant—tail herl or dubbing. Thorak about ■§• length of abdomen



PERFECT DUN Datus C. Proper 1 .3

NOTE: This 
Vary

Hook . . .

Thread

Wings

Tail

Abdomen

hackle

ThoraX

V.5

is a design, not a pattern. Represents mid-sized mayfly 
colors of components to match naturals. duns.

Partridge A or L2A 

Fine (color-matched)

pair of cock hackle-tips, shiny sides inward, angled slightly back.

cock's hackle fibers in a wide V; cocked slightly upward. 

o f i S a d ! ^  S°me ***** hairS’ ribb6d ^ ^ c l o c k w i s e  with fine wire

cock's haoS:l!e> wound flat on the bottom only by a figure-8 of dubbed tying thread. J 11sure °

Dubbed thread like abdomen, but about half as long and unribbed.



^ ' ^ T y e r
DICK SURETTE 

EDITOR/PUBLISHER
"The Fly Tyers Quarterly Magazine"

BOX 1231, Rt. 16 
North Conway, N .H. 03860 

1-603-356-5091
February 12, 1985.

Dear Author,
I hope that the new year finds you in good health and cheer. We are looking 

forward to a very exciting 1985 season, both in fly fishing and in business.
I want to inform you on the status of Fly Tyer Quarterly. In the past year we 

have had a few inquiries on the sale or merge of Fly Tyer with other publications. 
Frankly, the meager offers we had tended to us were not acceptable. Thus we will 
go it alone for now and for the forseeable future.

For the past few years, Fly Tyer has stayed at the same level of copies, 15,000 
per issue. We are a very small part of a small industry. The advertising revenues are 
not in great enough numbers to really show a great cash flow to bankers. Our best 
support is from readers, shop/dealers, and newsstand sales. As you can surmise it has 
been tough sledding over the past few years.

I know that in some cases we are behind in payments to some of the authors, 
we have not forgotten you. We sincerely plan to get current with those who have been 
so patient and kind to our publication. Our usual policy is not to make payments on 
author fees unless we can pay all authors for each issue. This runs to around $ 2,500.00 
per issue. We know we put more money in author fees per issue than gny other magazine 
of its size. We anticipate to be able to pay all monies due by the end of 1985.

Now for the real crux of this note. We have been planning a new book for some 
time. We are now at the stage that we have superior5separations, fly dressings, and 
an index of all work ever published in Fly Tyer Quarterly. With you assistance and 
cooperation we plan to publish ALL of the flies that have ever graced the covers of 
Fly Tyer. THIS COMES TO 672 FLIES IN FU LL COLOR, A LL IN ONE VOLUME.....

The format will be; a full color fly, name of the fly, name of fly tyer, and 
V.5,1.2 which will tell the reader it came from Volume 5, Issue one.A rough draft 
of the page layout is enclosed to give an idea on the book. Of course it will be in 
full color. WE WILL USE ONLY THE F L Y  AND THE DRESSING FROM THE A RTICLE.

Our plan is as follows:we will give to each author who has ever had flies on the 
cover of Fly Tyer, a copy of the LIMITED EDITION (HB) which will list for $ 29.95 
as our way of renumeration for your cooperation in this venture. The hard covers will 
be numbered from # 25 to # 250 , the first books in the run. These books will rapidly 
gain value.. We will also allow any author to purchase copies of the paperback (list 
$ 16.95 ) at a 40 % discount or net $ 10.17 each. We can deduct this from any author 
fee that we owe to you if you so desire.

The DEDICATION of the book is going to be YOU the authors of Fly Tyer. Each 
author will be listed in alphabetical order on the dedication page. After all the GUTS 
and MEAT of Fly Tyer has been provided by the authors over the history of Fly Tyer.
We thank you for your patience^Bpd understanding. Your signature below will allow your 
flies to be in "FLY TYER PATTERN BIBLE". If we do not hear from you, we will 
assume that tĥ s proteci^meets \with your approval and blessings...
SIGNATURE 
STREET ¡911 
TOWN IT ”

i k  1

■
I4-tm

"J ü In8 Î BOX
dated_________  / p ^

STATE ZIP 7- v z  0 7

copies (PB) @ $ 10.17 plus shipping

Sincerely, 
Dick Surette

Ship________
Deduct copies from any author fees due...

t i l i I 0 pi a-
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99577
P . 0. Box 770453 
Eagle River, AK 
May 1, 1990

Dear Datus,
I started to write to you back in the dark days of mid-winter.

Now we have daylight from get-up-time to go-to-bed-time, so I will 
just start over. We have survived another winter in reasonably 
good shape. It was only a moderately cold winter, but snow depths 
were record breaking, and the moose suffered terribly. Starved 
carcasses are showing up all over the place. The two that were 
regular visitors to our yard looked in pretty good shape when I 
last saw them a few weeks ago, so I think they made it.
After some rather discouraging days in the late summer and early 
fall, I got back to full physical activity about October 1st, and 
was able to make the annual grouse hunting trek to Vermont the last 
half of the month. The hills seemed to have gotten a little steeper 
and I had to rest when the leg complained too bitterly, but I 
covered about the same mileage as usual, moved a satisfying number 
of birds, and even managed to kill the odd one.
Recently, I received a notice from BLM, through Russ Dunn, that 

drought conditions are continuing in Beaverhead County and that it 
may be necessary to further restrict grazing on the BLM leases this 
summer. Then, a few days ago I learned that we had a near flood on 
our place at Big Sheep Creek. Apparently, an unusually warm spell 
brought all of the little snow that was in the hills down at one 
time. Drought and floods make a wierd combination.
Last summer we finally concluded that, contrary to our wishes, we 

were going to have to have some cattle grazing at Sheep Creek* So, 
we bit the bullet, and in the fall had a protective fence installed 
along the creek. To hurry up the return of bank cover I had the 
Inter-Fluve people put in about 350 willow cuttings last spring 
while they were doing similar work on the Hirsch upstream. I have a 
free airline ticket that must be used by June, so I am planning to 
come to Montana about the middle of this month to do some more 
planting. This trip depends on resolution of a problem here at home 
If I make it, I hope I can find time to drop by and see you.
Our current plans for the summer are: I will come to Bozeman on 

July 7th and plan to fish Thompson's July 8 through the 14th. Then 
the family will join me, and we will go down to Sheep Creek. We 
will return to Bozeman on the 27th, and I hope to fish Thompson's 
again on the 28th through the 30th.,.:

Sincerely,



o Annick Smith
5 vV  ' S ta r  R o u te , Bonner* Montan

Dear ’X̂ v/aj' -
C&S by ItAAn w&*s‘ S ̂  A l|flî

T f  1 e  vnc\ n q u c  4- n  i

- 7
Septomber ?8, 1996

JZ OJ'Jx'h- y  (XM -
It's 'no news to you that I'm chin deep in the struggle to stop 
the 7-Up Pete gold mine at the headwaters of the Blackfoot River. 
And I've been wondering what I can do, what all of us writers who 
care can do, outside of sending another damn check or testifying 
at another hearing. Then it struck me that we could do what what 
we all do best— -put together a wonderful book. So I am asking 
you, with a good dose of urgency, to join in a project to help 
gather statewide support to stop the mine and restore the clean 
water laws that have been corrupted by mining lobbies.
What I propose is an anthology called Headwaters to be published 
by the end of the year, and also a poster including a list of 
authors and excerpts, which could be circulated and publicized 
before the November 4 election. The book will collect essays, 
stories, poems, memories that illuminate the value of a great 
river such as the Blackfoot— stories to tell how our lives are 
nourished by watersheds and clean, running waters. Or, on the 
darker side, anecdotes that reveal the real costs of gold— of 
massive mining— in the state. We do not need to decry the 
proposed mine or proselytize for 1-22 (others are doing that).
We need to inspire readers to ponder the issues in deeper ways.
If you are willing to contribute a bit of imagination and a few 
hours (or days) of work, I'd like to see prose pieces of 300 to 
1,000 words, maximum, and poems no longer than one page. Word 
bites. Short, vivid narratives that will bite into a reader's 
sense of connection to the place where they live and impel them 
to help preserve the best of that place. None of us will be paid 
for our work, and the book will be given free to legislators, 
state officials, newspapers, and other opinion makers, as well to 
libraries, scools, bookstores and shopping malls.
Because of constraints of money and time (I have to raise the 
money, find the time), I can't include all my friends who are 
good writers in this project, so I have arbitrarily selected only 
those writers who have name recognition in the state. Like it or 
not, we are well-known in Montana, and our voices speak to a 
broader audience than any political or environmental group. Many 
of us have benefitted from (excuse the irony) mining the stories 
we have found here, and I believe we can return the favor by 
using our voices NOW, before the election and during the 1997 
legislative session, when our words can make a difference.

1



If you agree to be part of this project, please submit your 
contribution to me within three weeks. We are not expecting 
perfect, polished work, just a quick response. Terry Tempest 
Williams and Steve Trimble assembled Testimony, a book of 
essays by twenty writers promoting the southern Utah wilds, in 
about six weeks. A private donor financed the project and a 
trade paperback from Milkweed Editions is currently on the market 
with profits earmarked for preservation of Utah's canyonlands. 
Their book made a difference. I think ours can, also.
Here is the list of^writers I am asking to join me in the 
Headwaters anthology. Preference will be given to new pieces, 
although a couple of excerpts from existing work may be used.
The list is not writ in stone. Many have already said yes. Some 
will fall out:
Jim Welch, Dee McNamer, Bryan DiSalvatore, James Lee Burke, Jim 
Crumley, Martha Elizabeth, Richard Ford, Greg Pape, Marnie 
Prange, David Duncan, Ian Frazier, Patricia Goedicke, Bill 
Kittredge, Rick Bass, Jon Jackson, Mary Blew, David Quammen, Mark 
Levine, Debra Earling, Greg Keeler, Bob Reid, Ellen Meloy, David 
Long, Ralph Beer, Ripley Schemm Hugo, Wally McRae, Bill Vaughn, 
Sandra West Prowell, Dick Manning, Cheryl Noethe, Paul Zarzyski, 
Sandra Alcosser, Tim Cahill, Kevin Canty, Fred Haefle, Carolyn 
Patterson, Neil McMahon, Russell Chatham, William Hjortsberg.
Tom McGuane and Ivan Doig have begged off writing new work, but 
will allow us to use excerpts from already published writing.
And, of course, we plan use as the book's epigraph the famous 
last paragraph from Norman Maclean's A River Runs Through It.
Please call me right away at (406) 244-5549, or mail me a note 
saying "Yes" or "Sorry." I need to know who's in before I can go 
to a private donor for money, and also to a designer and 
publisher. We must start this new choo-choo train down its 
death-defying tracks soon to counter the big-money media 
juggernaut that's going top speed on the other side.

2



16 July 1997

D atus P roper 
1085 H am ilton  Rd.
Belgrade, MT 59714

D ear Datus:

The enclosed le tter ad d ressed  to you  w as sen t to o u r offices recently. I 'm  
sim ply  fo rw ard ing  it.

I hope th a t every th ing  is going w ell w ith  you  an d  th a t y o u 're  an tic ipating  a 
p ro d u c tiv e  fall. So far the  su m m er's  been  a long  one o u t here , b u t w e 're  
tak ing  heart in  the  fact th a t O ctober is only th ree flips of the calendar page  
away.

A nd ju st a rem inder: If y o u 're  ever in te re sted  in w ritin g  for 
Sportsman, I 'd  really  like to h ear from  you. I 'v e  a lw ays ad m ired  y o u r w o rk  
and  th ink  o u r read ers  w o u ld  tru ly  appreciate  seeing  y o u r by line in the 
m agazine again. In  the  m ean tim e . . .

All the  best,

R alph P. S tuart 
E ditor

Down East Enterprise, Inc, • Outdoor Group Publications • P.O. Box 1357 • Camden, Maine 04843 • 207-594-9544 • Fax 207-594-5144
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ô^r îardjeto&ÁP'loîikjL Ü^tj

¡̂Tót/¿,(e fyCfpÁ-p 'Hll

]L t J ¿í*\ ocldl /a

¿ C w t Ü f â y  Aâ Júofrf-j ¿ (j j -  ( j f  ¿ s  et

f t & L  S o ( J  * Jó M

l&r LjUUf' ( ÿ U A r  h o ^ p c U ^ u L  ¿ t n ¿

■/vh U¿je^ ( ¿ u J l y  U  /¡Ja //i

)■ 4  ¡(A<4 \11(
U-t ¿lM

¿k J¿á./M̂Ó~/iíuse .

PJzLve. ¿K J‘>U2- 
ohse. CAO(A£c , ¿ u w L'i/e ÇAouft.

j e f r  i'UZsu4-ha# f Ú ^ éu. 

p o f ô / l J û j k z ^ j  Jl *cL ¡¡6

ku s/i/u  t

¡/llArUfŝ
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B Y  M A R J O R I E  S A N D O R

A  River of Ones Own

N
o t  lo n g  ag o  i took
up fishing. I had a baby 
daughter, the summer | 
off from teaching and a 
faint childhood memory 
of dangling a hook baited 
with Velveeta over a 
small creek. I had no am

bition; I just wanted a cure for 
cabin fever. But I am also the 
younger sister of three men, and 
in the foolhardy way of my tribe, I 
telephoned one of them after my 
first triumphant landing of a 
trout.

“Caught a brown tonight, 13 
inches.“

“Nice,” he said. “What’d you take 
it on?”

“A wbrjn^
7pr6ss!” We cried. “You’re kid

ding.”
This particular brother is 45, a 

doctor, a Yale graduate, and in his 
house a whole bookshelf is de
voted to the sacred texts of fly 

. fishing. His lapse in diction re
vealed the depth of my transgres
sion. I might have broken one of 
the Ten Commandments: Thou 
shalt not fish with worms.

I should have known better. When I was 
young, all three brothers were versed in the 
sacred rites of fly fishing. The length of time it 
took them to prepare for trips testified to its 
high mystery. Out of closets came hip-waders, 
nets, the special vests with a fuzzy strip for the 
flies. The names of the flies themselves — 
Humpy, Irresistible, Bitch Creek Special — 
called up the veiled hostility of the clubhouse 
password, the secrêl HRStndshake, the posted 
sign^GIRLS KEEP

I kejKxny distanceUheifpreparations carried a 
taboo assearing^as my father’s garage work
bench, the school shop class — and math, which I 
was failing. Yet as they departed, I trailed my 
brothers to our Pontiac and grasped the hot 
chrome of the door handle till my mother had to 
pry my fingers loose.

Eventually this dark era of exclusion passed. It 
was replaced by something far more formidable: 
nostalgia. My brothers settled in cities, and the 
great trout streams became places perpetually 
dappled and windless, brightened by the curving 
back of The Really Big One; places that now 
seemed suspiciously inaccessible. Whenever I 
suggested such a trip, my brothers simply sighed 
for their lost Paradise.

Then, last summer, my husband and I rented a 
cabin near some of the greatest trout fishing in 
the world.

Was it out of revenge or the old desire to get 
inside the clubhouse that I tempted my middle 
brother back over the Garden wall? On the 
telephone, I recited the names of the blue-ribbon 
streams in our vicinity, and listened patiently as

Marjorie Sandor teaches fiction writing at the 
University of Florida at Gainesville.

he chanted, in his turn, the names of his favorite 
flies: Elk Hair Caddis, Leadwing Royal Coach
man and that worrisome Bitch Creek Special.

In the afternoons, before venturing up to a 
nearby creek with my carton of worms, I put 
maps in the mail, marking the Taylor, the Frying 
Pan and, just 12 miles away, the mighty Gunni
son. I trembled as if I were scaling the walls of a 
forbidden tower.

I avoided thinking about my worms versus his 
flies. I took up my spinning rod and drove to my 
creek, secretly relishing the primitive indelica
cies of worm fishing: the grit, the ooze, the real 
blood on my fingers as the little guys tried to 
squirm away from me and failed.

My brother arrived one day in July, armed 
with his own maps, pale, a little nervous. The 
next morning he stood fully outfitted in khaki, 
waiting in our kitchen while I nursed the baby. I 
saw with no small misgiving that he had brought 
an extra fly rod for me and an ancient pair of 
waders, size 11, men’s. Our gear and lunches 
were already packed into a Boy Scout knapsack 
that bore two of my brothers’ names and our 
childhood address.

An hour later, I was stumbling in the great boots 
and looking dizzily into the wide, fast waters of the 
Gunnison, a river that in no way resembled my 
little creek with its mysterious pools and its mes
sage that trout, like Paradise, exist only in the 
shadows where you can’t see them.

My brother looked a little like a priest in his 
s plendid regalia, right down to the new hat and a 
graphite rod whose cost he would not reveal. 
Midstream, he fastened a wet fly (I was too 
stunned to ask its name) to my leader, showed 
me “a simple cast’* and moved away to cast a 
dry fly toward the bank. His arm eased back,

once, twice, and the line arced and 
\ uncurled. Where the fly touched 
down there was a flash, a sudden 
swirl.

“Yes,” said my brother.
After playing a 20-inch brown 

and slipping it gracefully into the 
net, he explained that dry fly fish
ing was a great deal more compli
cated than wet fly fishing. The 
abyss opened before me: fly fishing . 
now turned out to be divided into f_
lower and higher arts. As I y
whipped my line over my head £
three times and watched it spiral----- 4 ^ ^
into a small, failed coil on the wa
ter, he said consolingly: "It’s an 
esthetic thing, really. You’re a part £ 
of the river; much more intimate * *
than fishing with worms.” *---- ^

He handed me the net and creel. i 
“Watch this,” he said. . ,

While I pondered my new status 
as initiate, my brother got down to rfr3’ 
business. He caught his two- and Z3? 
three-pound rainbows^"a d m ir e d  1  
them, and released them into the 
stream I seethed with the dark and
ancient rage of younger sisters as I 
fell neatly into the role of acolyte. I 
held the net as he brought in an | 

enormous curving rainbow, my legs far apart and 
the net gripped in both hands as if I were preparing 
to capture the river itself.

“Let’s keep this one,” I said.
He looked slightly aggrieved. I had violated yet 

another Commandment Thou shalt not kill Trout 
But after a decent interval, he acquiesced.

My brother’s last fish was another rainbow, 
bigger than the last, and before he released it, he 
held it above the river as if posing for a souvenir 
photograph. This ceremonial display finished me 
off: I’d been duped from the beginning, destined 
only to witness this lonely male triumph.

I handed him the creel. “You carry it back,” I 
said. I might have been handing over my whole 
childhood worship and terror of missing out.

After my brother was safely out of the state, I 
went back to my creek. Crouched on the river 
stones, I chose a fat night crawler and slipped its 
shoulder onto the hook and up the shank. A few 
minutes later, I landed a rainbow, 15 inches long 
and beautifully, barely hooked.

I held it sideways and admired it on both sides, 
waiting for esthetic bliss and the feeling of one
ness with the fish. I knew what should follow: the 
careful unhooking, the letting go. But I didn’t, I 
couldn’t. Worm fishers, like the unconverted, are 
a stubborn lot. I crouched on the bank to thwack 
the fish and gut it. The earthy smell of worm was 
on my hands and in my hair: this was private, 
messy, sinful. Intimate, I said to myself, not 
yearning after some dream of the ultimate this or 
that. But why was I theorizing if fishing with 
worms was such a humble act? Don’t apologize, I 
commanded myself. Bring home the beautiful 
fish, fry it up and place it before your family. 
“Eat,” I would tell my daughter, my firstborn. 
“Eat, and learn to fish.” ■

I L L U S T R A T I O N  B Y  S A M  T O M A S E L L O



Datus CV Proper 
1914 N* Johnson St. 
Arlington, VA 22207

Dec. 8, 1985

Dear Silvio,

Enclosed is the hook article -- in time, I hope, to give you time 
for a good l*aok before rushing into print. Hook testing does give me 
spots before the eyes. If anything sounds like a mistake, typo, or 
garble, please let me know. If time allows, Ifd welcome a chance to 
proofread the story and tables before final printing. Donft know if 
your system allows this. Field & Stream does send proofs, which is what 
gave me the idea. One or two minor inaccuracies did creep into the leader 
article.

As we agreed, Ifve enclosed samples of the actual hooks tested for 
your artist. Watch out for the Code A Partridges it has an offset, and 
the third dimension should not be reproduced in yuur drawings. The offset 
can make the hook look as if it had an in-turned point, whereas there is 
in fact a slight out-turn, if anything. The Orvis hook, however, does 
have a slight in-turn.

Have also enclosed my notes on John Betts1 interesting ideas. I donft think 
John and I differ much, if you keep in mind that I am commenting mainly on 
small hooks, while his emphasis appears to be mainly on streamer hooks. This 
may explain why John ihxnks prefers xtadhc ring-eye hooks * With long streamer 
hooks, ring-eyes may swim better, and there is little need for tie extra 
leverage provided by a TDE. In small hooks with a fairly wide gacgx gape, 
however, a down-eye makes a big difference.

Yours,



Saco River Publishing Corporation
Route 16, Box 686, North Conway, New Hampshire, 03860 U.S.A. 

Phone 603-356-3010 Dick Surette
\ America's Most Popular 60 Flies

Company C Compiled by^'^KTiM C. • 1 ft. 6 (*£**■
Street \9)M )V> Date 7/§7 Phone 3-ls7--°

__  Total number of dozens of flies sold ox.
tied in 1986 (Q Information to be

D L r e e u  u n

T o » n _ K E ^ S ZState VIA_______ ZIP
used for statistical data in general terms

JS « Trout-Bucktail (Fly Type 1.,
1. \ V̂'t CV̂y 1 | Steelhead (Fly Type 6.)

T\f or*
2.  ̂ B J 2.
3. 3.
4. 4.
5. 5.
6. 6.

Trout-Streamer (Fly Type 2.) . 
1 • ̂  o t •)- ]̂ o-tî |'ç cLe ) 1.

Atlantic Salmon (Fly Type 7.)
1 lim U.S e.

2. 0̂ * V* V< o. 2.
3. 3.
4. 4.
5. 5.
6. 6.

Troutr-Wet (Fly Type 3.)
1. W t U \ x  . p 1.

Bass (Fly Type 8.) 
■̂̂¿•fcVYV UL$e

2 • \ \r * ̂  £ \\ Hji * \ ? \ l\c* V-Ik 2.
31 0 MS ôv\L U vr\ 3. .. : j... .
4.
5*.
6.

1.
2._
3.
4. 
5.. 
6.

Trout-Nymph (Fly Type 4.) 
1 a*_____
 ̂V ** (kS O' r-cj- 1 o_

l T O U C - n y m p n  i r  x y  x y p e

Vi gr'ĉ s £<»<? Ç C qmv-» -K ̂  J
( S* ** * v~~)

4.. 
5.
6..

1.
2.
3..
4.
5.
6.

Saltwater- (Fly Type 9.) 
bivf' «-

I.TroutVc- «Xclm y (Fly Type 
-L-O.ACC, V)*4

5.)
- fir N

1B B B B  vVHT^ R ^ h <xK C X* v.
■ m mo yyo-M

1.
2.
3.
4 - 
5. - «vl-ç rJ'V J
m Sh

■ *.N

6. f i¿Wrvf 4v~vr\ V]
COMMENTS- Ü

■  tr/"n 1IV*

Non-Typical Flies (Fly Type 10.)
All other flies that would not easily 

fit into Fly Types 1-9 as above Muddlers 
Hornberg, Leeches and all others.
1.___________________________________________
2.

B e
S e 'l ^ v m  UvS e HfiBI

) -U U j'^N2/

\  ü c>u ^  f ,\*V ^
^  * T f  r V- NIC •

as IS B H f  B B
7\C o. "pv* *r |l I

4.
5.
6.

Your prompt return of this list will ensure your’ free copy of the revised and 
updated "Fly Tyer Pattern Bible". I plan to publish the results of the above as 
a separate booklet of 16 pages in full color with the flies, dressings, and the 
list of respondents who took part in the projects£v>>>--; if
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24 W 571 Mallard Court 
Naperville, IL 60540

19 February 1997

Mr. and Mrs. Datus Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade, MT 59714

Dear Datus and Anna:

Having finally returned home after a few days o f modest hiking in Wyoming and 
Nebraska, I want to express my appreciation for your kindness in getting together on such short 
notice. It was a most enjoyable experience.

I have looked up my fish literature as Anna requested. In general, I find that the canned 
smoked albacore tuna and sturgeon are superior to canned salmon, that any canned pate is bad, 
and that blueback salmon is probably the best o f the canned salmon, while the cheapest salmon 
(chum, or “keno”) is actually quite good. Northwestemers pay for salmon by redness, not taste.

The smoked shad from NELSON CRAB, Inc., P.O. Box 520, Tokeland, WA 98590-0520 
(1-800-262-0069) is good, but not as good as I had remembered. It is cheap, and Nelson’s is the 
only supplier of canned smoked shad (and smoked dungeness crab). They also have salmon and 
tuna varieties, as do all producers.

I like best the smoked sturgeon and tuna from SPORTSMEN’S CANNERY, P.O. Box 7, 
Seaview, WA 98644 (206-642-2335 or 3340). It is small, family, low rent, but tasty.

The widest variety may be available from Josephson’s (1-800-772-3474) in Astoria. They 
have the nicest labels, are just a bit pricey, and I ’ve not found the product to be superior (although 
on this trip they had greatly improved their hot-smoked products).

Although 4 years ago insiders knew o f quality control and hygiene problems, I ’ ve not let 
that worry me when buying “Quineault Pride” products form Quineault Tribal Enterprises, P.O. 
Box 217, Taholah, WA 98587 (206-276-4431). Besides being politically correct, their blueback 
salmon was quite good. They may be the only source for the cheap “chum” or “keno” salmon, 
and are almost certainly the only source for canned razor clams. The latter tend to be a bit gritty, 
but, being chewy, make a good cream pasta sauce without losing all texture.

The above are places I stopped this last trip, although I ’ve mostly not yet peaten what I ’ve 
bought. There were, two years ago, a number o f other suppliers. However, I suspect Ive already 
told you more than you really wanted to know!



Again, I greatly enjoyed the visit, and I look forward reading rwng.’ it
published. I will even try to get my copy autographed!

Sincerely yours,

Jim Stebbings



S T R E E T  A D D R E S S M A I L I N G  A D D R E S S
ioi  E. Ma i n , Suite B 
Bo z e ma n , MT 59715

T E L  (406) 586-2712 F A X  (406) 586-2986

11/08/01

Dear Mr. Proper,

Thank you so much for sending in the short dog piece for our Fall '01 
issue of Big Sky Journal. Although it did not fit with this issue, I 
was thinking about it for our "Back Forty" column for next year's Fall 
Issue. Has it been published elsewhere? If so when and where? I 
have enclosed a copy of the article for your reference since a bit of 
time has passed since you sent the original to me.

Hope all is well. I look forward to hearing from you.

Michelle Stevens-Orton 
Editor


