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An afternoon on our Salmon River 
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Received a message from Jason the owner on Wolf Creek Fly shop. He has offered CFFA 

members 15% off a booking for guide and or Lodging if you mention you’re a CFFA 

Member!  406-235-4350 

Our first monthly indoor meeting is this month, I will be doing a program on a fishing 

trip I made to the Gaspe area in Canada a few years ago with my friend Ben Bilello. The 

beauty of the country  was incredible and our guides had us laughing all day.  If time 

permits I will show a few spots I fish on the Missouri River that you can understand 

from Zach’s map he showed us also. 
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Hook:  Mustad 34077 Size #1 or similar 
hook.  Thread:  White flat waxed nylon.  
Head is finished with Pink flat waxed ny-
lon. 

Eyes:  4.8mm (3/16) Dumbbell (a.k.a. ‘real 
eyes’).Tail/Bottom Wing:  Chartreuse Buck 
Tail. 

Belly:  Pearl Bill’s Body Braid or Diamond 
Braid. 

Wing:  White Bucktail, over which are 
strands of Pearl ‘Lateral Scale’, over which 
is Pink Bucktail.   

                     Paul’s Fly Box 
Tying instructions & a video on how to  

Phil WILL Have cookies and coffee 

for us!!! He will also take your 

2022 dues.  About masks!! 

At this time only unvac-

cinated people need 

them this is from the 

town. As you all know 

this can change at any-

time SO have a mask 

with you in case this 

changes before the 

meeting! 
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A Fly Fishing Story: How did we get 
here?  

By C.F.F.A. member, Rick Liegl 
 

Do you ever stop and wonder how you got to where 
you are on your fly fishing journey? All the infinite 
paths, people and fish along your way? Fly Fishing 
has taken me to many beautiful places and given me 
many memorable experiences. But, how exactly did I 
get waist deep in the middle of a run full of picky fish 
on the Farmington River, drifting nymphs in an effort 
to imitate tiny underwater bugs, while softly thinking 
out loud to myself, when I should probably be home 
mowing the lawn? Well, for me, it all began back 
when I was growing up; My Dad took me fishing. He 
was a great fisherman to me, but not a die hard fa-
natic. He didn't have a boat or an entire room dedi-
cated to expensive fishing gear. He fished from 
opening day in April to closing day in September, 
and that was it. Every opening day, we got up before 
dawn and went to a firehouse in Manchester Con-
necticut for the Annual Fireman's Opening Day 
Breakfast. Then we would fish our normal spots, 
Walkers Reservoir, Valley Falls Pond, The 
Hockanum and Tankerhoosen Rivers. My dad most-
ly fished with bait, shiners and worms with split shot 
and red and white bobbers! He taught me the im-
portance of respecting the waters that we fished and 
he always picked up trash left behind by others. 
Those fishing trips slowly decreased as I got older 
and my life got busier. Then at the age of 37 in 2013 
we started fishing together regularly and I brought 
my two young daughters as often as I could. I re-
membered how much fishing with my Dad meant to 
me as a child and I wanted to build that connection 

with my girls. 
In October of 2014, my dad and I fished Salters 
Pond quite a bit. Salters is a humble pond down the 
road from my Dad's apartment in Manchester. One 
of my Dad's fishing sayings was, "Save your dead 
shiners." He explained that even when there seems 
to be no hope, there is still some hope. Like many of 
his sayings this phrase was as much about life as it 
was about fishing. This saying exemplified how he 
had risen above much difficulty in his life and how he 
always maintained a spirit of perseverance and posi-
tivity. When alcohol took everything in life from him 
he joined AA, got better and spent the next 28 years 
helping others who were also on the path to losing it 
all. When diabetes took the lower part of his leg, he 
continued to ride his motorcycle to Narragansett reg-
ularly and play drums for his band every weekend!  
One evening we fished Salters and I caught a fish 
that I'll never forget. I kept an eye on my bobber and 
talked with my Dad while he lit another cigarette. 
Bam! My bobber went under. This fish fought harder 
than the medium sized bass and trout that we had 
previously caught. I got it close to shore and the fish 
came off the hook. I didn't get a good look at it but it 
was strong and a good size. That was the day that 
fishing really changed for me, it was as if a switch 
had gone off and all my fishing trips before that day 
were merely practice. I was determined to catch that 
fish. I told my Dad I'm going to come back every 
night afterwork, until I catch that one. Monday even-
ing after work, I went alone. Tuesday night my Dad 
joined me. I was busy drumming Wednesday even-
ing. I was going on vacation early Saturday morning 
so I had Thursday, maybe Friday night if I could get 
out. I went Thursday for about an hour and got noth-
ing. Friday I had a few shiners left over, some alive, 
some floaters. I got to the spot on Friday evening, 
my Dad was there but heading home soon and I had 
fished all my live shiners. I said goodbye to my Dad 
and I stayed for one more cast. On my last dead 
shiner, I caught the fish!!! It slammed the bait and 
fought the same wild way. I got it up the bank lying 
on leaves and I stood between the fish and the pond. 
Measured it at 22" and released it. It was a Chain 
Pickerel! Many anglers disdain our native fish, but for 
me, they will always represent something positive. I 
was so excited! I called my Dad. He was out of 
breath from walking up the steep steps of his second 
floor apartment. My dad's health had been declining 
over the summer. I told him I caught the fish! He 
stopped at the top of the stairs and said he was so 
happy for me, and he said I did a great job. He said 
he was proud of me for sticking with it and catching 
that fish, he said there will be many more. We hung 
up the phone and that was the last time I talked to 
my Dad, while he was alive. He died the next day of 
a massive heart attack. All the early memories of us 
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fishing together suddenly meant so much more.The 
old memories were brought to life again and at the 
same time also pressed into chapters of my life like 
tattoos. The cold, cloudy mornings and hot, summer 
afternoons spent together were suddenly very im-
portant memories. These evenings fishing together 
this summer became so valuable to me. I knew that I 
would never fish with my Dad again, yet he would be 
with me on every fishing trip, for the rest of my life. 
Looking forward, I had a sense that I needed to do a 
better job passing this tradition along to my children. 
Fishing gave me the priceless opportunity to have an 
excellent last year, last week and last conversation 
with my Dad. The passion that was ignited trying to 
catch that fish was here to stay. Since my Dad's 
passing I have made fishing a priority in my life.  
About two months after my Dad's passing, in the 
winter of 2014/2015 my wife and I had my great aunt 
and uncle over for dinner. My Great Aunt Mary and 

Uncle Artie are very supportive and sweet people. I 
was very happy to have them over for dinner and I 
was telling them about getting my girls into fishing. 
Artie said that he was a lifelong fisherman but he 
hadn't gone in over 10 years. Many of his fishing 
buddies had died and Mary wouldn't let him go 
alone, without a cell phone.  
He and I looked at each other and said that we will 
fish together. Men are famous for saying many 
things that they know they will never do. For exam-
ple, "Oh, call me up some day we will go golfing or 
we gotta get together or we should go catch a game 
one day." This was different, it was direct eye con-
tact and it was an agreement that we would be going 
fishing and both of us knew it.  
I lined up opening day to fish with my daughters at 
8:00 am at Valley Falls and I was set to fish with Art-
ie at noon. I had my rod and bucket and fresh 
worms.(Ha!) My great uncle had his fly rod, vest, vin-
tage net, hip boot waders and flies that were older 
than me. He was walking/wading into the river, 
climbing over rocks and roots, back casting elegant 
loops and drifting his dry flies through seams of cur-
rent. That was my first direct experience with fly fish-
ing! That day changed my life. That day we fished a 
beautiful section of the Roaring Brook in Stafford, CT 
and also the Willimantic River. We caught some fish 
and I was hooked on Fly Fishing. I came home and 
went straight to my attic where I had an old metal 
tube containing a 1940's Bamboo fly rod that my 
Dad had given me weeks before he passed away. It 
was my first fly rod and I still have it today. My Great 
Uncle is now about 80 years old and over the years 
we have fished many rivers on the eastern side of 
our state from the Mt. Hope River to the Yantic and 
from the Black Ledge to the Scantic. He took me to 
all the spots he fished with his father and brother in 
his youth. He taught me how to fly fish and tie flies. It 
was a gift I can only repay by paying it forward. He 
and I joined C.F.F.A. and I have fully incorporated 
the art and sport of fly fishing and fly tying into my 
life. I am fortunate to have learned Euro Nymphing 
from some of the best instructors in our country. I am 
on the eternal quest to learn more and share my 
knowledge with others and I still have an insatiable 
need to know if there are fish around the next bend 
in the river. I have made many great friends through 
fly fishing and a handful of close friends who will join 
me on a river at the drop of a hat. I am forever grate-
ful to my father and great uncle for sharing the gift of 
fishing with me.  
If you come across me standing in the middle of a 
river, drifting flies and thinking out loud about fish…
Now, you know how I got there.  
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I really enjoyed our December meeting when Zach King 
took us out west to Montana to learn about fly fishing the 
Missouri River. I was lucky enough to fish the Missouri 
with some of my CFFA friends Jerry, Charlie and Guy in 
the fall of 2008. Zach’s program brought back some great 
memories for me and he covered everything you need to 
know if you are planning a future trip. Every person that 
fly fishes for trout should make it a priority to do so in the 
state of Montana during their lifetime.  

 
As mentioned in our November newsletter we will be re-
turning to a in person meeting for our December 8th meet-
ing. This meeting will NOT be at our normal meeting loca-

tion. It will be in the auditorium at the East Hartford Cul-
tural Community Center 50 Chapman Place 06108 begin-
ning at 7pm with our normal routine followed by CFFA 
member John Springer who will be providing the presenta-
tion. Annual dues for the upcoming 2022 year can be paid 
at this time. We hope to see you there.  
 
As you know we have been doing our best to find a new 
location to hold our annual Banquet and Expo. Roger and 
Kurt have visited different facilities and have not found 
one yet that would serve us as Maneeley’s had in the past 
where we could hold our Expo and our Banquet in the 
same building. Therefore we are going to try something 

different in this coming transition year. We are not going to 
hold a banquet this February but we will be holding our 
Expo and conducting our annual bucket raffle during the 
event. The Expo will be held at Nomads in South Windsor 
about 3 miles from Maneeley’s. At Nomads Roger and 
Kurt were shown a large open area where they hold craft 
shows, trade shows ect. We can easily fit both the Expo 
and our Raffle in this area. THE AREA IS HUGE AND 
ATTENDEES CAN RELAX REGARDING SOCIAL 
DISTANCING. There is also a full restaurant where ven-
dors and attendees can grab a bite to eat. We will not be 
allowed to bring in any food and yes that means donuts. In 
this transition year we will continue to promote our CFFA 
though our Expo try to determine where things are going to 
go in the future regarding a new banquet facility and 
Covid. We appreciate your understanding and hope you 
will support and attend this one day event.  
 
Early in November I made my annual trip to New York’s 
Salmon River to fish for fall run Steelhead Trout. While 
there I fished with CFFA members Ron Dunleavy, Phil 
Apruzzese, Steve Douville, and 87 year old Irv Stanley. 
We dealt with some tough conditions and earned every 
Steelhead we caught. Ron and I arrived in Pulaski first fol-
lowed a day later by Steve Douville who made the drive 
from his new home in South Carolina. How’s that for pas-
sion and dedication? Steve has the latest and greatest when 
it comes to fly fishing equipment including waders with a 

From the vest of the PresidentFrom the vest of the PresidentFrom the vest of the President   
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zipper fly. Just remember to zip back up post business 
before you return into the water, right Steve? Ron, Steve 
and I  scouted out various spots before Phil and his son 
Aaron arrived later in the week. Phil’s son Aaron drove 
there again this year from Maryland but brought along his 
friend Jeff this time. Both of them shared the cooking du-
ties. Their passion and knowledge for cooking was a wel-
come bonus of this trip and Phil, Ron and I enjoyed every 
meal. I only fished with Irv on one or two occasions due 
to his later arrival date and I was amazed by his dedica-
tion at his age of 87. I don’t know anyone else at his age 
that would make that drive by himself to fish that hard. 
He did inspire me. After Ron and I left for home Phil was 
joined by his other two sons Ian and Jason making Phil’s 
trip a true family affair. What can be better than that. 
They have been making the trip for around 25 years or so. 
I believe each one of us felt that catching fish was a bonus 

when your find yourself surrounded by friends and family 
in a situation like this.  Gary 
 

Al the fish man Sonski shared his fly as well as 

nice brown he caught on his last day fishing in 

November on a lake in Connecticut. 



 

 


