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PREFACE


  [image: images]

  IMITATION IS THE SINCEREST FORM of fly fishing. To take fur, feathers or synthetic materials, each lifeless and inanimate by itself, and blend them together to create the image of a living insect is doubtless art in one of its highest forms. It requires imagination and skill, creativity and discipline, patience and vision.

  As in other kinds of art, some people excel at this. I admit readily that I am not one of them. For several reasons, including lack of patience, proper training and manual dexterity, the flies that emerge from my vise have never been the sort worth framing and hanging on the wall. But I don’t tie flies for that purpose; I tie them because it gives me pleasure and because I need them to catch fish.

  I live in a house full of flies: Flies for trout and steelhead, flies for Atlantic and Pacific salmon, flies for bonefish and other saltwater species, flies for rivers, lakes, beaver ponds, estuaries and the open sea. I have flies framed on the walls, flies in boxes of all kinds, flies in paintings and photographs, and flies stuck in the lamb’s wool patches of several fishing vests hanging in my closet. The best ones—those in the frames and photographs—are the work of other tyers whose capabilities far exceed my own. The rest are mostly flies I tied myself, for fishing. When I contemplate their number and variety, I am astounded at the enormous investment of time they represent, exceeded only by the amount of time I have actually spent fishing them. Together, these activities—tying flies and fishing them—account for a major portion of my life. I am fortunate, for I cannot think of a better way to have spent the time.

  I taught myself to tie flies, undoubtedly the main reason my dressings have never achieved artistic quality. My only sources of help were a couple of old books that were already badly out of date by the time I read them. As a result, the techniques I learned were obsolete and the habits I developed were grossly inefficient. By the time I realized this it was too late to do anything about it; when I tried to learn modern methods and the use of modern tools, it was more difficult than trying to start all over again. My old methods and habits were ingrained too deeply to be changed, so I still tie flies the way I always have.

  The result is that the products of my tying vise are no closer now to perfection than they ever have been. No matter how diligently I try to make them right, my flies always turn out a little off center, a little out of proportion, or with stray hackle fibers sticking out where they don’t belong. Sometimes they come unraveled while I’m casting, and when I retrieve the fly I’ll discover it’s missing some vital piece or part.

  Despite all these shortcomings, I still greatly enjoy the experience of tying flies—and fishing them. Fortunately, the imperfections of my patterns have never been a deterrent to the fish I seek. Trout, steelhead, bonefish, salmon and other species have always responded well to my slightly cockeyed patterns, and it’s their approval that really counts.

  The fly patterns in this book are among those that have served me most faithfully over the years, the favorite flies of a long angling life. A few are widely known; their names will be instantly recognizable to anglers everywhere. A few others are relatively unknown outside the Pacific Northwest, where I live and do most of my fishing; perhaps this book will help them gain wider appreciation. Others are my own patterns, which I use alone or share with a few fishing friends. It is not my purpose to urge them upon a wider audience; rather, I hope they might stimulate ideas in the minds of other tyers, notions they can incorporate in their own dressings or adapt for use on their own waters.

  For me, these flies also are objects of treasured memory. Each time I open a fly box and see an old Carey Special, a battered Skunk, or a beat-up Salmon Candy, it reminds me of familiar faces and favorite places, of incidents funny or sad, of memorable fish and memorable days of fishing. Sometimes the colors of the flies have faded, but they still evoke vivid images of anglers who have passed through my life, of things they said or did, of time we spent together on the water. All this history, and more, is somehow bound up in the combination of fur, feather, tinsel and thread wrapped around the shank of each hook.

  If a fly is supposed to represent life, then these flies represent the memories of my fishing life. Now it is my pleasure to share some of these flies and some of those memories with you.

  —Steve Raymond

  Clinton, Washington
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  CAREY SPECIAL
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  Hook: No. 4-8

  Thread: Black or olive

  Tail: None

  Body: Olive chenille

  Hackle: Two or three turns of brown pheasant rump (One of many modern versions)

  COLONEL CAREY WAS FRUSTRATED. The Kamloops trout in Arthur Lake were feeding avidly on dragonfly nymphs, but when the Colonel looked through his fly assortment he could not find a good imitation.

  Fortunately, the Colonel—some say his first name was Tom, but he is now almost universally remembered by his British Army rank—had remembered to bring his fly-tying gear. After giving the matter some thought, he clamped a No. 6 hook in his vise and began to fashion a new pattern intended to match the appearance of the dragonfly nymphs emerging from the little-known southern British Columbia lake where he was camped.

  For the tail and body of the fly he selected ground-hog (marmot) hair. This was not a surprising choice for the time and place; ground hogs were considered a local nuisance for their habit of burrowing under log cabins and keeping the occupants awake at night. The occupants dealt with the problem in a variety of ways, all spelling bad news for the ground hogs, so ground-hog hair was in plentiful supply.

  The Colonel twisted the hair around the hook shank, bound it in place with black linen thread and trimmed away the stray fibers. The result was a round, bulky, mottled body that, to the Colonel’s eye, was a good representation of the body of a natural dragonfly nymph.

  The next step was to find the right hackle. This was necessary not only to give the fly an illusion of movement in the water, but also because the fly-tying conventions of the time demanded that every fly should have hackle, and Colonel Carey was not about to defy convention. He may have experimented with several different alternatives before settling on his final choice, the rump feather from a mature Chinese pheasant rooster. Not content with only one of these, he decided the fly should have two.

  The Colonel’s choice of pheasant rump might have been influenced by his familiarity with another fly already in use on some of British Columbia’s Kamloops trout lakes. This pattern, known as the Pazooka (later much more widely known as the Knouff Special), also had a pheasant rump hackle. But regardless of the source of the idea, Colonel Carey hardly could have made a better choice; nature might have created the rump feather of a mature Chinese pheasant rooster specifically with fly tyers in mind. It is a large, oval-shaped, mottled gray-green feather with tints of brown, black and sometimes yellow in its center, and its long, slender fibers taper gracefully to narrow tips. When fastened about a hook and bound properly, these fibers sweep backward and provide lifelike pulses of movement when the fly is retrieved through the water.

  By choosing a pair of these feathers and tying them very full, Colonel Carey added bulk to his fly—necessary to imitate the stout, stubby shape of a mature dragonfly nymph—and simultaneously assured that the fly would have good movement in the water.

  History does not record the precise date of Colonel Carey’s invention; we know only that it happened early in the 1930s. Neither is there any record of the results he achieved with his new fly, but we may infer they were good because within a very few years the pattern was being fished widely throughout British Columbia. By then it had become known by several different names, including “The Dredge” and the “Monkey-Faced Louise,” but as its popularity spread it eventually became known as the Carey Special in honor of its creator. By that name it survives and thrives today.

  IN THE DECADES SINCE ITS CREATION, the Carey Special has evolved from a specific dressing into a generic style of tying. Now there exist countless versions, though all still bear the name Carey Special. The use of pheasant rump for the hackle is just about the only feature of the original pattern that remains in all the modern variations, though even that has changed; while Colonel Carey used a pair of feathers and tied them very full in the original, the fly now is most often tied sparsely with a single feather. In contemporary fly-tying parlance it would be considered a “soft-hackle” pattern.

  Nobody uses ground-hog hair for the body any more, and the pattern now is most often dressed with a body of chenille, floss or any number of synthetic materials. Tied with a stout body of dark olive or brown, the Carey Special still makes an excellent dragonfly nymph imitation. With a slender body of the same colors, it serves equally well as an imitation of a swimming caddis pupa or damselfly nymph.

  Another common variation features a body made from pheasant rump, the same feather used for the hackle. This is twisted around the hook shank, bound with tying silk, then trimmed to remove any stray hackle fibers. This dressing is usually called a “Self-Bodied Carey” or simply “Self Carey.” A version called the “Six Pack” is tied the same way except the pheasant rump feather is dyed yellow, which usually results in converting the feather to an olive hue. Dyed feathers are used for both the body and hackle. The “Self-Bodied Carey” and “Six Pack” are often fished as damselfly nymph imitations.

  Another version, the “Golden Carey,” has a body of flat gold tinsel wound tightly around the hook shank and is used as an attractor pattern. Other variations have been tied with peacock herl or moose mane for the body. Most tyers have eliminated the tail, but some still add a short tail of golden pheasant tippet feathers.

  Any of these versions, or all of them, are today among the patterns most likely to be found in the fly boxes of anglers throughout the Pacific Northwest and inland as far as Montana. The Carey Special is still used mostly as a Stillwater fly, although some anglers have adopted it with good results for steelhead in rivers.

  MY FIRST CAREY SPECIAL WAS GIVEN to me by my father. He loved to fish all his life, but a severe leg injury suffered as a young man made it impossible for him to wade rivers, so he took up the pursuit of Kamloops trout in the lakes of southern British Columbia. It was in those waters, not far from our home, that he introduced me to fly fishing in the days shortly after World War II.

  He was not a fly tyer, so he had to purchase all the flies he used. This made him understandably reluctant to part with any that he felt had not yet delivered their full money’s worth, which meant the flies he gave me usually had seen a good deal of hard service; some were nearly worn out. But to my six-year-old eyes, they were things of unblemished beauty.

  That first Carey Special was in better shape than most of the flies he gave me. It had a thin body of brown wool and a full hackle of long, sweeping, reddish-brown pheasant rump. I never learned who tied it, but whoever it was deserves credit for making a nearly indestructible fly, one that not only survived several seasons of use by my father but several more in my youthful hands without suffering much visible wear. Its eventual fate was the best that could happen to any fly: I hooked a heavy fish that broke my gut leader and escaped with the Carey Special in its mouth. In all the years since, there have been few flies whose loss I felt more keenly.

  UNTIL THAT FISH TOOK IT FROM ME SO RUDELY, my first Carey Special resided in a round plastic fly box. The box was divided into eight wedge-shaped compartments, like pieces of a pie. The lid rotated and had a little wedge-shaped door in it; the idea was to turn the lid until the door was positioned over the compartment containing the specific fly you wanted, then open the door, reach in and take out the fly. At first I had scarcely enough flies to keep one in each compartment, but that didn’t stop me from continually rotating the lid and opening the door to inspect and admire the few I did have.

  I thought that fly box was just about the niftiest gadget I’d ever seen. I used it many years, adding more flies as I went along until every compartment was nearly full. I’m not sure what finally happened to that box; it might still be around somewhere, possibly buried in my fishing closet, an angler’s midden of discarded tackle, clothing and other gear. If some future archaeologist ever should excavate my closet, he’ll be able to tell—no doubt to his great amusement—exactly what flies I was using and what fishing clothes I was wearing at any point in my life. He might even find that old round plastic fly box.

  That box was the first of many I have owned. Its convenience and ease of use taught me early on that a good, well-designed container for flies is something to be valued. Few anglers think about this; their usual preoccupation is with rods, reels and lines. These, of course, are all essential fly-fishing tools, but the attention devoted to them should not be at the expense of other important items—including fly boxes.

  A GOOD FLY BOX SHOULD BE MADE OF DURABLE, non-corrosive material. It should be easy to carry, small enough to fit in a vest pocket or tackle bag, easy to open, and convenient to use. It should provide storage for as many flies as possible, and provide it in an organized fashion so its owner can quickly find the specific pattern he wants. It also should be well suited for the particular type of fishing its owner wishes to do; for example, one probably would want a box made of noncorrosive materials for saltwater flies, while a metal box might do for freshwater trout patterns. The aesthetic value or appearance of a fly box also is important to most anglers and should be considered.

  I have tried some fly boxes, found them wanting and subsequently discarded them; others proved so well suited to their purpose that I have carried them until they developed the patina of old age. A recent census revealed that I currently own twenty-eight fly boxes, representing many different shapes, sizes and methods of construction. Perhaps even more astounding than the number of boxes is the fact that nearly all of them are stuffed almost to capacity with flies.

  Ten boxes hold trout flies. Others hold flies for steelhead, sea-run cutthroat, Pacific salmon, bonefish, and Atlantic salmon. One is reserved exclusively for flies acquired during my trips to New Zealand; I keep them separate so I can find them easily if I should ever be lucky enough to go there again. Another box holds some of the old British Columbia patterns inherited from my father, which I keep for both sentimental and historic reasons. Yet another small box, now empty, was once owned by my late friend and mentor Letcher Lambuth, noted bamboo-rod builder and the first man to study Northwest trout-stream insects. I have also kept it for sentimental and historic reasons.

  Most of my fly boxes are made of plastic or a combination of plastic and foam. They are of simple construction and cost relatively little but do the job well. Most are unmarked, except for the labels I have put upon them, but several bear the inscribed logo of W.W. Doak & Sons, the famous fly shop on the banks of the Miramichi River. The boxes and most of the flies in them were purchased at Doak’s.

  A couple of boxes are notable for their ornamental value. One is a handsome, hand-made cedar fly box holding several steelhead flies; I received both box and flies in trade for a book. Another, also beautifully hand-made from wood, has several magnetic strips inside to hold flies in place. It was a gift from my friend Alec Jackson, well-known fly tyer and angling antiquarian. Although the box is certainly sturdy enough to take fishing, I consider it far too handsome to risk doing so; instead it occupies an honored place on my bookshelf.

  The English-made Wheatley metal fly box is generally considered the ultimate in such appliances and I am fortunate to own a pair of these, both gifts. They are strong, durable and attractive, with highly polished surfaces that gleam with the essence of quality. Each has the capacity to hold a good number of flies in individual metal clips and I use them for my very best steelhead flies, mostly patterns given me by tyers more accomplished than I am.

  Wheatley fly boxes are expensive and ownership of one is usually considered a matter of pride by anglers conscious of such things—sort of the piscatorial equivalent of taking your date to the prom in a Rolls Royce. If James Bond were a fly fisher, he would undoubtedly have a Wheatley fly box (probably with built-in hidden flame thrower and crypto machine).

  Somewhat lower on the ladder of prestige, but nearly the equal of the Wheatley in serviceability, is the Perrine metal fly box. These come in a bewildering variety of sizes and configurations, and while they lack some of the aesthetic appeal of the Wheatley, they are still strong, durable and handsome. I have a matched pair, each a little smaller than a paperback book. Each has rows of individual clips inside, similar to the Wheatley, and I use them for steelhead flies I tie myself—one box for dry flies and low-water patterns, the other for wet flies. They are so similar in appearance that I can tell them apart only by the dent in the cover of the wet-fly box, a souvenir of having been dropped carelessly on a riverside rock.

  Both the Wheatley and Perrine metal boxes have served me well. Their only disadvantage is that they won’t make it through airport security checks; you must always take them out of your bag and open them for inspection.

  Five small plastic boxes hold my assortment of sea-run cutthroat and Pacific salmon flies. Four of these are alike, each with six small compartments and a flip-up lid. I keep unused flies in these boxes. The fifth box opens like a book and has a foam lining on both sides; I use it for flies that already have been fished at least once in saltwater. These must be kept separate so there is no possibility they could spread corrosion to the hooks of unused flies in the other boxes. The foam-lined box is my saltwater equivalent of a lamb’s-wool patch on a fishing vest.

  Three other foam-lined plastic boxes—the ones with the W.W. Doak logo on their lids—hold my selection of Atlantic salmon flies. Most of these are flies I purchased from Doak’s or tied myself for use on the Miramichi, but one box also holds patterns tied by my friend Bill Jollymore for use on Nova Scotia’s beautiful Margaree.

  Two other boxes hold bonefish flies. One is a small, transparent plastic box with a lift-up lid and six compartments. The other, also made of plastic, is much more elaborate; it has two trays inside, each with its own compartments, and when the lid is opened one tray lifts to expose the other. I have carried this box across the flats of Christmas Island in the Pacific and Turneffe Island in the Caribbean while searching for bonefish. Just how it came into my possession is something of a story; more about that later.

  As FOR MY TROUT FLIES, most are kept in nine small, translucent plastic fly boxes, each with six separate compartments. These fit neatly into slots in a rectangular box that serves as sort of a streamside “filing cabinet” (a tenth slot holds a stream thermometer). The rectangular box, originally made to hold 16-mm. movie film containers, was given me by a photographer about the time 16-mm. movie film was becoming obsolete. He also gave me many round metal film containers, which turned out to be the perfect size and shape to hold spools of leader material.

  Each of the nine plastic boxes in the “filing cabinet” is labeled to indicate the type of flies it holds so I can easily find the box I want; after that it’s a simple matter to open the lid and take out a specific pattern. The nine boxes, with their total of fifty-four compartments, provide storage for wet, dry, nymph and streamer patterns. Some compartments hold many duplicates of the same fly; others hold many different flies of the same basic type.

  I keep very small flies—size 20 or smaller—in a separate foam-lined box. Such tiny patterns are too difficult to remove from the compartments in the plastic boxes that fit into the “filing cabinet.”

  I usually carry this “filing cabinet” and most of the rest of my fishing gear in a large tackle box. The box was intended for bait or lure fishermen—it came with compartments for a bait jar, lure and plug storage and so forth—but a little work with a hacksaw and sandpaper quickly converted it to suit my fly-fishing purposes. The alterations were all on the inside, however, so the box’s outward appearance remains unchanged and occasionally it has been the target of derisive jibes from fly-fishing friends. I don’t mind, though; it works for me.

  The tackle box goes with me whenever I fish from a boat. When I plan to wade, I remove the boxes containing the flies I want and put them in the pockets of one of my fishing vests, then leave the “filing cabinet” and tackle box at home.

  Anyone who spends very much time fly fishing eventually comes up with some sort of system for organizing and carrying flies. The “filing cabinet” is mine. It might not work for everyone, but there are plenty of other options to choose from. Nearly all fly-fishing catalogues feature large selections of fly boxes, ranging from translucent plastic cubes with built-in magnifiers to large, multitrayed containers (not really very different from my “filing cabinet”) attached to shoulder straps that allow an angler to carry them on his chest. The catalogues describe elaborate boxes featuring an “airtight seal, recessed silicone gasket and positive locking system” or those made of “rugged glass-impregnated Delrin plastic with a clear polycarbonate top.” For those with aesthetic considerations in mind, there are expensive hand-made wooden boxes or hand-tooled suede and leather fly wallets lined with sheep’s fleece. Among metal fly boxes, the Wheatley remains the top of the line, and since foam is big these days even Wheatley is now making foam-lined boxes.

  At the other end of the scale are the little translucent plastic fly boxes like those I use in my “filing cabinet.” These don’t last forever—I’ve had to replace some of them two or three times—but as of this writing they are still available for as little as $2.50 each, and they continue to work well for my purposes.

  WHEN I BEGAN TYING FLIES, the Carey Special was one of the first patterns I tied. In those days the popular style still was to tie the pheasant rump hackle very full, and at first I had trouble making it behave in the fashion I wanted. The late Roy Patrick, who then owned Patrick’s Fly Shop in Seattle, showed me how to bind the hackle down so the fibers pointed in the right direction, and after that I began tying Careys in many different sizes and colors. I used them just about everywhere I fished.

  I discovered that a version with a black chenille body and a very sparse gray pheasant hackle tied on a size 10 or 12 hook made a passable imitation of a cased caddis larva. It proved deadly when I tried drifting it in the current of the North Fork of the Sultan River where it flows into Spada Lake, a reservoir in the Cascade foothills. Rainbow and cutthroat trout were always waiting around submerged stumps in the inlet, and they darted out and slammed the fly with uncommon violence. They weren’t large—fourteen or fifteen inches was about tops—but they were fat and strong and great fun on a light fly rod.

  I also found that a Carey Special with a body of hot orange chenille was very effective in lakes with thick algae blooms. Summer blooms are common in the fertile waters of British Columbia and the Columbia Basin, but the brightly colored body of the fly remained visible to trout even when the water was clouded with algae.

  Washington State’s now-famous Lenice Lake was in its first great flush of productivity when I began fishing it in the late 1960s. Formed by irrigation seepage, the lake had risen in a desert coulee just east of the Columbia River, drowning thickets of sagebrush and greasewood. In October, when the water cooled, big rainbow trout would feed around submerged sagebrush roots in the shallows and I discovered they would hit a fluorescent green Carey Special with jackhammer force. Their average weight was about four pounds and some were larger. It was wonderful fishing, but there was nothing subtle about it; an eight-pound-test leader and a heavy hand were necessary to keep the fish from breaking off in the sagebrush.

  The Carey Special has fetched many memorable trout for me. I remember one that came on a day which I noted in my diary must have been “one of the wettest in earth’s history.” I had driven to Price’s Lake on the Olympic Peninsula, which at the time was served by a ramshackle fishing resort, a rundown little camp my friend Enos Bradner once called “the worst place in the State of Washington.” It had been raining for days but the rain seemed to be falling even harder the day I went there; negotiating the dirt road to the camp was like swimming upstream to spawn. The old couple who ran the place said I was the first fisherman they had seen for a week; they really meant I was the first idiot they’d seen for a week, but they were too polite to say so. I paid them a modest sum for boat rental and walked down through the sopping jungle to the dock.

  Only two boats were still afloat, and those just barely; the others all had filled with rainwater and sunk next to the dock. It took a long time to bail the water out of one of the two remaining boats, and once I got out on the lake the heavy rain required more bailing. But I managed to keep the boat afloat for five very long, very wet hours during which the fishing was just interesting enough to keep me from seeking a warm fire and dry clothes.

  Using Carey Specials, I landed two rainbow, three cutthroat and three brook trout, none larger than twelve inches, and lost one much larger rainbow. Then, late in the afternoon, while I was fishing an orange-bodied Carey that gleamed like a flashlight in the rain-speckled water, I had a strong pull from an invisible fish. It fought deeply, which made me think it was a brook trout, and I could feel it shake its head, usually the sign of a heavy fish. When it finally came to the surface and displayed its flashy colors, the judgment of brook trout was confirmed.

  I led the fish to my net and the fly pulled out just as the mesh closed around its writhing flanks. It was a seventeen-inch female brookie, thick and deep, and it pulled the scale down to the two and one-half-pound mark—not huge, but much larger than average in a part of the world where big brook trout are uncommon. It remains the largest brook trout I have ever caught in my native state.

  THESE DAYS I MOST OFTEN FISH the Carey Special in Dry Falls Lake. The south arm of Dry Falls occupies a long, narrow fissure in the desert, pressing up against the face of a towering basalt cliff on its western shore. The water along the base of the cliff is surprisingly shallow, only two or three feet deep in most places, and in the fall large rainbow trout sometimes patrol the edge of the cliff seeking food. Their presence is usually revealed by a succession of quiet, subtle rises—or perhaps the word “rise” is meant to describe something more definitive than the tiny disturbances made by these fish, usually nothing more than little creases or wrinkles in the surface. These small disturbances are difficult to see, but once you do see them you will know a trout is there and feeding, most probably on small dragonfly nymphs.

  These subtle rises mark the trout’s progress along the face of the cliff and can be used to gauge the pace and rhythm of its feeding. The fishing technique is to cast to the place where you expect the next rise will occur, give the trout time enough to reach the spot, then twitch the fly once or twice. Most often the fish take the fly very softly and it almost requires a safecracker’s fingers to detect the slight feeling of resistance on the line. But when you lift your rod, all hell breaks loose.

  The Carey Special is by far the best fly for this fishing, still serving Colonel Carey’s original purpose by imitating a dragonfly nymph. Aquatic plants around the shoreline of Dry Falls and other Columbia Basin lakes are full of these nymphs in the fall, when they represent the largest prey available to trout. The immature nymphs, probably due to hatch the following spring, are usually small enough to be matched by a fly tied on a No. 8 hook. They are nearly always some shade of green, ranging from dark olive to a sort of lime.

  To imitate these nymphs I tie size 8 Carey Specials with bodies of chenille, Swannundaze, Body Glass, Larva Lace or V-Rib, all in slightly different shades of green. Usually it takes a little experimenting to determine which shade is the trouts’ preference on any given day, but that’s part of the fun. Sometimes a very small difference in color can make the difference between fishing success and failure.

  My diary is filled with accounts of large rainbow and brown trout taken from Dry Falls in October on Carey Specials, including one rainbow that liked the fly so much it took it twice. The first time I hooked it, the fish ran into the heavy weed growth, broke my leader and escaped with the fly. I tied on another fly, resumed fishing, and about a half hour later had another strike. I landed a thick-sided rainbow that still had my original Carey Special stuck in its jaw, trailing about two feet of leader tippet.

  But not all trout are as obliging—or as dumb—as that one.

  OF THE FIFTY-FOUR COMPARTMENTS in the nine boxes that fit into my portable “filing cabinet” of flies, no fewer than seven are reserved for different versions of the Carey Special—more than for any other pattern. One whole box holds nothing but Careys. Three of its six compartments have patterns tied with bodies in various shades of green, ranging from dark olive to bright chartreuse. The other compartments hold Careys with red, orange and black bodies. A single compartment in another box is reserved for Self-Bodied Careys and Six-Packs.

  The hook sizes of these flies range from 4 to 12, including a few of the long-shank variety. Some of the flies have been in use so long their colors have begun to fade, while others bear the unmistakable marks of sharp trout teeth. Then there are the bright new ones tied recently to replace others that wore out or were rudely stolen by trout stronger than my leader tippets.

  All are different from the pattern Colonel Carey fashioned on the shore of Arthur Lake so many years ago, and if he were alive today he’d probably have trouble making the connection between them and his original fly. The only thing they have in common is the hackle, and my flies have little of that while his had a great deal.

  But that little is enough to keep the Colonel’s name attached to the pattern even after all the changes it has undergone. The Carey Special is the greatest and grandest of all Pacific Northwest trout fly patterns, one of the very few flies I have fished in all my nearly sixty years of angling experience. I suspect it will still be in use sixty years from now.
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  SKUNK
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  Hook: No. 4-12

  Tying thread: Black

  Tail: Saddle hackle fibers dyed red

  Body: Black chenille

  Rib: Silver tinsel

  Wing: White polar bear hair, bucktail or calftail

  Hackle: Saddle hackle fibers dyed black, tied down as beard

  IN THE VERNACULAR OF ANGLERS, the word “skunk” usually means a day without fish. Happily, the fly pattern called the Skunk does not derive its name from that origin; instead, its name comes from the colors of the fly, which closely resemble those of a common woodland animal known for its highly odiferous venom.

  To avoid confusion with a term that usually denotes lack of angling success, perhaps it would have been better if the fly had been named the Polecat instead of the Skunk. But Skunk it is, and by that name it has become one of the most widely known and trusted of all summer steelhead fly patterns.

  The Skunk resembled its namesake even more in the past than it does now. Old pattern books give the dressing with an underwing of black bucktail, black bear hair or even black skunk fur topped by a wing of white bucktail or polar bear hair. The result was a black wing with a white stripe down the middle, very much like the backside of the animal for which the fly is named. Most modern tyers have dropped the black underwing, and since polar bear hair has become scarce and illegal to use, calftail, bucktail or artificial hair is now most often used as a substitute.
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