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Please check 
the website  

www.fresnofly
fishers.com  

 
For the loca-
tion of the La-
DIE½S OUTING 

scheduled for 
June 18th 

 

FRESNO FLY FISHERS FOR  
CONSERVATION  PRESENTS  

KEN BRUNSKILL OF THE  
NORTHERN CALIFORNIA COUNCIL 

THURSDAY JUNE 2, 2016 
7 PM 

( DOORS OPEN AT 6:30 PM) 
NO PRE-MEETING ENTERTAINMENT THIS 

MONTH. 
THE UC MERCED-FRESNO BUILDING AT  

550 E. SHAW AVE .  
FRESNO, CA.  

(DIRECTLY ACROSS FROM FASHION FAIR) 
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PRESIDENTS MESSAGE 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hi All: 

 
Yet another month has come and gone, and yet another successful youth academy, 

thanks in no small part to the organizational abilities and diligence of   Gary Pullings, 

webmaster extraordinaire and club education officer.  

ñNow, here is how you cast a fly rod:  Bring it back to here, stop it, bring it forward 

to here, and then let the line drop.  No, donôt point the rod straight back, here, do it 

this way.ò 

 

ñNow, these are the insects that fish like to eat.  Here are their life stages, and these 

are the flies we use to imitate them.ò  Science in action. 

 

ñAnd, this is how we make artificial bugs to attract the fish.ò  Craftsmanship.  

 

And, they get it.  Thrashers of rods and tanglers of line figure out how to get the flies theyôve been taught 

to tie to where the fish are, and then catch them.  Did they learn anything? Did they enjoy a healthful out-

door activity? Well, actions say it all.  After lunch, they didnôt go out and play tag or run around the pond. 

No, every last one picked up their fly rod and went back to the pond, cast their flies in the water, and 

caught fish.  Thatôs a demonstration of success.  Sixty years from now, many of them may be passing on 

the skills theyôve begun to learn to their own grandchildren. Even if they donôt, they will have learned 

something of value of the natural world.  People who get out into the outdoors, who immerse themselves 

in nature, have better mental health than do people who do not.  Giving the younger generation a motiva-

tion to be outdoors is just one of the good things that the club does. 

 

Speaking of being outdoors in the real world, a few of us were lured to Hume Lake by the prospect of trout 

swimming in the depths of the water.  While they were there, and the fishing was great, the catching was a 

bit challenging. Yours truly managed to land one, while others more diligent caught a few more.  Anyway, 

even without a fly rod, there are few better places to be than on the water surrounded by tall trees on three 

sides, with a view of Spanish Mountain and its still slightly snow covered ten thousand foot crest on the 

fourth side.   

 

The club is still moving ahead with a general meeting on June 2 and an outing on Saturday, June 18.  

Come out and join us.  Youôll meet friendly folk who enjoy the out of doors as much as you do! 

 

Until next time, tight loops and drag free 

John Cameron, FFFC president 
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JUNE GENERAL MEETING 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KEN BRUNSKILL 
 

Fly fished or at least fished with a fly rod since a pre-teen took up spin fishing in the 1950ôs, returning to fly 

fishing in the mid 1980ôs. 

President of the Mission Peak Fly Anglers 2001-2002 

June of 2013 Became president of the Northern California Council of the of the International Federation of 

Fly Fishers (the federation added ñInternationalò to its name just this last spring).  

Took the lead in founding Veterans First Fly Fishing, a group with the NCCIFFF that brings the physical, 

psychological, and spiritual benefits of fly fishing to patients in the Veterans Administration hospitals.  

Helped adapt and improve innovative devices that allow a tier with the use of only one hand to tie flies and to 

fish effectively with fly lines ð the One Hand Tying Station and the One Hand Line Handling Platform.  
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BACK OF BEYOND                              STEPHEN NEAL 

 In Wildness is the Preservation of the World - ñHenry David Thoreau" 

 

WINGLESS ANGELS 

Time travel, it was a hot central valley summer in1963, Highway 41 was a two lane strip of asphalt stretching east and west across the geo-

graphical center of California from Yosemite to Morro Bay. The oven like temperature shimmered and undulated just above the earth surface, 

we squinted to protect our eyes, from the reflected sun's glare off the pickups hood and the bone dry earth surrounding us. The short sun dried 

golden grass of the Kettleman hills gave a truer meaning to the term Golden California. 

 

Like most vehicles of those days the truck did not have air conditioning, and a few of the sparse automobile traffic we passed still sported can-

vas water bags tied to the grills of their vehicles in case of overheating. Vacation travel in those days was an adventure in moving. Our mode 

of transportation was a sea foam green Chevy pickup. Dad's work truck, dad had pulled the service bed off and old olive drab Bell Telephone 

truck and it was mounted in the bed. The service bed was loaded with all of dads carpenter tools plus all the things that a family in the 60's 

needed for a week's vacation in Morro Bay. 

 

Dad and I were on our way over to Morro Bay and the family cabin, Mattapoisett, to spend a week's vacation on the cool and refreshing coast. 

Mom and my three sisters were already there awaiting our arrival. Work for Dad and a YMCA event for me kept us in Fresno/Clovis for a wee 

bit longer so we were the cow's tail. In the 

truck between Dad and me, sat our family's 10 

gallon fish aquarium, this was pre extended 

fish feeder tablets so the fish came along on 

our vacation, for them the trip was a stormed 

tossed lake survival experience.   

 

In the middle of nowhere on the west side of 

Kettelman and east of Reef City and State 

Route 33, Dad spotted a broke down car with a 

hunched shouldered couple standing on the 

side of the road hoping for rescue. Dad rolled 

the fleetside Chevy truck off the rutted asphalt 

road onto the shoulder, raising a cloud of dust 

which soon enveloped us, the two stranded and 

forlorn motorists and their broken vehicle. Af-

ter some adjustment of gear, the couple 

climbed into the truck with their necessities. 

We now had 4 people in a three passenger cab, 

one aquarium, and assorted people paraphernalia. I sat squished between three adults, my head just above adult elbow level, straddling an 

aquarium. Many thanks and appreciations were expressed by the couple as we pulled back onto 41.   

 

So with 2 55 air-conditioning, (two windows down at 55 mph) we headed towards the setting sun and El Paso de Robles, (the pass of the oaks) 

more commonly known as Paso Robles, the nearest town where they could get shelter, water, food and help on reviving or at least retrieving 

their broken down wheels. Even at thirteen years of age I could see us in a Norman Rockwell painting. Just a slice of Middle America, four 

dusty sweat stained faces, staring out the windshield of a pickup, taking life as it comes with hopes, dreams and every day concerns, people 

helping people on this journey through life. 
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BACK OF BEYOND, CONTôS FROM PG. 4 

 

 

Early 1980's pre cell phones, winter time in the central valley on I-5 South of Santa Nella, the rain fell faster than the windshield wip-

ers could remove it, at other times the wind gusts froze the wipers in place and they didn't works at all. The fierce wind shook our car 

and buffeted it making it hard to keep in our proper lane. There were six of us in a rental car returning from a business trip to San 

Francisco, on our way back to Bakersfield. It was an unplanned car trip home. Our flight home had been canceled, the storms severity 

had shut down the San Francisco Airport and we were improvising. The cars feeble headlights gave me a ghost view of two stranded 

motorists, standing in the rain trying to wave a ride down.  

 

Like my dad before me, I pulled over to pick them up, splashing through road puddles as I rolled to a stop; much to the astonishment 

of my five fellow travelers. The sodden stranded travelers squeezed in with us, apologizing and thanking us for saving them. I back 

tracked to find a road leading to the nearest town in the San Joaquin Valley, near enough to their broken wheels to get them safe, warm 

food and dry and hopefully a tow truck. After I dropped them off my fellow passengers' wanted to know why I had pulled over to help 

when we had a full car and were still hours from home. In my mind was the image of my father and that hot dry road in my past. Be-

fore I could answer one of my two lady passengers put it oh so succinctly, because they needed help.  

 

Just another Norman Rockwell painting of Middle America, as seen through the windshield of a Ford Taurus; six people in business 

dress and two sodden travelers, taking life as it comes with hopes, dreams and every day concerns, people helping people on this jour-

ney through life. 

 

In this current drama of life, when people seem to be fixated on finding the differences between us, my father's image helps me get 

through, he was a simple man, a carpenter by trade, he went through the fire of WWII and witnessed the inhumanity of man against 

man and yet came out of it, with open hands always willing to help a fellow human in need no matter their position in life.  

He is and was one of the many wingless angels that walk this path of life with us. 

 

Hope to see you on the water soon, with a fish on the line and open hands for those in need.  

Stephen   

     

 "Many go fishing all their lives without knowing that it is not fish they are afterò Henry David Thoreau  
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ROGER MILLER YOUTH FLY FISHING ACADEMY 

By Gary Pullings 
 

This year was my first time directing the Youth Academy. We had such a great turnout and the kids enjoyed it 

immensely.  I was not fortunate to meet Roger Miller, however what I have heard about him is some astonishing 

things. He was a mentor to so many and most importantly believed that to expand the fly fishing community 

and to share the knowledge of taking care of our water ways was to teach the kids of tomorrow how to do it.  
 

We have all seen the movie the River Runs Through It, however that movie will only ignite a spark. It takes peo-

ple of all calibers to gently stroke the flame of fly-fishing and from what I hear Roger Miller was that tender 

that was used. As I think back of what I learned, I realize that Roger was not only adding tender to the kids, but 

to the Fresno Fly Fishers as well. People like me, who never met Roger, are touched by his generosity and lead-

ership that we do not realize it until it is over.  
 

This was my first year as Education Director and I had some great mentors. I have to thank Scott West, Bob 

Papazian, and John Cameron for their great Leadership. I have to give a special thanks to my mentor and God 

Father Jeff Trafican for guiding me though this and helping me along the way. If it was not for these men who 

believed in me I could not have accomplished this academy.  
 

As I was getting the Academy together I was over at Jeffôs house one afternoon and he told me that this was a 

great honor to be entrusted with this, because this was how Roger would have wanted it. I did not think to ask 

what he meant, due to the fact that I know Jeff and he teaches by example and making you work for your an-

swer to the question. This lesson was about teaching the Kids of tomorrow and that is what Roger was all about. 

Touching the kids minds and making them work for something as Jeff did with me.  
 

I am sorry that I never had the opportunity to meet Roger Miller however; even though he is passed away he 

lives on though the program that we put on every year. This year was special for Fresno Fly Fishers because his 

Grandson Braeden attended our Academy this year and he learned so much. This is why Roger was important 

to this club and the community, he lives on in each and every one of us.  
 

Thank you Roger for all you have done and continue to do even though your not here. You are truly missed.  
 

 


