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By Datus C. Proper
WITH PAINTING BY JON Q. WRIGHT

INCENT C. MARINARO’S HOUSE was

at 600 East Marble Street in Mechan-

icsburg, Pennsylvania, but he lived on

the banks of the Letort Spring Run. At

least, he seemed to live there during

the summers I knew him, starting in

1971. If we spent an hour or so in the house before
fishing, it was because the tackle was stored there. A
big Winesap tree shaded the back porch, and Vince’s
rods had been planed from bamboo strips in that
small, screened room. Usually we’d take one of the
finished rods, or two or three, out of abattered leath-
er case which, he said, “had been over a lot of iron
bridges.” I'd hold the screen door open carefully so
the tips wouldn’t snag. Then we’d cast on the lawn as
the sun dropped. Vince would compliment the old
tree for setting a crop of apples that would do him
and his wife all winter. I'd compliment him on his
rods, which was easy. He wouldn’t compliment
mine, but he would allow that one French rod might
get the job done. And then we’d go and do the job.
On the banks of the Letort, Vince Marinaro took
root like a gray-barked hickory stump. He fit there as
woodcock fit in alder bottoms and brown trout fit
under clots of elodea. Part of it was that Vince moved
slowly in his later years, because of a bad hip. I'd
thrash my way through a mile of ragweed without
seeing a rise—nothing rises in the Letort while the
June sun is still hot—and then I'd thrash back, sneez-
ing,and see Vince planted in the riverbank reeds, rod
sticking up like a flowering stem and eyes sharp on
the wrinkle of current where a fish would show
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The Anglers Art
Books For Fly Fishermen

1987 CATALOG NOW AVAILABLE. The catalog is free with any
purchase. By itself the catalog is $2.00. We have in stock over 500
titles: new and used, in-print and out-of-print. All of the books in this
ad are new.

BOOKSHELF SAMPLER

ADVANCED FLY FISHING, Burns, 1979 facsimile ed., orig. pub. in
1953. $35.00

ANGLERS GUIDE TO TEN CLASSIC TROUT STREAM IN
MICHIGAN, Hendrickson, paperback. $14.95

ATLANTIC SALMON, Wulff, 1983 revised ed. $27.95

AQUATIC ENTOMOLOGY, McCafferty, 1982. “The Fisherman’s
and Ecologist’s Guide to Insects and Their Relatives.”” Over 400 pgs.
and 1000 illustrations in this 8% x 11 book. Paperback. $39.95
ART OF TYING THE WET FLY AND FISHING THE FLYMPH,
Leisenring and Hidy. Orig. pub. in 1941 this 1971 ed. has 3 new
chapts. by Hidy. $16.00

COMPLEAT ANGLER, Walton with the chapters by Cotton on fly
fishing. Over 200 wood-cut style illustrations and 427 pgs. $15.00
COMPLEAT BOOK OF FLY TYING, Leiser. $18.95
COMPLEAT BROWN TROUT, Heacox. A signed and numbered
limited editon of 1000 done in 1983 to celebrate the 100 anniversary of
the brown trout in America. Leather bound, all pages edges gilt, sewn
in ribbon book mark, silk endpapers, and slipcase. $75.00
COMPLETE BOOK OF WESTERN HATCHES, Hafele & Hughes.
‘“‘An Anglers Entomology And Fly Pattern Field Guide.’’ Paperback.
$19.95

COMPLETE FLY TYER, Cross. This book includes Tying American
Trout Lures and Fur, Feather, and Steel plus new material. $12.95
FEATHER IN THE BREEZE, Leonard. ‘““Few men have taken the
fly rod to as many species of game fish, and fewer still have given as
many hours of reflection to the hours spent at their sport. These pages
are rich with thoughtful evocations.”’ $12.00

FIELD AND STREAM TREASURY OF TROUT FISHING, ed. by
Wright. A wonderful look at the richest period in the development of
American fly fishing. Forty-eight contributors offer us a great blend
of stories and technical information. $17.95

FINE BAMBOO FLY ROD, A MASTER’S SECRETS OF
RESTORATION AND REPAIR, Kirkfield. $29.95

FISH THE IMPOSSIBLE PLACES, Pobst. The story of the keel fly.
Paperback. $12.95

FISHING FLIES AND FLY TYING, Blades, 1979 fascimile ed.
Foreword by Poul Jorgensen. $32.00

FISHING THE FLATS, Sosin and Kreh. $16.95

FLY FISHING FOR PACIFIC SALMON, Ferguson, Johnson, and
Trotter. $29.95

FLY FISHING FOR TROUT, A GUIDE FOR ADULT
BEGINNERS, Taleur. $16.95.

FLY FISHING IN SALT WATER, Kreh, 1986 revised edition. The
best book on salt water fly rodding. $19.95

FRENCH FISHING FLIES, Pequegnot. In the intro. Datus Proper
writes ‘‘Design is why this book has as much to do with the Henry’s
Fork as with the Risle”’. $18.95

HENRY'’S FORK, Brooks. ‘“An Intimate Portrait of a Great Trout
River and its History.”’ $24.95

HOOK BOOK, A REFERENCE GUIDE FOR FLY TYERS, Stewart,
paperback $8.95

HOW TO TAKE TROUT ON WET FLIES AND NYMPHS, Ov-

ington. $12.00

LAKE FISHING WITH A FLY, Cordes & Kaufman, paperback.
$19.95

MASTER FLY TYING GUIDE, Flick ed. In this collections of ex-
perts Shaw writes about Streamers & Buctails, Flick about Dry Flies,
Niemeyer about Nymphs, Koch about Midges, Schwiebert about
Salmon Flies, Kreh about Saltwater flies, and more by Swisher,
Richards, and Whitlock. We have a very limited supply of the hard-
back ed. for $39.95. The paperback ed. is $17.95

MASTER FLY WEAVER, Grant, limited ed. $39.00
McCLANE'S GREAT FISHING AND HUNTING LODGES OF
NORTH AMERICA, $15.00

MISADVENTURES OF A FLY FISHERMAN, Hemingway. Only
another fly fisherman will really appreciate this biography by Ernest’s
son. $17.95

MONTANA TROUT FLIES, Grant, limited ed. $39.00
NYMPHING, A BASIC BOOK, Borger. $14.95

OPEN SEASON, Humphrey. This selection of his writings includes
My Moby Dick and The Spawning Run. In addition to the fly fishing
stories there are a couple of hunting tales. Satisfaction guaranteed.
$18.95

RIVER WHY?, Duncan. You’ll never forget this book. $12.95
STREAMERS AND BUCKTAILS, Bates. $19.95

TED WILLIAMS FISHING THE BIG THREE, nearly all fly fishing
by this Hall of Famer for Atlantic salmon, tarpon, and bonefish.
$15.95

TROUT BUM, Gierach. $19.95

TROUT FLIES, NATURALS AND IMITATIONS, Wetzel. $32.00

TROUT FISHING IN NEW ZEALAND, Forrester. When, where
and how to, guides, myths, and facts, fly fishing, other types of
fishing and more. New. $12.95

TROUT ON A FLY. Lee Wulff shares with us what he has learned in
nearly three-quarters of a century of angling: $15.95. I have limited
supply of the signed and numbered limited edition of 500 for $89.00.

TYING AND FISHING TERRESTRIALS, Almy. These are new
books with some scratches on dustjacket. Limited supply. $32.00

WADE A LITTLE DEEPER DEAR, Cooper & Hess, paperback. A
womens introduction to fly fishing. $6.50

WIND ON YOUR CHEEK, Schaldach. Full color, full pg. paintings
by the author plus drawings. Schaldach’s talents as a naturalist,
tolerant student of human foibles, and a teller of some alarmingly tall
tales are brought together in this book of fly fishing and upland
shooting stories. Regularly $29.00. On sale for $19.00.
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when its time came. A cigar would be branching out
from the corner of Vince’s mouth. Probably he did
not actually smell like tobacco and bulrushes and
limestone mud and the pollen of every tree in the
mid-Atlantic states, but that’s the way my memory of
him smells.

The sun, after a 32-hour day, would drop behind
the trees and give us a few minutes of evening. The
sulphur mayflies would float down the stream and
Vince would get two or three trout, including the
best of the evening, which was likely to be about 16
inches long, a little thin, with a pink sheen along the
sides and big black spots: the old Letort strain, which
always made Vince happy. In the near-dark, his long,
pale rod would flicker a few more times, throwing
line back high over the greenery, dropping “puddle
casts,” and perhaps bowing to another fish as a pair of
late mallards whistled up the river.

Vince won’t be on the Letort’s bank again but I
haven’ta proper obituary inme. He was a private and
compartmented person. He liked to talk about what
was under a few of the lids and I made no attempt to
open the others, which may be one reason we got
along. Some scholar will do a lot of research on
Vincent Marinaro. He is as important a figure as
American angling has had. What I have is a few years
of memories that are sharp but disconnected, like
film sequences without a script.

INCEDID NOT WRITE two important
books just because he happened to be
in the right place at the right time,
though of course that helped. He did
everything well, ifthe was interested in
it,and worked at it until it was perfect.

His second book (/7 the Ring of the Rise, New York,

Crown, 1976) had pictures of rising brown

trout that seemed impossibly good,; if you

didn’t know him, you would have to

wonder what tricks he pulled. You

might suspect that his

photographs were akin

to others the

outdoor

magazines used to run, with fish performing faked
leaps. But Marinaro’s pictures were as uncompro-
mising as the man behind the camera. He set up
blinds along the banks of the upper Letort and ran
countless rolls of film through his old Leica with the
reflex housing. The trout were all stream-bred, un-
confined, rising to natural insects. The river was
open to fishing, so anglers could and did try to catch
those fish. If you have tried to see Letort trout, let
alone photograph them, you will understand the di-
mensions of the problem.

Vince’s reputation, however, had been made by A
Modern Dry Fly Code, first published in 1950. The
worth ofabook mustbe amatter of opinion, butIwill
notbe isolated in suggesting that it was the first great
innovative American work in its field. That field is
fishing with flies that imitate natural insects. There
were, or course, other good fishing books in Ameri-
can by 1950; there were even two excellent ones on
imitative flies (by Jennings and Flick). This, however,
was a subjecton which Vince andI did notagree, as1
discovered when he went through a manuscript of
mine in the mid-1970s. Jennings and Flick were hon-
est and sound; they knew their trout and their natu-
ral insects and, in my view, both men tied splendid
floating flies in the traditional design. Vince, howev-
er, had alow opinion of the Halfordian (and Catskill )
dry fly. For him there were no good traditional dry
flies.

InA ModernDryFly Codehe reproached Skues for
not having “emancipated” the dry fly as he did the
wet. The Halfordian dry fly was, he thought, no more
than a maladapted wet fly—so you can imagine his
opinion of Americans who were using it in the mid-
20th century.
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The Code provided abundant and clear alterna-
tives. Marinaro had rethought the design of the dry
fly from head to tail. It is important, however, to be
precise on what he did and did not do. In my view; he
proposed more successful new dry-fly designs than
any writer in history, bya wide margin. It is fair to say
that he did for the dry fly what Skues had done for the
wet. At the same time, the Code was squarely within
the great English-language tradition offly fishing, Itis
impossible to think of the book being written in any
other language. (This is my opinion—not one that I
recall discussing with the author.) As between the
English and American schools, he clearly found
more guidance in the former. He collected English
books, flies, and tying materials. But within the great
tradition he was an entrepreneur, not an adapter.

Originality hasits costs. Americans were still wait-
ing for the great American novel long after it had
been published; the Code was similarly ahead of its
time. A mutual friend told me the first edition was
remaindered in Philadelphia for a dollar a copy. A
few years later, before the new edition of 1970, the
1950 edition was sold for a hundred times the re-
maindered price—which, of course, did nothing for
the author’s bank account but must have made him
feel better.

In the time I knew him, Vince was wary of the
angling public, and of other authors too. Perhaps the
Code’s slow reception left a mark on him, but some-
one who knew him in the *50s will have to address
that.

For me, at least, 1950 was the watershed year in
American fly fishing. In the years since, other good
books have appeared, and vast (though still very in-
complete) work has been done on American trout-
stream insects. There could have been no better
model than Marinaro. He was a lawyer, and the Code
made good case law: a book that could be argued
before the court ofanglers for decades without prov-
ing flawed. Vince claimed nothing that he had not
done, repeatedly. There were no evasive generalities
to fail scrutiny. Sources got credit. If you open the
book today for the first time, you will have no feeling
that you are reading something dated. Everything in
it works, and always will.
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ERHAPS VINCE (like Skues ) left alist

somewhere of the contributions

that he considered important. Ifso, I

haven’tseenitand will not attempta

comprehensive list here. But con-

sider some of the innovations in the
Code:

[] Divided tails. (This was an important advance.
Divided tails help greatly in persuading a winged
fly to land and float in the correct position. As far
as 1 know, Vince was the first who thoroughly
understood the role of tails in the dry fly.

L] The “thorax” tie, with hackles wound well back
from the eye of the hook and a thorax formed in
front of them. (Since 1950, many other mayfly
designs have adopted this principle.)

[l An arrangement of hackles designed to make the
fly float flat or slightly nose-down on the water,
like a real mayfly. (Marinaro’s original design is
still used but is difficult to tie, and many succes-
sors use easier designs.)

L] A series of terrestrial flies, including an ant with
hackle in the center of the body;, a jassid, an inno-
vative grasshopper, and a beetle. (I'm not clear as
to precedents for all of these flies, but it is certain
that Marinaro played a major role and that his
book gave most American anglers the idea of fish-
ing with terrestrials. )

INCE DID A LIFETIME of angling re-

search but did not publish frequently,

and most of his occasional articles

reappeared as chapters in his second

book. I am aware of only three other

pieces of published writing: one in
Outdoor Life, one in the first volume of Fly Fisher-
man, and the foreword to my 1982 book. Perhaps
other pieces will turn up. It is clear, though, that
everything he did will get attention from historians,
so I should say a little more about the foreword. It
taught me some things about him.

Most of his contributions had already been
made—yvia the Code—before he saw my manuscript
on the design of trout flies. Of the 38 designs I listed,
three were completely Marinaro and seven others
had been heavily influenced by him. Even that count
excludes the impact of his V-tail, which improves
almost any dry fly.

To my surprise, Vince had little to say about the
actual designs I had described or their origins. He
must have disagreed on some points (like the useful-
ness of the traditional dry fly), but not on the facts.
Onsstyle he had important, though not detailed, sug-
gestions. “Never give readers more than one thought
per page,” he counseled. Several times he opined
that too much reasoning was packed into a page or a
chapter. The chapter he seemed to like best was the
first, on the importance of listening to trout. (I later
made the other chapters more like the first.)

He clearly liked the idea of assessing a wide range
of designs. (He had not done so, nor had he used the
term “design,” though he was our greatest fly design-




%am‘naro Jound graphite
rods lacking in soul,
repulsive, almost slimy to the
touch. He objected to
overwhelming trout with
technology.

er.) Now, Vince could be counted on for a brutally
frank critique, which is all I had sought, but his reac-
tion encouraged me to ask for a foreword. He
thought about this for months, and worried aloud. I
suppose he knew that a blessing would be important
to me, though we did not discuss that. What he said
was that he had been asked to read a number of
manuscripts over the years and had announced a
policy of no forewords. If he did one now, he would
make other authors unhappy. (It was perhaps the
only time I heard him express concern about step-
ping on toes.) But he said he’d think about it, and
when he decided to go ahead, he did so with a gener-
osity that was also typical.

He seemed to feel a continuing responsibility for
the book after its publication. When we went fishing,
he would give me new ideas and bits of information
thathe had collected. Onour last trip of 1985, he told
me of his surprise in finding a 1966 book (by W.H.
Lawrie ) which used the term “design” and analyzed
traditional wet flies in design terms. That discovery
gave me a chance to rectify an oversight before my
second edition.

Isuppose that ifhe had not chosen to put so much
of his intellectual energy into fishing, lawyer
Marinaro would have enjoyed being a judge.

HERE ARE A LOT of bamboo rods I

have not handled, but of those I have,

the ones Vince made were the best.

They started, at the long end, with a

double-handed salmon rod. His per-

sonal favorite was a 9-foot, 3-piece, 4-

ounce rod for a 6-weight line. (He was unable to

wade much because of his hip, so he wanted a long

rod to clear the bank foliage. ) My favorites were the

8- and 7v2-footers, which weighed about two-thirds

asmuch as my ownrods—and castbetter. Then there

was the 6-foot rod for a 3-weight line. It weighed,

Vince said, just under an ounce, and it was a real

fishing tool, not a toy like the old Leonard “Baby

Catskill.” We proved this point with long, easy casts
under the apple tree.

The tapers appealed to me even more than the

weights. Correct rod tapers, for Marinaro, were nota
matter of individual preference: there were specific
tasks that the rod had to perform well or itwas simply
abad rod. Butifyou have read In the Ring of the Rise,
you will know that Vince was uncharacteristically
evasive about dimensions. If asked, he would say he
did not want anyone making bad rods from his con-
vex tapers, and the other tricks of the trade were as
important as the dimensions in thousandths of an
inch. I know that he was unhappy because no rod-
maker with an adequate milling machine had ever
asked him to put rods in production. (Vince used
planing forms only because he had no alternative.)
He would not sell individual rods because he didn’t
want to “sella $10,000 design for $1000.” It was one
subject on which we argued.

I urged him to put what he knew about rod-build-
ing in a book, because it was getting to be difficult
enough to make bamboo rods that would hold their
own against the synthetics, and he should not let the
best designs disappear without a ripple. Vince did
not write the book, butIstill hope that his tapers and
notes will be made available to rod-builders.

LY FISHING HAS BEEN described as

an intellectual passion, and there are

few people who have proved it more

thoroughly than Vince Marinaro. He

figured out how to braid horsehair

lines, using an authentic gadget he

found at a flea market. He reconstructed

the old British North Country flies, taking pains to
find authentic materials. (Who else had dotterel
feathers?) But Vince’s passions had nothing to do
with price or prestige. I heard him express admira-
tion for a few books, a rooster’s cape with silver-
colored hackles, some old Hardy silk lines, one or
two Partridge hooks, good double-barreled shot-
guns, a rod by Tom Maxwell, a pair of hackle pliers.

“That’s the only good pair of hackle pliersI ever saw,”

he said.

The list of things he did not like was longer but
expressed with equal frankness if anyone asked. He
held conventional wisdom in such disregard that
some interlocutors found him unsettling. In addi-
tion to Halfordian flies, he disliked:

] Many prestigious bamboo rods, especially if they
had stiff butts or soft middles.

] All graphite rods. (He found them lacking in soul,
repulsive, “almost slimy” to the touch, and got so
that he would not willingly walk into a shop
where he had to look at them. But, at an earlier
stage, he once admitted that an Orvis 9-foot, 3-
inch graphite rod for a 6-weight line cast well. As
the years went on, Vince increasingly objected to
overwhelming trout with modern technology.)

[ Rivers (or grouse covers ) with lots of people on
them.

[l Writers who attract crowds by publicizing indi-
vidual streams. (But for friends who could keep
their mouths shut, he was generous in sharing
knowledge of the best streams in Pennsylvania. )

] Most fishing books.
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In connection with the latter dislike, Vince once
objected when I expressed a high opinion of a well
known author and fly tier. Vince had visited the Au
Sable River in Michigan with this man and found him
“fishing the water” (casting at random rather than to
rising fish) at a time when there were visible rises to
cover. I didn’t know enough to press the point, but I
wondered whether the other angler could see rising
trout as well as Marinaro, whose eyesight was keen
until the end.

The Code made clear what kind of fishing Vince
liked best. He was not, however, a dry fly purist. On
one of our last trips to the Letort, he experimented
with old-fashioned wet flies on little double hooks. I
don’t recall seeing him nymph-fishing. One day;,
though, I was fishing alittle beetle upstream and wet,
just like a Skues-style nymph, and Vince invited me
to try two small Letort fish that had refused his dry fly.
He seemed delighted when they took the beetle. I
think he enjoyed filing that away as another angling
problem solved.

It was easy to know when Vince was not pleased.
You can be sure thatI did not “pollute the water” (his
term) with plastic rods when we went fishing
together.
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MONG THE OTHER mysteries of life

on which I sought his advice was the

- relationship between women and

field sports. He told me that his

wife—he called her “Mom”—had

gone fishing with him exactly once,

early in their marriage. Butshe never objected when,

several evenings a week, he rushed home from the

office and out to the Letort. When he returned late at

night, she always had a good meal ready for him and

any friend he broughtalong(and to thisI can testify).

She was “a real fisherman’s wife,” he said; when she
died in 1978. he floated lower in the water.

About then I started driving up to Mechanicsburg
on Friday evenings, occasionally, and sleeping over
so that we could make a start before dawn for the
Tricorythodes fishing. It’s hard to believe that Vince
actually discovered this hatch. Taking the country as
awhole, the Tricos must now be the most important
mayflies that American anglers have—and we didn’t
even know they existed before Marinaro’s article of
July 1969 in Outdoor Life! 1t was the angling equiv-
alent of Columbus’s discovery of 1492. If anglers
instead of entomologists decided these things, we
would change the name of the genus to Marinarus.




Vince took pleasure in the Tricos right through his
last summer in 1985. In July he showed me an origi-
nal Trico spinner design that he considered the best
ever. He also explained exactly how to fish for trout
“gulping” the tiny flies—and why a bamboo rod
worked better than anything else for the purpose.

After the hatch we’d go back to 600 East Marble
Street for lunch. He would never let me stop at a
restaurant. His food was still good, but the Winesap
tree hadn’t been pruned and windfalls covered the
yard. There was still a swath of mowed grass for cast-
ing. Inside the house there were paths between piles
of waders, long-handled wading nets, fishing bags,
rod cases, guns, and fly-tying gear. On the wall was a
sconce with three unburned candles drooping in
the heat: one bending like a rod on the backcast, one
near surrender, and one limp. Near this were a Trout
Unlimited Limestoner award and a plaque from the
Theodore Gordon Flyfishers, for Vince’s contribu-
tion to the literature. He must have felt good about
these, but he’d have been embarrassed if I had men-
tioned them. It was, however, open season on his fly
boxes, and I could prowl through them as much as I
liked.

Then we’d go scout some streams, desultorily, and
some doves, seriously. Vince would shake his head
when he saw the traffic jam on the Yellow Breeches.
For the last couple of years, he wasn’t willing to face
that horde of anglers even to fish the white fly, which
he considered a better spectacle than the Tricos. He
had worked hard to get catch-and-release regula-
tions on some of the limestone spring creeks, but

now he preferred to fish elsewhere—without so
many trout, perhaps, but also without so many
anglers. Besides, he said, he liked to eat a trout now
and then.

He got more pleasure from the doves. After open-
ing day in September, the hunting would get as
crowded as the fishing, butin July the birds still whis-
tled around, areminder of the times when you could
get two cock pheasants in any cornfield and Cedar
Run still had trout in it.

To my knowledge, Vince did not write about hunt-
ing, but he liked it as much as fishing; indeed, he
seemed to draw no line between the two. By the time
I knew him, however, he walked so slowly that my
dog found our hunting trips puzzling. I remember
creeping through one woodcock covert, full of good
smells, while Trooper ran back and forth in front of
us, and back and forth, and back and forth. No covert
has ever been covered like that one.

On a dove stand, however, legs did not matter
much, and Vince was a good shot. The first time we
tried it, he uncased avintage Remington Model 32. It
was the first single-triggered double gun I had seen
with instant, effective barrel selection—by means of
a custom Miller trigger—and it seemed typical of
him to have worked out that problem too.

SWEDROVEDOWN aJuly road very

slowly, Vince shot every dove that

crossed—with his forefinger. Any

shotgunner would have enjoyed cal-

culating the leads. Anincomer would

slip by at that peculiar angle which

makes doves tricky and Vince would go “bang!”

cackling like a nine-year-old slaying dragons. Vince

spotted more doves than I did. “Bang!” he’d exult.
“You sure missed that one!”

It’s my other favorite memory. Vince crossed the

last iron bridge on March 2, 1986. The limestone

country will remember him for a long time. st
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V incent C. Marinaro’s house was
as ts at’ 600 East Marble Strect in
Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania, but he

f ! )| lived on the banks of the Letort Spring

The App le me Run. At least, he seemed to live there
during the summers I knew him, start-

ingin 1971. If we spentan hour or so in
By Datus C. P 1‘01) er the house before fishing, it was because

Waith Ilustrations by]on Q nght the tackle was stored there. A big Wine-
sap tree shaded the back porch, and

Vince’s rods had been planed from
bamboo strips in that small, screened

He iS as important aﬁgure room. Usually we’d take one of the

finished rods, or two or three, out of a

as American anghng has battered leather case which, he said,
had e he wdas an American “had been over a lot of iron bridges.”

I’d hold the screen door open carefully
s so the tips wouldn’t snag. Then we’d
Onglnal' cast on the lawn as the sun dropped.
Vince would compliment the old tree
for setting a crop of apples that would
do him and his wife all winter. I'd
compliment him on his rods, which was
easy. He wouldn’t compliment mine,
but he would allow that one French rod
might get the job done. And then we’d
go and do the job.
On the banks of the Letort, Vince
Marinaro took root like a gray-barked
hickory stump. He fit there as wood-
cock fit in alder bottoms and brown
trout fit under clots of elodea. Part of it
was that Vince moved slowly in his later
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NORTHWEST
FISHING ADVENTURES

Drift Fish Washington’s Olympic
Peninsula Rivers for Fall Salmon
and Winter Steelhead —
October 15th - April 15th.

Two Anglers per Boat
Fly Fishermen Welcome

Lodging and Meal Packages
Available

Summer Charters for Salmon
and Halibut in Southeast
Alaska’s Glacier Bay Area.

Craig & Mele Forgaard
P.O. Box 295
Beaver, WA 98305
(206) 374-3154

o STATEWIDE GUIDE NETWORK
¢ BOOKING SERVICE FOR:
Guides / Inns /| Camping
Bed & Breakfast / Lodges
e OUTFITTED/GUIDED
CAMPING TRIPS
e STREAMSIDE INSTRUCTIONS
Fly Fishing/ Working a Stream

STRICTLY TROWUT
RFD3 Box930T
Westminster West, VT 05346
802/869-3116

STEELHEAD"
SALMON ¢ BROWN TROUT
GUIDE SERVICE

Fish the Pere Marquette
The Midwest’s Finest River
For Details Contact

Christa & Robert Nicholson
Rte. 3, Box 3282, Baldwin, Ml 49304
616-745-4401

ALASKA ANGLING
ADVENTURES

We specialize in Salmon (5 species), Grayling, Rain-
bow and Dolly Varden fishing. Float fish or fly in to
superb stream and lake fishing in beautiful country.
Excellent camps & meals. Fully outfitted and guided. A
Fly Fisherman's dream.
MAX SCHWAB, Reg. Guide
P.0. Box 295B, Talkeetna, AK 99676
Tel. (907) 733-2681

TROPHY RAINBOW, SALMON, HALIBUT,

GRAYLING - SPIN OR FLY FISHING

Stay in a comfortable rustic lodge and fish with
Alaska’s dedicated and knowledgeable guides.
Write or call for free brochure.

Alaska’s Bear Trap Lodge
P.0. Box 963
Soldotna, Alaska 99669
(907) 262-7409

/ .
—— YELLOWSTONE FLYFISHING —
HEADQUARTERS

= Expert Guide Service & Fly Fishing Instruction

« Daily or Ovemight Fly Fishing Horse Trips into
Yellowstone National Park

« Fishing Floats on the Yellowstone River

« Complete Tackle Shop and Equip. Rentals

« Full Service Log Cabin Lodging

* Home Cooked Meals

Winter— Rt. 38-Box 2163, Livingston, MT 50047 (406) 333-4454

Summer— ...... Box 1052, Cooke City, MT 59020 (406) 838-2267 J
)

MONTANA
WILDERNESS
FISHING

Fish the high mountain lakes and streams
of the Absaroka-Beartooth Wilderness
for Golden, Cutthroat, Rainbow, Brook
Trout and Greyling.

Come Enjoy a Wilderness
Horseback Experience

H & H OUTFITTERS
Dave & Becki Harrington
Box 632, Lincoln, MT 59639
(406) 362-4581

ALASKA WILDERNESS FLOAT TRIPS
FLORIDA KEYS FLATS FISHING

BEl FE%EH@

ADVENTURES e ALASKA

“The Best of Both Worlds”
WRITE OR CALL FOR FREE BROCHURE
Bus Bergmann
6598 FRUITLAND AVE., DEPT. T
ATWATER, CALIFORNIA 95301
(209) 358-4576

ALASKAN

BRISTOL BAY REGION

Experience Alaska’s great fishing for rainbow trout, salmon, char, grayling,
etc. Exclusively “catch and release” fly fishing from “on-the-spot” river
camps and guided world-class float trips.

For your real Alaskan
experience please contact: Dave Egdorf
Box 773

Livingston, MT 59047

406°222°0451

““DAVE EGDORF'S
/[ WESTERN ALASKA\
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years, because of a bad hip. I'd thrash
my way through a mile of ragweed with-
out seeing a rise — nothing rises in the
Letort while the June sun is still hot —
and then I’d thrash back, sneezing, and
see Vince planted in the riverbank
reeds, rod sticking up like a flowering
stem and eyes sharp on the wrinkle of
the current where a fish would show
when its time came. A cigar would be
branching out from the corner of
Vince’s mouth. Probably he did not
actually smell like tobacco and bul-
rushes and limestone mud and the
pollen of every tree in the mid-Atlantic
states, but that’s the way my memory of
him smells.

The sun, after a 32-hour day, would
drop behind the trees and give us a few
minutes of evening. The sulphur
mayflies would float down the stream
and Vince would get two or three trout,
including the bestof the evening, which
was likely to be about 16 inches long, a
little thin, with a pink sheen along the
sides and big black spots: the old Letort
strain, which always made Vince happy.
In the near-dark, his long, pale rod
would flicker a few more times, throw-
ing line back high over the greenery,
dropping “puddle casts,” and perhaps
bowing to another fish as a pair of late
mallards whistled up the river.

30 YEAR ANNIVERSARY SERIES

Vince won’t be on the Letort’s bank
again butI haven’ta proper obituaryin
me. He was a private and compart-
mented person. He liked to talk about
what was under a few of the lids and 1
made no attempt to open the others,
which may be one reason we gotalong.
Some scholar will do a lot of research
on Vincent Marinaro. He is as impor-
tant a figure as American angling has

had. What I have is a few years of

memories that are sharp but discon-
nected, like film sequences without a
script.

Vince did not write two important
books just because he happened to be
in the right place at the right time,
though of course that helped. He did
everything well, if he was interested in
it, and worked at it until it was perfect.
His second book (In the Ring of the Ruse,
New York, Crown, 1976) had pictures
of rising brown trout that seemed im-
possibly good; if you didn’t know him,
you would have to wonder what tricks
he pulled. You might suspect that his
photographs were akin to others the
outdoor magazines used to run, with

Bernard “Lefty” Kreh

fish performing faked leaps. But
Marinaro’s pictures were as uncompro-
mising as the man behind the camera.
He set up blinds along the banks of the
upper Letort and ran countless rolls of
film through his old Leica with the
reflex housing. The trout were all
stream-bred, unconfined, rising to
natural insects. The river was open to
fishing, so anglers could and did try to
catch those fish. If you have tried to see
Letorttrout,letalone photograph them,
you will understand the dimensions of
the problem.

Vince’s reputation, however, had
been made by A Modern Dry Fly Code, first
published in 1950. The worth of abook
must be a matter of opinion, but I will
not be isolated in suggesting that it was
the firstgreatinnovative American work
inits field. That field is fishing with flies
thatimitate natural insects. There were,
of course, other good fishing books in
America by 1950; there were even two
excellent ones on imitative flies (by

Jennings and Flick). This, however, was

a subject on which Vince and I did not
agree, as I discovered when he went
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through a manuscript of mine in the
mid-1970s. Jennings and Flick were
honestand sound; they knew their trout
and their natural insects and, in my
view, both men tied splendid floating
flies in the traditional design. Vince,
however, had a low opinion of the
Halfordian (and Catskill) dry fly. For
him there were no good traditional dry
flies.

In A Modern Dry Fly Code he re-
proached Skues for not having “eman-
cipated” the dry fly as he did the wet.
The Halfordian dry flywas, he thought,
no more than a maladapted wet fly —so
you can imagine his opinion of Ameri-
cans who were using it in the mid-20th
century. The Code provided abundant
and clear alternatives. Marinaro had re-
thought the design of the dry fly from
head to tail. Itisimportant, however, to
be precise on what he did and did not
do. In my view, he proposed more
successful new dry-fly designs than any
writer in history, by a wide margin. It is
fair to say thathe did for the dry flywhat
Skueshad done for the wet. At the same
time, the Code was squarely within the
great English-language tradition of fly
fishing. It is impossible to think of the
book being written in any other lan-
guage. (This is my opinion — not one
that I recall discussing with the au-
thor.) As between the English and
American schools, he clearly found
more guidance in the former. He col-
lected English books, flies, and tying
materials. But within the great tradi-
tion he was an entrepreneur, not an
adapter.

Originality has its costs. Americans
were still waiting for the great Ameri-
can novel long after it had been pub-
lished; the Code was similarly ahead of
its time. A mutual friend told me the
first edition was remaindered in Phila-
delphia for a dollar a copy. A few years
later, before the new edition of 1970,

the 1950 edition was sold for a hundred
times the remaindered price — which,
of course, did nothing for the author’s
bank account but must have made him
feel better.

In the time I knew him, Vince was
wary of the angling public, and of other
authors too. Perhaps the Code’s slow
reception left a mark on him, but
someone who knew him in the *50s will
have to address that.

For me, at least, 1950 was the water-
shedyearin American fly fishing. In the
years since, other good books have
appeared, and vast (though still very
incomplete) work has been done on
American trout stream insects. There
could have been no better model than
Marinaro. He wasalawyer, and the Code
made good case law: a book that could
be argued before the court of anglers
for decades without proving flawed.
Vince claimed nothing that he had not
done, repeatedly. There were no eva-
sive generalities to fail scrutiny. Sources
got credit. If you open the book today
for the first time, you will have no feel-
ing that you are reading something
dated. Everything in it works, and al-
ways will.

Perhaps Vince (like Skues) left a list
somewhere of the contributions that
he considered important. If so, Thaven’t
seen it and will not attempt a compre-
hensive list here. But consider some of
the innovations in the Code:

¢ Divided tails. (This was an impor-
tant advance. Divided tails help
greatly in persuading a winged fly
to land and float in the correct po-
sition. As far as I know, Vince was
the first who thoroughly under-
stood the role of tails in the dry fly.
The “thorax” tie, with hackles
wound well back from the eye of
the hook and a thorax formed in
front of them. (Since 1950, many
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other mayfly designs have adopted
this principle.)

An arrangement of hackles de-
signed to make the fly float flat or
slightly nose-down on the water,
like a real mayfly. (Marinaro’s origi-
nal design is still used but is difficult
to tie, and many successors use
easier designs.)

A series of terrestrial flies, includ-
ing an ant with hackle in the center
of the body, a jassid, an innovative
grasshopper, and a beetle. (I'm

not clear as to precedents for all of
these flies, but it is certain that
Marinaro played a major role and
that his book gave most American
anglers the idea of fishing with ter-
restrials.)

Vince did a lifetime of angling re-
search but did not publish frequently,
and mostof his occasional articlesreap-
peared as chapters in his second book.

I am aware of only three other pieces of

published writing: one in Qutdoor Life,
one in the first volume of Fly Fisherman,
and the foreword to my 1982 book.
Perhaps other pieces will turn up. Itis
clear, though, that everything he did
will get attention from historians, so I
should say a little more about the fore-
word. It taught me some things about
him.

Most of his contributions had already
been made — via the Code — before he

saw my manuscript on the design of

trout flies. Of the 38 designs I listed,
three were completely Marinaro and
seven others had been heavily
influenced by him. Even that count
excludes the impact of his V-tail, which
improves almost any dry fly.

To my surprise, Vince had little to say
about the actual designs I had described
or their origins. He musthave disagreed

on some points (like the usefulness of

the traditional dry fly), but not on the

30 YEAR ANNIVERSARY SERIES

facts. On style he had important, though
not detailed, suggestions, “Never give
readers more than one thought per
page,” he counseled. Several times he
opined that too much reasoning was
packed into a page or a chapter. The
chapter he seemed to like best was the
first, on the importance of listening to
trout. (I later made the other chapters
more like the first.)

He clearly liked the idea of assessing
a wide range of designs. (He had not
done so, nor had he used the term
“design,” though he was our greatest fly
designer. Now, Vince could be counted
on for a brutally frank critique, which is
all I had sought, but his reaction en-
couraged me to ask for a foreword. He
thought about this for months, and
worried aloud. I suppose he knew that
a blessing would be important to me,

sponsibility for the book after its publi-
cation. When we went fishing, he would
give me new ideas and bits of informa-
tion that he had collected. Our last trip
of 1985, he told me of his surprise in
finding a 1966 book (by W.H. Lawrie)
which used the term “design” and
analyzed traditional wet flies in design
terms. Thatdiscovery gave me achance
to rectify an oversight before my sec-
ond edition.

Isuppose thatifhe had notchosen to
put so much of his intellectual energy
into fishing, lawyer Marinaro would
have enjoyed being a judge.

There are alotof bamboo rods I have
not handled, but of those I have, the
ones Vince made were the best. They
started, at the long end, with a double-
handed salmon rod. His personal fa-
vorite was a 9-foot, 3-piece, 4-ounce rod

Marinaro found graphite rods lacking in
soul, repulsive, almost shimy to the touch.
He objected to overwhelming trout with

technology.

though we did not discuss that. What
he said was that he had been asked to
read a number of manuscripts over the

years and had announced a policy of

no forewords. If he did one now, he
would make other authors unhappy.
(It was perhaps the only time I heard
him express concern about stepping
on toes.) But he said he’d think about
it, and when he decided to go ahead,
he did so with a generosity that was also
typical.

He seemed to feel a continuing re-

for a 6-weight line. (He was unable to
wade much because of his hip, so he
wanted a long rod to clear the bank
foliage.) My favorites were the 8- and
7Y footers, which weighed about two-
thirds as much as my own rods — and
cast better. Then there was the 6-foot
rod for a 3-weight line. It weighed,
Vince said, just under an ounce, and it
was areal fishing tool, not a toy like the
old Leonard “Baby Catskill.”We proved
this point with long, easy casts under
the apple tree.




The tapersappealed to me even more
than the weights. Correct rod tapers,
for Marinaro, were not a matter of
individual preference: there were
specific tasks that the rod had to per-
formwell or itwas simply a bad rod. But
if you have read In the Ring of the Ruse,
you will know that Vince was uncharac-
teristically evasive about dimensions. If
asked,he would say he did not want
anyone making bad rods from his
convex tapers, and the other tricks of
the trade were as important as the
dimensions in thousandths of an inch.
I knew that he was unhappy because no
rodmaker with an adequate milling
machine had ever asked him to put
rods in production. (Vince used plan-
ing forms only because he had no alter-
native.) He would not sell individual
rods because he didn’t want to “sell a
$10,000 design for $1,000.” It was one
subject on which we argued.

I urged him to put what he knew
aboutrod-building in abook because it
was getting to be difficult enough to
make bamboo rods that would hold
their own against the synthetics, and he
should not let the best designs disap-
pear without a ripple. Vince did not
write the book, but I still hope that his
tapers and notes will be made available
to rod-builders.

Fly fishing has been described as an
intellectual passion, and there are few
people who have proved it more thor-
oughly than Vince Marinaro. He figured
out how to braid horsehair lines, using
an authentic gadget he found at a flea
market. He reconstructed the old Brit-
ish North Country flies, taking pains to
find authentic materials. (Who else had
dotterel feathers?) ButVince’s passions
had nothing to do with price or pres-
tige. I heard him express admiration
for a few books, a rooster’s cape with
silver-colored hackles, some old Hardy
silk lines, one or two Partridge hooks,

good double-barreled shotguns, a rod
by Tom Maxwell, a pair of hackle pliers.
“That’s the only good pair of hackle
pliers I ever saw,” he said.

The list of things he did not like was
longer but expressed with equal frank-
ness if anyone asked. He held conven-
tional wisdom in such disregard that
some interlocutors found him unset-
tling. In addition to Halfordian flies, he
disliked:

® Many prestigious bamboo rods, espe-
cially if they had stiff butts or soft
middles.
All graphite rods. (He found them
lacking in soul, repulsive, “almost
slimy” to touch, and got so that he
would not willingly walk into a shop
where he had to look at them. But, at
an earlier stage, he once admitted
that an Orvis 9-foot, 3-inch graphite
rod for a 6-weight line cast well. As
the years went on, Vince increasingly
objected to overwhelming trout with
modern technology.)
Rivers (or grouse coverts) with lots of
people on them.
Writers who attract crowds by publi-
cizing individual streams. (But for
friends who could keep their mouths
shut, he was generous in sharing
knowledge of the best streams in
Pennsylvania.)
Most fishing books.

In connection with the latter dislike,
Vince once objected when I expressed
a high opinion of a well known author
and fly tier. Vince had visited the Au
Sable River in Michigan with this man
and found him “fishing the water”
(casting at random rather than to ris-
ing fish) at a time when there were
visible rises to cover. I didn’t know
enough to press the point, but I won-
dered whether the other angler could
see rising trout as well as Marinaro,
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whose eyesight was keen until the end.

The Code made clear what kind of
fishing Vince liked best. He was not,
however, a dry fly purist. On one of our
lasttrips to the Letort, he experimented
with old-fashioned wet flies on little
double hooks. I don’trecall seeing him
nymph-fishing. One day, though, [ was
fishing alittle beetle upstream and wet,
justlike a Skues-style nymph, and Vince
invited me to try two small Letort fish
that had refused his dry fly. He seemed
delighted when they took the beetle. I
think he enjoyed filing that away as
another angling problem solved.

It was easy to know when Vince was
not pleased. You can be sure that I did
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not “pollute the water” (his term) with

plastic rods when we went fishing to-
gether.

Among the other mysteries of life on
which I sought his advice was the rela-
tionship between women and the field
sports. He told me that his wife — he
called her “Mom” — had gone fishing
with him exactly once, early in their
marriage. Butshe never objected when,
several evenings a week, he rushed
home from the office and out to the
Letort. When he returned late at night,
she always had a good meal ready for
him and any friend he brought along
(and to thisI can testify). She was “areal
fisherman’s wife,” he said; when she

died in 1978, he floated lower in the
water.

About then I started driving up to
Mechanicsburg on Friday evenings,
occasionally, and sleeping over so that
we could make a start before dawn for
the Tricorythodes fishing. It’s hard to
believe that Vince virtually discovered
this hatch. Taking the country as a
whole, the Tricos must now be the most
important mayflies that American
anglers have —and we didn’teven know
they existed before Marinaro’s article
of July 1969 in Outdoor Life! It was the
angling equivalent of Columbus’s dis-
covery of 1492. If anglers instead of
entomologists decided these things, we

TROUT




would change the name of the genus to
Manrinarus.

Vince took pleasure in the Tricos
right through his last summer in 1985.
In July he showed me an original Trico
spinner design that he considered the
best ever. He also explained exactly
how to fish for trout “gulping” the tiny
flies — and why a bamboo rod worked
better than anything else for the pur-
pose.

After the hatch we’d go back to 600
East Marble Street for lunch. He would
never let me stop at a restaurant. His
food wasstill good, but the winesap tree
hadn’t been pruned and windfalls
covered theyard. There wasstilla swath
of mowed grass for casting. Inside the
house there were paths between piles
of waders, long-handled wading nets,
fishing bags, rod cases, guns, and fly-
tying gear. On the wall was a sconce
with three unburned candles drooping
in the heat; one bending like a rod on
the backcast, one near surrender, and
one limp. Near this were a Trout Un-
limited Limestoner award and a plaque
from the Theodore Gordon Flyfishers,
for Vince’s contribution to the litera-
ture. He must have felt good about
these, but he’d have been embarrassed
if I had mentioned them. It was, how-
ever, open season on his fly boxes, and
I could prowl through them as much as
I liked.

Then we’d go scout some streams,
desultorily, and some doves, seriously.
Vince would shake his head when he
saw the traffic jam on the Yellow
Breeches. For the last couple of years,
he wasn’t willing to face that horde of
anglers even to fish the white fly, which
he considered a better spectacle than
the Tricos. He had worked hard to get
catch-and-release regulations on some
of the limestone spring creeks, butnow
he preferred to fish elsewhere — with-
out so many trout, perhaps, but also

Bl trour

without so many anglers. Besides, he
said, he liked to eat a trout now and
then.

He gotmore pleasure from the doves.
After opening day in September, the
hunting would get as crowded as the
fishing, butin July the birdsstill whistled
around, a reminder of the times when
you could get two cock pheasantsin any
cornfleld and Cedar Run still had trout
in it.

To my knowledge, Vince did not
write about hunting, but he liked it as
much as fishing; indeed, he seemed to
draw no line between the two. By the
time [ knew him, however, he walked so
slowly that my dog found our hunting
trips puzzling. I remember creeping
through one woodcock covert, full of
good smells, while Trooper ran back
and forth in front of us, and back and
forth, and back and forth. No covert
has ever been covered like that one.

On a dove stand, however, legs did
notmatter much,and Vince wasagood
shot. The first time we tried it, he un-
cased avintage Remington Model 32. It
was the first single-triggered double
gun I had seen with instant, effective
barrel selection — by means of a custom

Miller trigger —and it seemed typical of -

him to have worked out that problem
too.

As we drove down a July road very
slowly, Vince shot every dove that
crossed — with his forefinger. Any shot-
gunner would have enjoyed calculat-
ing the leads. An incomerwould slip by
atthatpeculiarangle which makes doves
trickyand Vince would go “bang!” crack-
ling like a nine-year-old slaying drag-
ons. Vince spotted more doves than I
did. “Bang!” he’d exult. “You sure
missed that one!”

[t’s my other favorite memory. Vince
crossed the lastiron bridge on March 2,
1986. The limestone country will re-
member him for a long time.
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About 1925 words W T e Datus Proper
: 1085 Hamilton Road
Belgrade, MT 59714
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Introduction

A Modern Dry Fly Code opened a half-century during which

anglers would proliferate, equip themselves amply, and absorb
great blocks of Vincent Marinaro's original thinking into
conventional wisdom. And yet after all that, his work still seems
innovative. You read it today and find that life is just catching
up.

In 1950, when the first edition was published, American fly-
fishing remained intensely (because unwittingly) provincial.
Bvery idry, fly for troutisold by a major mall=order firml still
followed Frederic Halford's 1886 British designs. Patterns with
names like Iron Blue, Blue Dun, and Cowdung imitated insects that
do not exist in America. There was one unlikely caddisfly in the

catalogue and one possible stonefly. There were no spent

spinners, no terrestrial imitations, no hooks smaller than size

14, and not a single fly likely to deceive a trout in the Letort

Spring Run.

1. The Orvis catalogue, 1959 -—- nine years after Marinaro's first

edition.




It was not that American anglers made a point of copying
British flies. We had, on the contrary, lost track of whom we
were copying. We were taking the advice of writers who had

borrowed from other writers and so on back to 1886, when somebody

read Halford. We were working from copies of copies of copies,

and the product had lost its relation to nature -- American or
British. Halford's original Iron Blue Dun might have worked on
the Letort, if only because it was small, but an Iron Blue on a
size 14 Mustad hook (equivalent to a Redditch 12) would have put
down rising brown trout in chalk stream and spring creek alike.

At core, the problem was that fishing authorities, with
honorable exceptions, were dispensing revealed wisdom -- advice
uncluttered by sources. It was an old habit among writers on both
sides of the Atlantic, and I mention it here because Vince
Marinaro raised the subject with me. He had acknowledged his own
debts and was not amused when his personal contributions were
later borrowed without attribution.

Vince returned to original sources, natural and human. He
collected local stream insects, had them identified by
entomologists, and rethought the artificial fly from head to
tail. Earlier American writers were of little help in this work
because none had understood the limestone spring creeks. Marinaro
referred to predecessors "like Hewitt and La Branche and Gill" as
"legendary."

In British books, however, Vince found what he needed -- not
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on specific insects but on methods. He opened the Code with a
quotation from Col. E.W. Harding, then drew from Skues, Halford,
Mottram, Dunne, Ronalds, and more. Finding the right sources must
have taken research, for an American in the 1940s.

A Modern Dry Code was not the first American work on flies

that imitate natural insects. Jennings and Flick had both

published before 1950; both knew Catskill trout and mayfliesl;

and both (in my opinion) tied excellent dry flies in the
traditional design. This, however, was a subject on which Vince
did not agree, as I learned when he went through a manuscript of
my ‘first beok. The Halfordian® {and Catskill) dry f£ly was, for
him, merely a wet fly adapted to float -- a purpose for which the
design was not suited. With this background you will understand
Marinaro's meaning when, in the pages that follow, he regrets
that G.E.M. Skues did not "emancipate" the floating fly as he did
the wet.
* k %k %

Marinaro (unlike Skues) left no list of angling
contributions. Lest we forget, consider some innovations in the
Code.

l. Terrestrial flies. This book gave land-based insects

their myth -- and some of their best designs. There is a floating

1. Note for British readers: A mayfly, to anglers in America (and

scientists everywhere) is any member of the order Ephemeroptera.
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ant with hackle in the center of the body, a brilliant jassid,
ingenious beetles, and a grasshopper unlike any other.

2. Minutae. Americans often need smaller flies than British
anglers, but we did not know that till the Code taught us.

3. Widespread tail. Marinaro was, I think, first to describe

"the enormous mechanical advantages to be gained by a proper
arrangement of tail fibres" in the dry fly. A divided tail helps
in persuading a winged fly to land and float in the correct
position. This idea (with variations in the method of tying) has
been widely adopted since 1950.

4. The "thorax" fly. Hackles are wound well back from

the eye of the hook -- an idea for which the author gave credit
to Edgar Burke -- and designed to make the fly float flat or
slightly nose-down on the water, like a real mayfly. Marinaro's
original design is still used, though it is not easy to tie. Many
successors use other approaches to the same end.

5. Olives. Marinaro may have been first to recognize the
importance of mayflies in the genus Baetis on American waters.

(In 1969, he would also alert anglers to the genus Tricorythodes.

Taken together, olives and tricos now furnish more than half of

my fishing with imitative flies.)

In all of the above, what matters is not the author's
specific patterns or tying methods, which can be altered to suit
each individual fly-tyer. What matters is discovery.

There was yet another discovery, if one uses the term in a

sense made popular by European explorers of new lands. Marinaro
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put limestone spring creeks on the American angler's map. It

required a "brand of fly-fishing ... never observed or exploited

before my time," he writes. He must have worked out the chalk-

stream method by reading, for he would not fish the River Itchen
till years later.

There are spring creeks west of the Great Plains which are,
today, in better condition than either the Pennsylvania
limestoners or the English chalk streams. There are tailwater
fisheries that provide the same kind of fishing, and more of it,
without sources in springs. The American fly-fishing boom of
recent years has focused on such fertile streams. In them we
catch rising fish,t'or try Eo-catch them, by matching the “hatch.
It involves stalking a visible quarry, rather than waiting for
something mysterious to happen in the depths. The people who are
drawn to fly-fishing in the first place are often especially
drawn to this particular kind -- but we were not aware of that,
before 1950.

C P, 2 R S

Few people have proved more thoroqghly than Vincent Marinaro
that fly-fishing is an intellectual passion. He taught himself to
make horsehair lines, using an authentic gadget found at a flea
market. He reconstructed the old British North-Country flies,
taking pains to find authentic materials. (Who else had dotterel
feathers?)

His passions had nothing to do with price or prestige. I

heard him express admiration for a few books, a cock's cape with
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silver-colored hackles, some old Hardy silk lines, one or two
Partridge hooks, good double-barreled shotguns, a rod by Tom

Maxwell, and a pair of hackle pliers. "That's the only good pair

of hackle pliers I ever saw,'" he said.

The list of things he did not like was longer but expressed
with equal frankness, if one asked. He held conventional wisdom
in such disregard that some interlocutors found him unsettling.
In addition to Halfordian dry flies, he had no time for:

Rivers (or grouse coverts) with lots of people in

them.

Writers who attract crowds by publicizing individual
streams.

Anglers who fail to respect their prey. "Fishing is a
blood sport," he said, and certain obligations come with
iLiB o

Some prestigious bamboo rods, especially if they had
stiff butts or soft middles.

All graphite rods. He found them lacking in soul,
repulsive, "almost slimy," and got .so that he would not
willingly walk into a shop where he had to look at them.
(But, at an earlier stage, he once admitted that an Orvis
9'3" graphite rod for a 6-weight line cast well.)

It was easy to know when Vince was not pleased, and as the
years went on, he increasingly objected to overwhelming trout
with modern technology. You may be sure that I did not "pollute

the water" (his term) with plastic rods when we went fishing
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together.

He insisted on "treating the stream right," but that did not
mean putting all fish back. He liked a trout dinner, especially
when it was cooked by his wife.

Once when I mentioned a well-known American author in
conversation, Vince shook his head and said that he had seen the
man "fishing the water" (casting at random) at a time when there
were visible rises to cover. I did not know enough to press the
point, but I wondered whether the other angler could see rising
trout as well as Marinaro -- whose eyesight was keen long after
his legs gave out.

He was, however, not adry-fly purist. on one of our last
trips to the Letort, he experimented with old-fashioned wet flies
on small double hooks. I don't recall seeing him nymph-fishing.
One day, though, I was fishing a little herl-bodied beetle

upstream and wet, just like a Skues-style nymph, and Vince

invited me to try two small Letort fish that had refused his dry

fly. He seemed delighted when they took the beetle. I think he
enjoyed filing that away as another angling problem solved.
x % * % %

Marinaro made his own rods of split cane, starting with a
double-handed salmon rod that seemed impossibly IS ghteeH1'S
personal favorite was a 9-foot, 3-piece, 4-ounce rod for a 6-
weight line. (His bad hip made wading difficult, and the long rod
kept backcasts above foliage on the bank.) My favorites were the

8- and 7 1/2-footers, which had about two-thirds the weight of my
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own rods -- and cast better. Then there was the 6-foot rod for a
3-weight line. It weighed, Vince said, just under an ounce, and
it was a real fishing tool, not a toy like the old Leonard "Baby
Catskill." We proved this point with long, easy casts under the
old apple tree in his back yard.

The rods' tapers were, for him, not a matter of individual
preference: There were specific tasks that had to be performed
well or the rod was simply bad. But he was uncharacteristically
evasive on the particulars. If asked, he would say that he did
not want anyone making bad rods from his convex tapers, and the
other tricks of the trade were as important as the dimensions in
thousandths of an inch. He had hoped that some rod-maker with a
milling machine would ask him to put rods in production. (He used
planing forms only because he had no alternative.) He would not
sell individual rods because he didn't want "to sell a $10,000
desiigni o SNER00 R

I urged Vince to put what he knew about rod-building in a
book, because it was difficult enough to make bamboo rods that
would hold their own against the synthetics, and he should not
let the best designs disappear without & ripple. He did not
write the book, but I still hope that his tapers and notes will
be made available to rod-builders.

*k k%
For me, the watershed in American fly-fishing came with 1950

and the Code. In the years sihce, other good books have appeared

and vast (but still incomplete) work has been done on American
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trout-stream insects. There could have been no better model than

Marinaro. He was a lawyer, and the Code made case law that would

be argued before the court of anglers without proving flawed.
Vince claimed nothing that he had not done. There were no evasive
generalities to fail examination. Precedents were identified. If
you open the book today for the first time, you will not feel
that you are reading something obsolete. Everything in it works,

and always will.
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THE Fryrisuers Crassic LiBrRARY

"Some of the best fishing is done not in water but in print."
SPARSE GREY HACKLE

Datus Proper

1085 Hamilton Road
Belgrade, Montana 59714
USA

28 June 1994
Dear Datus
Marinaro

Today I received your Introduction. Thank you for a brilliant and
informative evaluation, which will be ideal to those readers
unfamiliar with Marinaro's important work. Congratulations, and
what a relief to have some well-written text!

For FCL's additional. work in support of the book it would be
helpful for me to receive from you a summary CV. Also, given your
interest, your choice of USA magazine(s) that might have interest
in your text (in addition to our normal policy of sending review
copies)? We will be producing catalogue material for this Autumn
in preparation for 1995 publication of the book.

You have sympathetically extended and communicated Marinaro's
work with great sensibility - I'm sure he would have been very
approving and grateful.

With best wishes

Yours sincerely

]L*JW—‘} .

\/(r"\' .

Justin Knowles

ceca Nick Lyons

DARTMOOR VIEW, MARY STREET, BOVEY TRACEY, NEWTON ABBOT, DEVON, TQ13 9HQ, ENGLAND, UK.
TELEPHONE: UK (0)626 834182; FAX: UK (0)626 835714.
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June 17, 1994
Mr. Justin Knowles
The Flyfisher's Classic Library
Dartmoor View, Mary St.
Bovey Tracey, Devon
TE1BROHEFENglfand

Dear Justin,

A copy /0of this 'is going to Nick Lyons. Would like his

opinion, if he has time to give one.

Note that I worked from the second edition -- the only one I

have. Assume you'll be using the same one.

I bumped into one change that should perhaps be made to this
third edition. Please see last 9 p.24, in which the author writes
that "the olive is very scarce in America." This must have been
hisvepinion' in 1950 (fitst edition). On p.123, howeveritherefis
more accurate information that must have been added for the 1970
(second) edition. I have suggested in the intro that the olive is
one of Marinaro's most important discoveries. Do you want to
consider a deletion on p. 123 now? Over to Nick.

Yours,

Enclosed: Introduction to Marinaro

cc. Nick Lyons
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The limestone streams had been fished in an old wet-fly
style that he describes as "a burlesque thing" in such water.
Theodore Gordon did not understand the similarities between

spring creek and chalk stream, but then Gordon had never been to

‘England. Edward R. Hewitt did not understand either, and he had

fished the chalk streams.

Marinaro understood. He had grown up in the "raw mountain
country of western Pennsylvania" and learned to catch brook trout
in rocky, infertile streams, then moved to the "rich, weedy"
limestone waters in the south-central part of the state. He found
them "full of insect and fish life" -- as different as if they
had been on another continent.

Vince never fished the western spring creeks. He would not
fly, and there were no trains to this part of Montana.

There were, however, still ships going to Britain, and he
boarded one late in life, perhaps without realizing how difficult
it could be to get fishing on the chalk streams. As Vince told
the story, Roy Darlington saved the trip with an invitation to
the Abbots Barton water on the River Itchen. It was G.E.M. Skues'
old beat.

Mind you, originality had its costs. Readers were waiting
for the great American novel decades after it had been published,
and the Code was similarly ahead of its time in 1950. A few years
later, first editions changed hands for a hundred times the price
at which they had been sold off -- which must have made Vince

Marinaro feel better. By the time we began to fish together in

10
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1971, the book had gone to a successful second edition.
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that their temperatures fluctuate in a narrow range, relative to

that of streams fed directly by rain or snow-melt.
(1)Note for British readers: A mayfly, to anglers in America and
scientists everywhere, is any member of the order Ephemeroptera.

(2)youtdooriLife, July "1969%
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Marinaro set out to emancipate the dry-fly, and he did it.
He did not use the term "design," but he was our most original
fly-designer. He has by now influenced fly-fishermen world-wide,
whether or not they have read his writing.

There had been other good American writers, but none had
grasped British precedents well enough to build on them. It was
not till the mid-twentieth century that we got our first angling
book that did not have to start by re-inventing the wheel. It
sprang from the streams of the limestone country.

It 'is fair to say that he did for the floating fly what
Skues had done for the wet.

Marinaro got their information right, even to calling olives
by their correct name. There are may olives (small mayflies of
the genus Baetis) in America. There are no blue-winged olives,
though the name has been borrowed and widely used. Avoiding such
pitfalls could not have been easy for a writer who, at that time,
had not visited England.

[He must have made the connection between limestone and
chalk by reading, because he did not visit England till much
later.. ]

Taking America as a whole, east to west, mayflies in the

genus Tricorythodes are the most important we have -- and almost

no one knew they existed till Marinaro wrote about them in 1969.2
It was the angling equivalent of Columbus's landfall in 1492.

are chemically similar, and the chemistry provides high

fertility. Equally important, they are stenothermal -- meaning
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Mr. Justin Knowles
The Flyfisher's Classic Library
Dartmoor View, Mary St.
Bovey Tracey, Devon
TEI13-9HO MEngliand
Dear Justin,

Thanks 'Tor your invitation. I'l]l start thelintroduction to
Marinaro instanter. Do you have a length-1limit? If so, please let
me know (soon if not instanter) because this one needs more than
the standard formula, and Vince would expect me to get it right.
He was original. Most readers, even (or especially) on this side

of the Atlantic, have not figured out what he was up to, but he

changed the direction of our sport.

You should hop over here and try the fishing, if you haven't

already. Or even if you have.

Younsh
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"Some of the best fishing is done not in water but in print."
SPARSE GREY HACKLE

3rd May 1994

Datus Proper,

1085 Hamilton Road,
Belgrade MT 59714,
U.S.A.

Dear Datus Proper,

A MODERN DRY-FLY CODE: VINCENT C. MARINARO

You will have heard from Nick Lyons that we are planning
to republish a special edition for this classic title.
For most of our titles we endeavour to incorporate a new
introduction, and Nick suggested that you would be the
ideal person as "the single best authority on Marinaro";
also I understand that you extensively fished with him.

I enclose one of our catalogues and you will note that we
sell relatively small editions, to a high specification
for our Members; we do not sell to bookshops. I
anticipate the edition will probably be limited to around
750 copies. As we are a small independent Publishers, we
are unable to offer a substantial fee, but many of our
writers prefer to receive their choice of books from our
list, in exchange for their text. Perhaps you would let
me know your thoughts about this.

Incidentally, we would plan the book for 1995 and would
hope to receive the text of introduction for early Autumn
1994, as we would hope to incorporate reference to the
text in our 1995 catalogue.

I look forward to hearing from you.

,)J\ IA

Yours sincerely,

JUSTIN KNOWLES.

DARTMOOR VIEW, MARY STREET, BOVEY TRACEY, NEWTON ABBOT, DEVON, TQ13 9HQ, ENGLAND, UK.
TELEPHONE: UK (0)626 834182; FAX: UK (0)626 835714.




