
              
Flylines

The Black Hills Flyfishers / April 6, 2019

"The Finest in Angling Literature"

@ Hilton Garden Inn, 815 E. Mall Drive (I-90, Exit 59, go 
north on Lacrosse St, ¼ mile to E. Mall Drive, turn 
RIGHT, ¼ mile, look right).

Doors open 5:30pm, Live Auction starts 7:00pm

$25/person (includes dinner) – get your tickets early at:  
blackhillsflyfishers.com (or at the door).

Full bar for your favorite beverage.

Photo:  A twelve-time winner of the prestigious South Dakota 
"Auctioneer of the Year" award, BHFF auctioneer Denny McKay

NOTES FROM THE OVAL EDDY - David Hanna
THE BIG AUCTION!  It’s that time again!  The Black Hills FlyFishers BIG Auction!  Saturday, 
April 6!  (see above for details).

For long-time auction attendees there are a couple changes this year.  We increased the entrance fee 
and changed the venue.  A couple reasons for those changes.
  
First, the Dahl had been very good to us for a long time, but we were out of space to grow the auction 
and allow comfortable room so you can be with those you most enjoy sitting/standing with.  At the 
Hilton Garden Inn, we’ll have a lot more space.

Two, our food costs for the auction have been creeping up on us.  A few years back, we lost money 
right at the ‘gate’.  Since this is a fundraiser after all, that made no sense to the hard-nosed 
accountants in the group.  So, we’ve raised ‘gate’ prices little by little.  This year, 2019, we expect our 
food costs to be just under $20 per person (includes room rental).  With a $25 ticket price, we should 
be in good shape there.

Last, we’re hoping to keep the BIG Auction scheduled for the first Saturday in April for the 
foreseeable future.  The thinking is, great traditions always have a ‘fixed date’ for people to plan.  

SATURDAY, APRIL 6, 2019 – THE BIG AUCTION!



See more at:  www.blackhillsflyfishers.com or find us on Facebook!

The Reverend and the Black-Tailed Devils, By Big Cliff

You all know him - the man, the myth, the aging angling 
legend. The guy who introduced me to fly fishing in 
Wyoming's Wind River Range in the early 80s, and the same 
man who at the age of twelve (the first time we met) tried to 
choke me to death with my neckerchief when I cut in line at 
the cafeteria of Camp Old Broadaxe. 

For twenty years I’d heard him tell tales of Turneffe Flats, 
always with a longing in his eyes.  Endless flats, tons of fish, 
the Yankee Stadium of Salt. So when my lovely bride called 
him to ask where to book a flats trip for my retirement he 

replied, “I know just the place and better yet we’ll go too.” 

A ridiculously early flight followed by twelve hours of the usual spilled coffee, long airport hikes, long lines, 
security, and we were there. The resort was everything REV had said.  A home flat twenty feet out the 
door of our room, and all the amenities -  infinity pool, bar, and staffed by great people! Never having 
fished the salt I felt the five months watching videos and reading everything I could find about it gave me 
at least a chance - as I had spent hours practicing the strip set, the double haul, and only-one-back-cast 
throws. 

Mark had tied me dozens of flies and I had bought some so-called hot patterns for the area that I got 
online from who else, the Permit People. But still the odds were long for a permit on my first trip.  I wasn't 
worried about catching bonefish - we could see them from our deck, for Pete’s sake. The Reverend had 
talked to the owner of the lodge and told him that all we wanted was to catch permit, and for that reason 
we were assigned the permit ace "Dubs" (soon to be "Captain Dubs", and later "Admiral Dubs") as our 
guide, much to the dismay of a couple of the other anglers there who were also targeting permit and had 
fished with Dubs in the past. 

After fishing with Dubs for six days I can see why they were upset, as the man has been out here fishing 
since he was a kid and guiding for the last thirty years. He was a pleasure to fish with and has forgotten 
more about fishing than I’ll ever know.  He put us on permit almost every day and when he didn’t it was 
the weather that foiled his efforts. 

Permit fishing is not for everyone - you're not going to see big body count days. If that’s your gig the 
bonefish will cooperate.  Both rainy mornings when we did fish bones they were everywhere. Mark would 
wander off by himself leaving me for Dubs to coach, and come back with double figures. After breaking 
my first three fish off I too started putting fish in hand. But for me, the bones just didn’t seem as important.  
They reminded me of carp.  Don’t get me wrong, they fight like crazy but they’re everywhere.  So when 
you blow a group up with a bad cast, just walk a little ways and you’ll find more. 

My problem was I caught a permit before I fished for Bones.  I hesitate to even tell the story as a lot of you 
will cry bull…..  But Since the Rev is my witness and his integrity is beyond reproach I will proceed, and it 
went like this. Day two, just before lunch with me on the casting deck, the Rev standing amid-ship looking 
to the deeper water, and Dubs on the rear deck poling the boat -  looking out front knowing my flats vision 
is not up to par. When Rev says, “Dubs - 3 o’clock I saw a push."  Dubs replies - ”I see them.  Small 
school coming right at us.”  Me - “Where?” Dubs -  “3 o’clock.  Cast now 30 feet - they’re almost on us.” 

http://www.blackhillsflyfishers.com


Now Mark had some good shots on day one but no 
takers, and I on the other hand had not seen any while on 
the deck so this was the first one I’d seen with a rod in my 
hand. I make one false cast and throw about 25 feet to 
roughly 8:45.  I say a bad word and prepare to pick it up 
thinking I’m too short. Dubs - “He sees it.  Don’t strip.  Let 
it drop.  He’s coming.” By now I have looked down my line 
and can see shadows of movement heading toward my 
sinking fly. 

An article I had read said that when a permit opens its 
mouth you will see his white lip, I see that flash of white 
now and say to Dubs “Did he just eat it?” “Don’t move 

your rod and strip it once then let go of everything” Dubs replies. 

I pop my line and it’s torn from my fingers by a force I have never before encountered.  Instantly the Hatch 
Finatic reel begins to scream as line is taken at what can only be described an alarming rate. The Thomas 
and Thomas Exocett SS 350 that I’m renting bends in half, and he’s into my backing after what is only a 
second or two and continues on towards the briny deep. 

Dubs then gets off the platform and asks how much backing I have left. I look down at my reel and at least 
half of my 300 yards is gone.  “Half gone” I reply. Dubs says “We might have to chase him” and he moves 
to the back of the skiff and prepares to start the motor when my reel finally goes silent. I have no idea how 
long that first run lasted or the duration of the fight for that matter, but I can tell you it feels like you’re 
reeling in a garbage can lid when they turn sideways to rest. 

Finally alongside the boat, Dubs grabs the permit by the tail and yanks him from the water saying, “Man, 
you better buy a lottery ticket when you get home.” Amen to that, Dubs - better lucky than good.  The Rev 
had told me before we left that as bad as he wants to catch one he would be just as tickled if I did, and by 
the look on his face I saw that he actually meant it. I stood there shaking - I guess I wanted to hold one of 
these magnificent fish worse than I let on. 

After the photos I lower him back in the water thinking I’ll have to pump him being out of the water this 
long, but as soon as his head hits the water he torques his tail and is gone. I high-five the Rev and say, 
”Let’s go get yours.” At this point you probably think I’m some elite salt water angler.  After all, I caught a 
permit on my very first cast.  That would be false.  The next three permit that took my Avalon in their 
crusher I "trouted", and therefore missed hooking them. Not a dry fly or Kevin VanDam hook-set, but just 
pulling the rod tip an inch or two to the side.  I couldn’t stop myself even with Dubs' coaching. 

The fifth permit to eat my Avalon led to what can only be described as a Clown show.  This fish I hooked 
close to the boat.  He was in a giant school of permit that were tails-up all around us until I executed an 
overly ambitious strip-set that sent this particular permit into a rage.  He blew up the whole school and 
they all raced down the shoreline. I have 30’ of line on the deck - it’s gone instantly but wraps the reel, the 
T&T truly bends in half so now I drop the tip and clear the reel without breaking the tippet.  Right at that 
moment the top 3 sections come off the rod.  The loop I took off the reel caught the 1st stripping guide and 
disassembled my rod. I grab the section and reconnect it, and the whole time the school is going down the 
shore towards a cove 100 yards behind us. 

One mangrove grows 15’ off the rest marking the edge of the cove and the school with my fish in the 
middle is almost there. I pump him twice without touching the reel to no avail, as he goes around the 
mangrove and into the cove.  Dubs tells me "Just feed him line - he’s in the mangrove - we’ll go get him", 
and we motor over as I reel up line.  Dubs jumps out into neck-deep water, disappears into the 
mangroves, and comes out with my fly, sans a permit.  For those readers that are keeping track, the score 
is now Permit 4, and Big Cliff 1.  



The Rev saved his magic for the last day, with about two hours to go before we have to head back to the 
dock. We were back at the spot I had lost the fish the day before, and this particular "push" I could see.  It 
was huge.  They were heading towards us in a 20’ wide and 40’ long patch of nervous water, and Dubs 
claimed that close to a one hundred were in this school. The Rev throws his Raghead Crabby Patti out in 
front of the mob and one of the lead permit eats it. He continues with the school not quite sure he’s 
hooked or else he doesn’t want to leave the school, which by then had stopped.  Tails go up all around as 
they start to feed. 

At that moment for whatever reason Rev's fish turns toward the deep and turns on the after burners, I see 
him clearly now as he streaks toward open water.  He’s freaking huge - a true garbage can lid with a 30hp 
Mercury on the back. This fish’s run made it look like my fish had asthma. I know how long this fight lasted 
because I filmed a lot of it - over a half-hour later the Rev is holding what Dubs estimated to be a 20 
pound permit, or maybe it was a 30 pound slob of a permit. Either way, it was the biggest permit caught all 
week by anybody.  Mine Dubs estimated at 12 pounds. 

The Rev was stoic as ever but I could tell by the look on his face that the Black Tailed Devils would no 
longer haunt his dreams or bucket list. He tried to get me to go to Turneffe a couple of times over the past 
twenty-plus years, but I made excuses and begged off.  Big mistake. That’s twenty I’ll never get back, but 
I write this now with my new Exocett SS on the desk waiting for the next adventure. Don’t wait.  Go now.  
I’ve been home for four months, but 
can’t stop thinking about the BTD's.  
Go to TFlats and have Dubs or any 
of the other guides show you the 
tails.  You won’t regret it. 

Editor's note:  Big Cliff is one of the three original "Cliffitarians" of Cliff Outdoors fame, fishes more than 
anyone I know, has a cool wood driftboat, and resides in Laramie, Wyoming.   

So, Mr. Esteemed Editor, What Can I Buy at This BIG AUCTION? 

This list is way, way incomplete, as we're just starting to gather items.  Nonetheless, there's probably 
a few items of interest.  I'll touch on a few highlights:  

Trips - Oahe, North Platte, Carp, Black Hills, Black Hills Pike, ice fishing, Rock Creek Anglers (private 
water)….

Flies - there will be a pile of them.  I'm not kidding. Far, far more than we've ever had in the past.  
 
Some really, really nice rods, including a custom bamboo rod from Jay Heib.  Too many rods to count 
without taking my shoes off.  

Non-fishing stuff.  More of this than we've ever had in the past.  Deadwood packages, car washes, 
etc.  Something for everyone!

The Return of the BHFF Belt Buckle, from Montana Silversmiths (tip of the Stetson to Ev Hoyt).

And all kinds of other stuff - reels, tying materials, gear, sunglasses, clothing and art.  I could go on….

Finally – we’ll have a new game at the BIG Auction this year. THE GRAND PRIZE GAME @ The BIG 
Auction! More coming on that soon – but you’d best get your indoor fly-casting skills in order, that’s all 
I’m sayin’!   

END RESULT:  The BIG Auction will be the talk of the Black Hills, South Dakota, the Universe, it’ll be 



so cool you can’t stand yourself.  The food and drink will be great.  The FISH need us and so does 
the BIG AUCTION!  See you there!

The BIG Auction - The Hilton Garden Inn (new location) - Saturday April 6th. Doors open 5:30 
pm, and auction begins at 7pm. Where is this new location?  Located just off I-90, Exit 59, North 
LaCrosse St. Go North to Mall Drive then ¼ mile East. Enter via "Conference Entrance", or just 
wander aimlessly until you find it.

Rainy's Slider Head Pike Fly

Rainy’s Slider Heads make a great topwater pattern, as well as 
fishing on a heavy sinking line. We’ve had great luck fishing this 
pattern on a heavy sinking line like the SA Sonar Titan series. Let 
the line sink almost all the way to the bottom and start retrieving – 
the buoyant foam head will keep your fly out of the weeds, but near 
the bottom where the fish are. This is a great topwater pattern 
fished on a floating or intermediate line as well! This fly is a 4/0 with 
a medium head.

Materials: 

Hook - Gamakatsu B10S 4/0
Thread - Semperfli Nano Silk 100 Denier White
Body/Tail - Big Fly Fiber with Flash
Flash - Magnum Flashabou
Head - Rainy's Slider Head Medium
Eyes - Fish Skull Living Eyes
Glue - Loctite Gel

Don't forget the Big Auction!!!!

Published when it's convenient to do so, Flylines, "The Finest in Angling Literature" is the voice of the Black Hills 
Flyfishers. Our editorial policy is to print the news, a portion of which will inevitably be true. Contributions to Flylines 
can be sent to Mark Vickers at wbg@rushmore.com. Complaints should be directed to David Hanna at 
davidhanna85@gmail.com. Read with extreme caution. FlyLines is non-toxic, but don't eat it.
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